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VeCfcation. 

TO MY FATHER AND MY MOTHER 

My Dear Pahents, 

WnEif you Khali Jiavn rcaiJ thia book, aiifl coiisitkml the 
view' of huumn rohitioTJsftrjis ivluon k set fortli bi you 
will h& at no loss to (.liBCovor why T have thitiioattxl it to 
you, na o^\9 paltry witness of an ntitoti and of a flebt which, 
though thoy may smmi lo have bogini with birth, and to 
liavc grown with your most hning cdiuyition, yet ctuinot 
die with death: hut are sjuritual, indefeasible, otemal in 
the heavens with that God from whom every fatherhornl in 
Leaven and earth la uaiujed. 


C, K. 
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PREFACE. 


A PICTURE of life in the fifth eeiiittry muet needs contain 
much which will be painful to any reader^ and which tlie 
young and inn[M;cnt will do well to leave altogether uurcuAl, 
It liaa to represent a very liideous* tliougli a very greats agu ; 
one of thoflo critical and. cardinal craa in tlic iiiatoiy of tlic 
human race, in which virtiujp and vit^ea rnajiifeat themHclveft 
side by side—even, at tiniea, in the same ])erson—witJi the 
most startling o[ierincaa and power* Ojio who ^writes of 
such an era lalnirt* under a triiLildcBome ditsadviuitagc* 
lie dare not tell Iiow evil people were ; lie will not be be¬ 
lieved if he tells liow grxid they were, hi the pi'esent ease 
that diaiwlvHTitage is douldiHl ; for wdule the aiiis of the 
Ohureh* liowever heinems, wore still siidi its fwimit of being 
expressed in words, tlie hi us of the heatlien world, against 
wliiebshe loiight, were utterly itulescribable; and tliet’liris- 
tiaii apologist is tlitis eompcllcd, for the sake of clefcncy, 
to state the ChurtihV ease far nioi^e wcjikly than the facts 
deserve. 

Not, he it over romemherodj that the sliglitost stispicion 
of immorality attaeluis cither to the itcroiiie of tliis ho(^k, 
or to the leinliug philosophers of her sijhool, for several 
centuries* ilowflocvcr hfise and profligate their disciples, or 
the Mimidjoes, may have beeTi,*ihe great Neo-Platonists 
were, ns Manes himself was, persons of the moat rigid and 
ascetic virtue. 

For a time had arrivc<i, in which no teacher who did not 
put forth the most lofty preterisions to rightcouBiiejjs could 
a hearing. That Divine Word, who b ■'* H^he Light 
who lighteth every man which cumeth itih> the world/* luid 
awakened in the heart of mankind a morstl craving*ncTer 
before felt in any strength, except by a few isolatctl philoso¬ 
phers or propheU. The Spirit Jiad been poured out on all 
flesh ; and from one end of the Empire to the other, from 
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tbe dare in the mill to the emperor on his throne^ all hearts 
irare either hungering and thirsting after righteousness^ or 
lemming to do homage to those who did so. And He who 
excited the craving, was also furnishing that which would 
satisfy it; and was teaching mankind, by a long and painful 
education, to distinguish the truth from its innumerable 
counterfeits, and to find, for the first time in the world^s 
life, a good news not merely for the select few, but for all 
mankind without respect of rank or raceu 

For somewhat more than four hundred years, the Eoman 
Empire and the Christian Cl^urch, bom into the world 
almost at the same moment, had been deiTeloping them- 
eelves side by side as two great rival powers, in deadly 
struggle for the possession of the human race;. The wea¬ 
pons of the Empire had been not merely an overwhelming 
physical force, and a ruthless lust of aggressive conquest: 
but, even more powerful still, an unequalled genius for or¬ 
ganisation, and an uniform system of external law and order. 
This was generally a real bo^ to conquered nations, because 
it substituted a fixed and regular spoliation far the for¬ 
tuitous and arbitrary miscrios of savage warfare: but it 
arrayed, meanwhile, on the side of the Empire the wealthier 
citizens of every province, by allowing them their shore ia 
the plunder of the laboring masses below thorn. These, 
in the conntiy diatricta, were utterly enslaved; while in 
the cities, nominal freedom was of little use to mosses kept 
from starvation by the alms of the government, and drugged 
into brutish good-humor *by a vast system of public spec¬ 
tacles, in which the realms of nature and of aH were ran- 
aocked to glut the wonder, lust, and ferocity of a degraded 
populace. 

Against this vast organiaation the Church had been 
fighting for now four hundred years, armed only with its 
own mighty and all-cmbracing message, and with the 
moniftstation of a spirit of purity and virtue, of love and 
self-'Saerifioe, which had proved itself mightier to melt and 
weld together the hearts of men, than all the force and 
terror, all the meehanical^organization, all the sensual baits 
with which the Empire had been contending against that 
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Gospd in whieb it had recognized inatinctiTelj and at drat 
sigbtr ita internecine'foe. 

And now the Ohnrch had conquered. The weak things 
of this world bad confounded the Strong. In spite of the 
dedlkh cruelties of persecutors ; in spite of the contaminate 
ing atmosphere of sin which surrounded her; iJi spite of 
having to form heiiself» not out of a race of pure and sepa¬ 
rate creatures, but by a most literal '' new birth” out of tlioso 
very fhllen mas;HG8 who insulted and persecuted her ; in spite 
of having to endure within herself continual outbursts of 
the evil passions in which her members had once indulged 
without check; in spito of d thousand counterfeits which 
sprang up around her and within her, claiming to be parts 
of her, and alluring men to themselves by that very 
exclusiveness and party arrogance whicli disproved their 
claim ; in spile of all, she had conquered. The very em¬ 
perors had itrrayed theniselvcs on her side. Julian's last 
attempt to restore paganism by imperial inJluen.ee had 
proTod that tlio old faith had h^st all hold upon the hearte 
of the moBgos ; at his death the great tide-wave of new 
opinion rolled on unchecked, and the rulers of eartli were 
fain to swim with the stream ; to occ^ept, in words at least, 
the Church's laws as theirs ; to lu^knowledge a King of kings 
to whom even they owed homage and obedience; and to 
call their own slaves their poorer brethren,” andofton, too, 
their spiritual superiors,” 

But if the emporors hud become Christian, the Empire 
had not. Here and there an abule was lopped o£E; or an 
edict was pi&sed for the viBitotion of prbons and for the 
welfare of prisoners ; or a Theodosius was recalled to justice 
and humanity for a while by the stem rebukes of an Am- 
hroae. But the Empire was still the same : still a great 
tyranny, enslaving the masses, crushing national life, fatten^ 
iug itself and its officials on a system of world-wide robbery; 
and while it was paramount, there could be no hope for the 
human race, f^ay, there were even those among the Chris- 
tians who saw, like Bonte afterwar^^, iu the fatal gift of 
Constantine,” and the truce between the Church and the 
Empire, fresh and more deadly danger. Was not the 
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Empire bjing to extend over the Charch iteolf that apae 
shadow with which it had vrithcsred up erery other iorm of 
human existonco; to mate )ier, too, its stipendiary alayo- 
official, to be pampered wlieii obedient, and aeourged when^ 
ever she dared assert u free will of her own, a law boyond 
that of her tyrants ; to throw on her, by a relined bypooiifly, 
the citre and support of the masses on whose lifeblood it was 
feeding ? So thought many then, and, ns I believe, not 
unwisely. 

But if the social condition of the civilized world was 
anomalous at the beginning of the fifth contniy, iU spiritr 
nal state was still uiom so, 'J?he nnivciml fusion of races, 
languages, and customs, wliieli had gone on for four ceii- 
turies under the Roman rule, Itnd produced a wrrespond- 
ing fusioTL of creeds, an universul fermentation (*f human 
thought and faith. All honest belief in the old loeal su¬ 
perstitions of paganism liad boon long d^ing out before the 
more palpable and mateTial idolatry of Emf>eror-W(>Tsbip \ 
and the gods of the nut ions, unable tf> deliver those who 
had ti'ustwl in them, bceamo one by ono tlio v^^ssals of the 
“ Divua ncglofied by tfie phihisopliie. rielt, sujd only 

worshipped by the lower cliuises, where tile oM i-ites still 
pandered to their groiiiser appetites, or subserved the wealth 
and. importance of some particular locality. 

In the jneonwhiJo, the minds of men, cut adrift from 
their ancient moorings, wandtu'f^d wildly over pathless seas 
of speculative doubt, ajid os^iecially mtheinoro metaphysical 
and contemplative East,•attempted to solve for themselves 
tbo qucatioiiH of man's roiation to the unseen by thoao thou¬ 
sand schisms, horosies, and theo&oiiliics (it is a disgrace to 
the word philosophy to call tliem by it), on the records of 
which tho fitudent now gazes bewildered, unable alike to 
count or to explabi their fantasies. 

Yet even th^, like every outburst of free human 
thought, had their use and their fniit. They brought 
before tbo minds of churchmen a thousand new questions 
which must bo solved, ynless the (?imrch was to relinquish 
forever her claims as tho great teacher and satislier of the 
human soul. To study these bubbles, os tliey formed oud 
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burst on erery wnvo of human life ; to fed, too often by sad 
experience^ m Augustine fclt^ the charm of their allere- 
ments ; to divide the truthe at which they aimed from the 
falsehood which they offered as ita aubstitato ; to exhibit 
the Catholic Church as poeaeseing^ in the great facta which 
she prockimedj full aatiafaction^ even for the most subtle 
metaphysical cravings of a diseased agethat was the 
work of the time; and meti wore sent to do it, and aided in 
their labor by the very cauaes which had produced the in- 
tellectuai revolution. The general intermixture of ideas, 
creeds, and racca, oven the Tnerc physical facilities for in¬ 
ter course between dliferent j^arta i>f the Em}>iret heljiotl to 
give the great Christian fathers of the fourth and fifth cen¬ 
turies a breadth of observation* a depth of tliought, a large- 
licartecl and large-minded patience and toTeniiice, sucli lis, 
wo may say holdty, tlio C'himdi lias sinite bolield but i*aTely, 
and the world never ; at leitat, if we are lo jmlgo tbose great 
moil by what they hatl, anti not by what they ha^l not, mid 
to believe* ima wo are bound, tiiat had they livc^l now, ami* 
not tlien, they would have Lowered as far above tlie heatls 
of this generation as they did nluno the heads of tbeir own. 
And thus an age* wiiicJi, to tlie sfiallow inalght fif u snwnT 
like Gibbon, seems only a ndtiug nml uiuiless ehjios of scii- 
HLiulity and anaridiy, fanaLitdsrn and liypoi^rLsy* pnodiicf^d a 
Clement and an Atlianosc, a ('liryisotstom aridun Augustine ; 
absorbufl into the (q)hei*e of Christianity all which wiia most 
valuable in the pliilosojdiies of (irecce and Kgypt, and in 
the social org^nuKatioii of Homo, as an licir-Iooru hir nations 
yet unborn ; and laid in hnvign lands, by uneonscious 
agents, the foundutiona of all Muropoaii thought and Klhica, 
But the health of a ('hureh depends, not nierely on the 
creed which it professoa, not even on tlic wisdom and holi¬ 
ness of ft few great eeclesiEifltics, but on tlie faith and virtue 
of its individual niCTubers, 'I'hc mms sana must have a 
eorpim mnum to inhabit. And even for the WeSteru 
Church, the lofty future which was in Htoro f<jr it would 
have Ix'cn mipossible, witliout infusion of new and 

hoftlthfer hlood into Ihe veins of a whrld drained and tainted 
by the inffticnce of Borne, 
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And the new bloody at the era of this Btoiy, waa at hand. 
The great tide ot those Gothic natioiifl:i of whioh the Norwe¬ 
gian and the Gemnan are the purest remaining tjpes^ though 
efrery nation of Earope> from Gibraltar to St, Petersbnig^ 
owes to them the moat precious elomonta of strength^ was 
sweeping onwardj ware over wave^ in a steady south-western 
cnrrentj across the whole Roman territoiy, and only stop¬ 
ping and recoiling when it reached the shorea of the Medi¬ 
terranean. Those wild tribes were bringing with them 
into the magic circle of the Western Churches influence 
the very materiuls which she^required for the building up 
of a future Christen dom^ and which she could And as little 
in the Weatem Empire, m in the Eastern ; comparative 
purity of morals ; sacred respect for woman, for family life, 
law, equal justice, individual freedom, and, above all, for 
honesty in word and dw^d ; bodies untainted by hereditary 
effeminacy, hearts carmist though genial, and blest with a 
strange willingness to learn, even from those whom they 
despised ; a brain equal to that of the Roman in practical 
power, and not too for biihind that of the» Eastern in 
imaginative and speoulatiye acuteness. 

And their strength was felt at once, TJieir vanguard, 
confined witii difficulty for three centuries beyond tlio 
Eds tern Alps, at tho oxpouso of sauguinary wars, had been 
adopted wherever it was practicable, into tho service of the 
Empire; and tho ht'ort's core of tlie Roman legion was 
composed of Gothic oflicers and aoldiers* But now the main 
body had arrived. Tr^l^ after tribe was crowjling down to 
the Alps, and trampling upon each other on the frontiers 
of the Empiro, The Jinns, singly their infeTiors, pressed 
them from behind with the irresigtiblo weight of numherg; 
Italyj with her rich cities and fertile lowlands, beckoned 
them on to plunder; as auxiliaries, they hod learned 
their own strength and Roman weakness i a casus ieUi waa 
soonffound. How iniquitous was tho conduct of the soua 
of Theodosius, in refusing the usual hounfy, by which tho 
Goths were bribed notvto ^attack the Empire I—The whole 
pent-up deluge burst ovhr the plains of Italy, and the WesJt- 
em Empire becante from tliat day forth a dying idiot, while 
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the new mTaders divided Europe among themselvee^ The 
fifteen years before the time of this tale hod decided the 
fete of Greece; the bet four that of Bomo itself. The 
countless treasures which five centuriee of rapine had ao- 
cumulated round the Capitol liad become the prey of men 
clothed in sheepskins and horsehide ; and the sister of an 
emperor had found her beauty, virtue, and pride of race, 
worthily matched by those of the hard-handed Northern 
hero who led her away from Italy as his captive and hia 
bride, to found new kingdoms in South France and Spain, 
and bo drive the newly-arrived Vandals aoroK the Straita of 
Gibraltar into the then blooming coast-land of Northern 
Africa^ Everywhere the mangled limbs of the Old-World 
wore seething in the Medea^s caldron, to come forth whole, 
and young, and strong. The Longbeards, noblest of their 
race, had found a temporary reeting-place upon the Aus¬ 
trian frontier, after long southward wanderings from the 
Swedish tnountains, soon to be dispossessed ogaiti by the 
advancing Huns, and, crossing the Alps, to give their 
name forever to the plains of Lombardy, A few more 
tumultuous years, and the Franks would find themselves 
lords of the Lower Bhin eland j and before the hairs of 
Hypatia's scholars had grown gray, the mythio Hengst md 
Uorsa would have landed oi the shores of Kent, and an 
English nation have begun its world-wide life. 

But some great Providence forbade to our roco, triumph¬ 
ant in every other quarter, a footing boyond the Mediterra¬ 
nean, or even in Constantinople, whibh to this day preserves 
in Europe the faith and manners of Asia. The Eastern 
World seemed barred, by some stem doom, from the only 
iufiu^ce which could have regenerated it. Every attempt 
of the Gothic races to establish themselves beyond the sea, 
wheiher in the form of an organised kingdom, as the Van¬ 
dals attempted in Africa ; or of a mere band of brigands, 
as did the Goths in Asia Minor, under Gamas; or o( a 
prffitorian guard, as did the Varongens of the middle ago; 
or as religious invaders, as did the Crusaders, ended only 
in the corruption and disappearonco of the colonists. That 
axtroordmary reform in morals, which, accoirding to ifel- 
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Tiaa and hia contomporarlea, the Vandal conquerors worked 
in Korth Africaj availed them nothing; they lost more 
than they gave, Olimate^ had example^ and the luxury of 
power degraded them in one century into a race of help- 
hm and debauched slavehotderB^ doomed to utter extermi¬ 
nation before the icmi-OoUiie armies of BclieartiiB; and 
with them vanUhed the lost chance that tiie Gothic races 
would exorcise on the Kiutorn World tlie sanie stem yet 
wholesome discipline under which the Westeru had been 
restored to life. 

The Egyptian and fcSyrian Churches, therefore, wore 
destined to hibor not for theniselvca, hut for us. Tho signs 
of disease and decrepitude were already but too manifest in 
them. That very peculiar turn of tho Gneco-Eastorn mind, 
wliioh matlo them tlie great thinkers of the then world, had 
tho elToct of dm wing them away from pnietico to specula^ 
tion f and the tiiccb of Egypt and Syria were elfcmiiiato, 
ovcr-civiliacil, cxlutustcil by CGiitiiries during wliich no in- 
fits lot L of fresh hltKxl had conic to renew the stock. Morbid, 
gel f*coTLscions, physically ludulciit, incapable ^icn, ua now, 
of poraonal or ]ioHtical freedom, tlioy atfordwl inatorml out 
of which fanatics might easily he made, hut not cill^sens of 
the kingdom of God. Tho very ideas of family and national 
life—those two divine r(H>ta of the Church, sovorcfl from 
which she is certain to wither away into that must godless 
and most cruel of siujctres, a religious world—htid perish oil 
in tho East from tho evil iiiflucnco of tho universal practice 
of slavdioldingt ^ well as from the degradation of tliat 
Jewish nation which laul been for ages the great witness 
for those ide^ks ; and all classes, like tlioir forefather Adam 
—like, indeed, the old Adam in every man and in 
every age—wore sliifting the blame of sin from their own 
consciences to bumaji relationHhi|m and duties—and therein, 
to tho God who hatl appointed them ; and saying as of old, 
** ne woman wJtom thou ffavest to he with mOf she gave me 
of tho tree, and I dtcl oat," The piMisionate Enatem char¬ 
acter, like al] weak oacs, foiind total abstinence easier than 
temperani^e, religious ^thought more pleasant than godly 
action ; and a monastic world grew up all over tho Eut, of 
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such Tastnesa that in Egypt it was said to riyal in nambera 
the lay population^ prodnoiiig, with an enormous decrease 
in the actual amount of moml evil, an equally great enerra- 
tion and decrease of the population. Such a people could 
offer no resiatanoe to the steadily-increasing tyranny of the 
Eastern Empire. Tn vain did such men as Chrysostom and 
Basil oppose their porsonal inihience to the hideous intrigues 
and villaniea of the By ram tin o court; tliO ever-downward 
coroor of Eastern Christianity went on unchecked for two 
more miserable centuries, side by side with the upward 
development of the Wcatem Church ; and, while the huc- 
ceseoi-a of the great Saint Gi^gory were i^oiivcrting and 
civilising a new-born Europe, tlio Churches of the Eaat 
wero van Sailing before Mohammedan invaders,^ strong by 
living trust in that livifig Ginl, whom the Christiiyis, while 
they liated ami peraecuted each other for arguments about 
TTira, were denying and blartphemiug in every action of 
their lives. 

But at the period whereof this story treafa, the Grmco- 
Eufttem mind was still in the luiddlc of its greiit work. 
That wontlcAil metaphysic subtlely, which, in phrases 
and definitions too often umncuningto our groitfor intellect, 
saw tho symbols of the most im]>m'taut spiritual realities, and 
felt that on the diatinciiou between hamomasim and homQ- 
tovstos might lumg tlie aolutian of tho whole problem of 
liumaiuty, was set to battle in jMex&ndriu, the ancient 
etronghold of Greek philosophy, with tho effete remains of 
the very scientific thought to whic^liAt owed its ojstraordi- 
nary culture. *1101108110 isolotiou from family and national 
duties espocialiy fitted tho fathers of that period for the 
task, by giving them leisure, if nothing else, to face ques¬ 
tions with a lifelong ■eamcatneas inipoasiblc to the nmro 
social and practical Noi'them ndnd. Our duty is, luateatl 
of sneering at them tm pedantic dreamers, to thank Heaven 
that men wore found, juat at tlie time when they wfjro 
wanted, to do for ua what we could never have done for 
ouTselvea; to leave to iia, as a precious heirloom, bought 
most truly with the lifeblood of the 1 i;raccj a metaphysie at 
once Christian and Bcientific, every attempt to improve on 
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which has hiih&tto been fcimd a failnre; and to batUe 
Tictoriously with that strange brood of theoretio mouaten be< 
gotten by effete Greek philosophy upon Egyptian aymboUsm, 
Chaldee astrology, Porsee dnWismi Brahminio spiritoaHsm 
—graceful and goigeone phantoms^ whereof somewhat more 
will be said in the coming chapters; 

I have^ in my eketoh of Hypatia and her fate, doaely 
followed authentic history^ especially Socrates's acoonut of 
the closing scone, as given in Book vii, g IB, of his Sccl&si- 
a^iiedl I am inclined, however, for various his* 

torical reasons, to date her death two years earlier than ho 
doee. The tradition that she was the wife of Isidore, the 
philosopher, I reject, with Gibbon, as a palpable anaoh* 
ronism of at least fifty years (Isidore's master, ProduB, not 
having been bom till the year before Hypatia's death), 
contradicted, moreover, by the very author of it, Fhotius, 
who says distinctly, after comparing Hypatia and Isidore, 
that Isidore married a oertain ' Donma^'' So hint, more* 
over, of her having been marriod, appears in any contem* 
porary anthors ; and tho name of Isidore nowhere occurs 
among those of the many mutual friends to wTiom Synesios 
sends messages in liis lettem to Hypatia, in which, if any* 
where, we should find mention of a husband, had mie 
existed. To Syncsins'e most chunning letters, as well as to 
those of Isidore, the good Abbot of Pelusiimi, I beg leave 
to refer those readers who wish for further infbnnation 
about the private life of the fifth century. 

I cannot hope that ^heso pages will be ^together £res 
from anachronisms and errors* I can only ^ay that 1 have 
labored honestly and industriously to discover the truth, 
even in its minutest details, and to sketch the age, its man* 
ners and its literature, as 1 found t&em—altogether i^ifi* 
cial, slipshod, effete, rcsembliiig far more the times of Louis 
Qainse than those of Sophocles and Plato* And so I send 
ioiih this little sketch, ready to give my hcariy thanka to 
any reviewer, who, by exposing my mistakes, shall teach 
me and the public sc^piewhat more about the last stroggle 
between the Young Church and the Old World* 
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CHAPTEE L 

TUE LAUUA. 

Ilf the fooT hundred iind tlifrteonth year of the Christian 
Era, some l^ree iiuudied miles above Alexandria, the yonng 
monk Philttinmon waa sitting on the edge of a low range of 
inland cliffs, erested witli drifting sand. Behind liim the 
, desert sand-waste Htretched, lifeless, intermijiable, reflecting 
its lurid glare on the horisson of the clouillcss vault of blue. 
At his feet tlie sand dripped aud trickled, in yellow rivulets, 
from crack to crock aud ledge to lodge, or whirled past him 
in tiny jets of yellow smoke, before the fitful summer airs. 
Here aud there, upon the face of the cliffs which walled in 
the opposite &ido of the narrow glen below, wore cavemotis 
tombs, huge old quarries, with obelisks and half-cut pillars, 
standing as the workmen had left them centuries Wore; 
the sand was slipping down and piling up around them, 
their heads were frosted with tlio arid snow; eveiywhere 
was silence, desolation—the grave of a dead nation, in a 
dying land. And there he sat musing above it all, full of 
life and youth and health and beauty—a young Apollo of 
the desert. His only clothing a ragged sheepskin, 
bound with a leathe(m girdle. Bis long black locks, un* 

. s 1 
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sKom Irom <*hildhood;, waved and glistened in tlie eun ; a 
rich dark down on cheek and chin showed the spring of 
healthful nuinhood; hie hard liands and sinewy sanbnrnt 
limlia told of luhor and eiiduranco ; liia flashing oyea and 
beetling brow, of daring, fanny, paaRion, thought, which 
had no sphere of action in such a place. What did hig 
gloriena young humanity alone tunoiig the tombs ? 

So perJiapB he, tmi, thought, us he pjktscd his Imitd acTuss 
his brow, jis if to sweep away some gathering dream, and 
sighing, roBO ami wiitulered nlong the ctiffa, }>eeTing down* 
ward at every point and cranny, in search of fuel for the 
moiiastei'y from wheucic ho ea'me. 

Simple os wan the material whicli he sought* consisting 
chiefly of the low arid desert shrubs with now and then a 
fragment of wood from S(»mo desertctl quarry or ruin, it was 
becoming scarcer and acorcor nuind Abbot Piunbo'e Ijauru 
at See tin; and long bofeu'^e Pliilaniinon hod coll ee ted his 
daily rpiantity, ho had strayc<1 farther from lib home than 
he hiul over been before. 

Suddenly, at a turn of the glen, he came qpiui a sight 
new to him ... a tcmjilc carved lh the sandstone clijE ; 
and in front a smooth platform, strewn with beams and 
mouldering tools, and here arj<l there u skull bleaching* 
among the iitjuLil, i}erba|>sofsotne workman sfaughteretl at hia 
labor in one of the tbouaaml wand of old. The abbot, Ida 
spiritual father-—indeed, the only hither whom lie know, for 
his earliest recollections were of the T^uni and the old man^s 
cell—had strictly forhldhen him to on tor, even approach 
any of those relies of iuioicnt idolatry : but a brood terrace- 
road leil down to the platform from the table-land above ; 
the plentiful supply of fuel was too tempting to be passed 
by, , , . Tic would go clown* gather it few Btieks, and then 
return, to tell the abbot of the treasiire which he hsd found, 
and consult him as to the propriety of reviaiting it. 

Sec down he went, hardly daring to raise his eyes to the 
allnring iniquities of the painted imagery which, gaudy in 
crimson mid blue, still hhtjied out upon the desolate aoHtudcj 
uninjured by that rainicss air. But lie was young, and 
youth is curious ; and the devil, at least in the fifth century^ 
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busy with young brains. Now FlnlammoTi belicTed most 
utt^ly in the devil, and nig]it and day devoutly prayed to 
be delivered from him ^ ho he crofiaecl himself, and ejacu- 
latod, honestly enough, ‘^Lord, turn away mine eyes, lest 
thoy behold vanity ! . and looked iievertlielesB* . . . 

And who could have helped looking at tliose four eoloBga] 
kingH, who aat there grim imd niotbnleas, tlieir huge hands 
laid upon their knees in ovoriusting self’uesured roj^oHe, Heem-- 
ing to boar op the mountain on tlteir stately heads ? A 
HonBo of awe, woaknefis, all but fear, camo over him* lie 
dare not stoop to tako up the wood at his feet, tlieir great 
atom eyes watcliixl ium ho steadily. 

Bound their knees and round their thrones were mystic 
characters engravon, aymlml after symbol, lure below line— 
the anciont wisdom of the Egyptians, wlicrcin Mosca tho 
man of Ood was learned of old—why should not ho know it 
too ? AVhat awful scerela riiiglifc not be liiddoa there about 
the great world, punt, }>resciifc, and future, of which he 
knew only so Hmall a speck ? I'hosc kiiiga who sat there, 
thoyhadknoivn Hall; tlieir^tlnirpliiis Hoerned ]>arting, ready 
to Bj^wak to him, * , * Oh that jJiey would apeak for once f 

* , , atid yet tliat grim ajleering sniilu, that seemed to look 
down on liiin from the heights of their power and wisdom, 
with calm contempt . . . him, the poor youth, picking up 
the leaving and rags of their past majesty. . . . Ho dared 
look at them no more. 

So he looked jijist them into the tuiiiple hidls ; into a Iuh- 
tr<iiis abyss of cool gri^jn sliafle, dhejiciiijig on iiml inward, 
pillar after pillar, vista after vista, into deepest niglit. And 
dimly through the glonni he could dcsciy, on eveiy wall and 
column, gorgeous ambeeipics, long lines of pictured story ; 
triumphs and labors; rows of captives in foreign and fan¬ 
tastic drcflBca, loading strange animals, bearing the tributes 
of unknown lands ; rows of ladies at feasts, their heads 
crowned with garlands, the fragrant lotus-dower invevery 
hand, while slaves brought wino and perfumes, and cliildren 
sat upon their knees, and husbaiplB^hy their side ; and danc¬ 
ing girls, in trausparent robes and golden girdles, tossed 
their tawny limhe wildly among tho throng. . . . What 
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was the meaning of it all P Why had it all been ? Why 
had it gone on thns^ the great worlds century after century^ 
millennitim after millenniuraj eating and drinkingj and 
Tying and giring in niarriagOj and knowing nothing better 
. ^ « how could they know anything better F Their lore^ 
fathei^ bad h^t the liglit ages ages before they were 
born. .. « . And Christ had not come for ages and ages after 
they were dead. . . , How could they know ? . , , And 
yet they were all in hell . . . every one of them. Bverj 
one of these ladies who eat there, with her bushy locks, and 
garlands, and jewelled collars, and lotna-flowcra, and gansy 
drcsa, displaying all her slender limbs—who, perhaps, when 
she was alive, smiled so sweetly, and went bo gayly, and had 
childrenj and friends, and never once thought of what was 
going to happen to her—what must happen to her. . . . 
She was in hell. . . . Burning forever, and ever, and ever, 
there below his feet, lie stared down on the rocky fioois. 
If he could but see through tliem . . . and the eye of faith 
could sec through them . . . he should behold her writhing 
and twisting among the flickering flame, searched, glowing 
... in everlasting agony, such aa the thought of enduring 
for a moment made him shudder. He had burnt his hands 
once, when a palmdeaf hut caught Are. . . . He recollected 
what that was like. . . . She was enduring tan thousand 
times more than that forever. ... Ho should hear her 
shrieking in vain for a drop of water to cool her tongue. 
.... He bad never heard a human being shriek but once 
. . . a boy bathing on Hie opposite Nile hank, whom a 
crocodile had dragged down . . . and that ac^am, faint 
and distant as it came across the mighty tide, had rung in¬ 
tolerable in bb ears for days . . , and to think of all which 
echoed through those vaults of Are—forever 1 Was the 
thought bearable !^wse it poesiblo I Hillions upon millionB 
buming forever for Adamb fall. . • • Could Hod ba just 
in that P . . . 

It was the temptation of a flend 1 He had entered the 
unhallowed procmets, where devils still lingered about their 
ancient shrines ; he had let hb eyes devour the abominations 
of the heathen, and given place to the deviL He would flee 
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home to ooiafeeH it all to hia hither. He would punieh him 
ae he deserved, praj for him^ forgive him. And yet could 
he tell him all f Gould he, dare he eoDfeas to him the whole 
truth—the insatiable craving to know the mysteries of Ieam-« 
iDg—to see the great roaring world of men, which had been 
growing up in him slowly, month after month, till now it 
had assumed this fearful shape ? He could stay no longer 
in the deaerk This world which sent ail souls to heU—was 
it as had as monks declared it was ? It must be, dse how 
could such be the fruit of it P iiut it waa too awful a 
thought to be token on trust Ho ; he must go and see. 

Filled with such fearful ^questionings, half-rnarticalate 
and vague, like the thoughts of a child, the untutored youth 
went wander lug on, till he reached the edge of the oliif 
below which lay hia home. 

It lay pleasantly enough, that lonely I^aura, or lane of 
rude Cyclopean culls, under the perpetual shadow of the 
southern wall of crags, amid its grove of ancient date-trees, 
A branching cavern in the cliff HUpplieti the purptMca of 
a chapel, a^torehonsc, and a liospital; while on the sunny 
slope across the glen lay the common gardens of the brother- 
ho^, green with millet, inai^e, and beans, among which a 
tiny streamlet, hushanded and guided with the most thrifty 
care, wandered down from the cliff foot, and spread per- 
pebial verdure over the little plot which voluntary and frater¬ 
nal labor had painfully redeemed from tlie inroads of the 
all-devouring sand. For that ganlon, like Bverything else 
in the Laura, except eaeh brother% seven feet of stone sloep- 
ing-httt, was the common property, and therefore the com¬ 
mon care and Joy of all For the common good, os well us for 
his own, each man had toiled up the glen with his palm'leal 
basket of black mud from tho river Nilo^ over whose broad 
sheet of silver the glen's mouth yawned abrupt. For tho 
common good, each man. had swept tlie ledges clear of sand, 
and sown in the scanty artidciol soil, the harvest of which 
all were to shore alike. To buy clothes, books, and chapeK 
furniture for the common ncccBsitjesj edu (Nation, and wor¬ 
ship, each man sat, day after day, week after week, his 
mind full of high and hoavenly thoughts, weaving the loaves 
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cd their little palm-oopse into baaketa^ which an aged monk 
exchanged lor gooda with the more prosperous and fre> 
quentcd monasteries of the opposite bank. Thither Philam- 
mon rowed the old man overj week by week, in a light canoe 
of papyrus^ and dshed, as he sat waiting for him^ for the 
common meal. A simple, happy, gentle life waa that of the 
Lauraj aU portioned out by rules and methods, which wore 
hold hardly loss sacred tluui those of the Scriptures, on which 
they were supposed (and not so wrongly either) to have been 
framed. Bach man hud food and raiment^ shelter onearthj 
friends and counsclloi's, living^ trust in the continual care of 
Almighty God ; and, blazing before hia eyes, by day and 
night, the Lope of everlasting glory beyond all poets' dreams, 
, . , And what more would man have Inul in those days ? 
Tliither tlioy had Htnl out of cities, compared with which 
Paria is earnest and Oomorrlia chaste,—out of a rotten^ in- 
feniaf, dyiitg world of tyrantw and sitivcs, hypcM^riiea and 
wantons,—^to ponder u ml is turlji^l on duty and on judgnitnit, 
on death and ebu'iiity, heaven and hell ; to liiid a common 
ei*ccd, a common intc^reHt, a common liojHi, conifnoii duties, 
pleasures, and sorrows. . . . I'rue, tJiey Inul many of (.hem 
fled from tho xjost where God had idacetl tliem^ when they 
fled from man into the Thebaid waste. * . * What sort of 
post and wbut sort of ati ago they wore, fmm wln'cli tliase old 
monks fled, we shall see, xjcrha|)is, liefore this talc is told out. 

Thou art late, son," said tlio abl>ot, steadfastly working 
away at Lis palm-basket, as Philanimon ap}MoncluH], 

Piiel is scai^ce, and fwiis forced to go far.” 

A monk should not answer till lie is questioned. I did 
not ask the reason. Whore didst thou find that wood f ” 
Before the temple, far up the glen/’ 

'' Tlie temple ! What didst thou see there ?" 

No answer, Pombo looked up with his keen block eye* 
^^Thtm hsst entered it, and Ineted after ita abomini^ 

I —1 did not enter ; but T looked- ** 

" And wliat didst thru see ? Women ? ** 

Philammon was silent" 

'‘ Have I not hidden you never to look on the face of 
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women ? Are they not the first fruits of the deTil, the 
authors of all evit the eubtleat of all Sfttau'a snares ? Are 
they not accursed forever, for tlie docoit of their first 
mother, by whom sin. ontcrod into the world ? A woman 
first opened the gates of hell ; and, until this day, they are 
the portresses thereof, trnhaj>py boy ! AVhat hast thou 
done ? ” 

“ They were but pairitesl on the walls,' 

said the abhot, as if suddenly relieved from a 
heavy burden, * ^ But how knewest thou them to be women, 
when thou hast never yet, uiileaatliou lieat—which fboliovo 
not of thee—seen the face of*ft daughter of Eve ?” 

“ PerJiaps—perhiipg,” wiid Pliilammou, iw if suddenly 
relieved by a new suggestion—"jierhups they were only 
devils. They must have been, I think, for tliey were so 
very bwiutifiil,” 

“All 1 jiow knowost tliou that devils are tn^ntiful 

“1 was launchirig tliu boat, u week ago, with b'uthar 
Aufiigtifl; and on the bank, * , * not very iiwir, . , . there 
were two creatures . . , with long ttair, and striped all 
over the lower half of tlieir bodica with black, and red, and 
yellow * and they wore gatlioriiig flowercj on the shore* 
Father Anfugns turneil away ; but I , . , I eoiihl not help 
tliinking them the most beautifnl things Unit I had ever 
seen , , * so I asked him why he turneil away; and ho 
said that those were the same sort of devils which tempted 
the blesseil St^ AntfLony. Then I recollected having heard 
it read uloud, how Satan temptetPAnthony in the sbai>e of 
a beautiful'woman. * « . And so * . * and so . . . those 
figures on the wall were very like . , - and I thought they 
miglit be , . 

And the poor boy, who considered tliat he wad making 
confession of a deadly and shameful sin, blushed scarlet, 
and stammered, and at last stopjiefl, 

“And thou though teat thorn hoautiful? Oli uttea cor¬ 
ruption of the fiesh !—uli subtilty of Satan I Tlie Lord 
forgive thee, as T do, my poor chjld*r lienccfortJi tliou gocst 
not beyond the garden wallfi/^ • 

Not beyond the walla I Impossible ! I cannot 1 If thou 
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wert not my father^ I would a&y, I Will not \—I lutrft 

liberty !—I mast see for myself—must judge for myself, 
whul tills world is of wbieh you all talk .so bitterly^ I long 
for no pomps and vanities. 1 will promise you this moment, 
if you will, novor to rc-onter a heath en temple—^to hide my 
in tlio dust wheiieror I approach a woman. But I 
must—I must bog the world ; 1 must see the great mother- 
church in AloxaiiilTia^ and the patriarch, and his clergy. 
If they can servo God in the city, why not IF t could do 
more for God there than here, * * * Kot that I despise this 
work—not tlxat I am ungrateful to you—oh, never, never 
that!—but I punt for the baltle. Tx^t me go! I am not 
discontented with yon, but with myself. I know that 
obedience is noble ; but danger is nobler still. If you have 
soon the world, why should not T ? If you have flcsd from 
it beeauso you found it too evil to live in, why should not 
I, and return to you hero of my own will, never to leave 
you ? . . , And yet Cyril and his clergy have not fled from 
it . . 

Desperately and breathlessly did Pliilammon. drive this 
speech out of his inmost heart; an<l then waited, expecting 
the good, abbot to etrike him oji the spot. If ho had, the 
young man would have snbTnitkMl patiently; so would, any 
man, however venerable, in tliafc laojiaatery. Why not ? 
Duly, after long compaEiionship, thought, and prayer, they 
had elected Pambo for their ahbot—abba—father—the 
wisest, eldeat-hcarted atid headed of them—if he wus that, 
it was time that h^ shoiiSi bo obeyed. And obeyed he was, 
with a loyal, rcusonahle love, and yet with an implicit, 
Boldior-liko obedience, which many a king and conqueror 
might envy. Were they cowards and slaves ? The Bonum 
legionaricfl should be good judges on that point. They 
used to say that no armed barbarian, Goth or Vandal, Hoot 
or Spaniard, was bo terrible aa the unarmed monk of the 
Tlieliaid. 

Twice the old man lifted hia sta^ to strike; twice he laid 
it down again, and tkei^ slowly rising, left Fhilammon 
kneeling there, and moved away deliberately, and with eyed 
fixed on the ground, to the house of the brother Aufugue, 



THE UHBA. 


t 


fivery cme m the Lautn hotLored Anftigiie. There was a 
mjsteiy about him which heightened the charm of hie eiir^ 
pQfifling sanctity^ hia cliildlike sweetneea and humility. li 
waa whkpered—when the monke eeldoui and caution aly did 
whisper togctlier in their lonely walks—that he had been 
once a great man ; tliat he had come from a great city— 
perhaps from Homo itself. And the eimple monks were 
proud to think that they had among them a man who 
had soon Eome. At least, Abhot Pam bo respected him. 
Ho was never beaten ; never even reproved—perhaps he 
never required it; blit still it wue tho meed of all; and was 
not the abbot a little partiii) ? Yet, certainly, when The- 
ophiluB eent up a messenger from Alexandria, rousing every 
Laura with the news of tho sack of Pome by Alaric, did not 
Pam bo take himUrst to the cell of Aufngus^ and sit with bim 
there three wbolo hours in socret consultation, before he told 
the awful story to tho rest of the brotherhood ? And did 
not Aufiigiis himself give letters to tlio uiesseiiger, writtou 
with his own hand, containing, as wjis said, deep secrets of 
worldly policy, known only to himself ? So, when tlie little 
lane of holy men, eatdi 2 >tn^Ting stealtliily over his plaiting 
work from tlie doorway of his sandtitone cell, saw the abbots 
after his unwonted pasRion, leave the culju'it kni^^li ig, and 
take his way towunl tho sago^s dwolUng, tlioy J^xlgod that 
something strange and delif^ato iuul befallen t[ie common 
woal, and each wished, without envy, that he were as wiso 
ss tho man wh(ie counsel was to Bulve^tho dilRculty. 

For an hour or more the abboff remained! there, talking 
earnestly anti low ; and then a solemn sound as of tho two 
old men praying with sobs and tears ; anti every brother 
bowed his head anti wbispercd a hoije that lie whom 
they served might guhlo tliom for the good' of the Laura^ 
and of His ChuTcb, and of tlic great heathen world beyond ; 
and still Philammon knelt motionlcBS, awaiting his sentence; 
his heart filled—who can tell how ? The heart knaweth 
its own bitterness, and a stranger intermcddleth not with 
its joy/^ So thought he as ho kn^t; and so think I, too, 
knowing that in the pettiest eharacUr tliere are unfathom¬ 
able dopths^ which tiie poet, all-sceiug thougli ho may pre- 
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tend to be, can nOFer aualyze, but must only dimly gaem 
ttt, and still more dimly skotcli them by the actiona whicb 
they beget. 

At laet Pam bo returnedj deliberatoj still j and slow, aa he 
had gone, uud seating himself within his cell, spoke— 

** And the youngest siiid. Father, give me the portion of 
goods that fallcth to iriy sfiai'e. . . . Ajid he took his 
journey into a fur couutiy, and there wtisted his substance 
with riotous living. Tlioti ahalt go, my son. But first 
come after mo, and speak with Aufugiis.'* 

Philammon, like every one else, loved Aufiigus; and 
when the abbot n^tired and left tlie two alone together, he 
felt no dread or shame about iinhurdening lira whale heart 
to him. fjong and piasionately ho spoke, in answer to the 
gentle rjuestioiiB of the old man, who without the rigidity 
or jjcdantie soiomnity of the monk, interrupted the youth, 
aiidlet himaelf l>e intemrptod in return, gratiofuHy, genially, 
almost playfully. And yet there was a melaneholy about 
his tone as he Jinsweied to ihe yoiitfi’s appeal— 

** Tertulliati, Origm, (’lleinent, Cyprian—all t]iese moved 
in the world ; all tliese ami jnjniyiiioro beside, whe^e names 
wo honor, whose prayers we invoke, wore learned in tlio 
wisdom of the heathen, and fought and hiboff^h unspotted, 
ill the world j and wliy not X ? Cyril the Patriarch him¬ 
self, was ho not called from iho cavea of Nitria to sit on the 
throne of Alexandria ? 

Slowly the old man ]ifte<l Ids hand, and putting back the 
thick locks of the kiieeltrtg youth, gazed, with soft pitying 
eyes, long and wiriiPHtly into Ma fatje. 

And thou woiildst see the world, ikkjf fool ? And thoo 
wouldat see the i^'orld ? 

I would cohvert the world P' 

Thou must know it fij'st. And shall 1 tell thee what 
that world is like, whieli seems tf> tliee so easy to convert ? 
Here J sit, the p(M)r unknown old monk, until I die, fasting 
and praying, if perhaps Hod will have luerey on my soul: 
but little thou kiiowuet^how I have scim it. Little thou 
kiiowest, or thou wouldsttfco well content to rest hero till 
the emh I wiis Arsenins. . . « Ah I vain old man that I 
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am F Thou baat neTer \\&a.Td that naiue^ at which onoe 
qiieeua would whiaper and grow pale, Vauitas vimitatum ! 
omnia Tanitaa ! Ajid yet he, nt whose frown lialf the world 
trembles^ hag trembled himself at mine, I waa the tutor of 
Arcadios/' 

The Emperor of Byzantium ? " 

''Even so, my son, even bo. There I saw the world 
which thou wouldst see. And what saw 1 ? Even what 
thou wilt see. Eunuchs the tyrants of their own aoveroigns. 
Bishops kissing the feet of pan'icidcs iuid harlots. Saints 
tearing eaints in pieces for a word, while sinners cheer timm 
on to the unnatural tlglit. ftiars thanked for lying, hypo¬ 
crites taking pritle in tlicir hjiiocrisy. The many sold and 
biitchcrctl for the malieo, tlie caprice, the vanity of tliefew* 
The plnndorerri 4>f the poor plundered in their turn by worse 
devourers tliaii themseivcB, Kvery Htlenipt at refnrnj the 
parent of wort^e acatidala; eveiy mercy Wgetting frcHh 
emeltirti; every persuoutor silenced, only U> (enable ntlicrg 
ti) pci'seCLif.e him in their turn ; every devil who ih (^xorcige<l, 
retnrjiing Tj^ith j^everi otheix wm'jie than hiinself ; falsehood 
ftiid selfish ness, spite and lust, confusion sevc'ii linu's von- 
founde^l, Satfiu cutiLing out Hatan evt'rywlierc'—from the 
emperor who wantfuis on his thnme, to tho slave who bias* 
phcnicg Iwtneiith his fettcre.'^ 

If Watan oust out Katim, his kingdoni hIiuH not stand.” 

“In liic world to come. Hut in this world it sliall stand 
and eoiiqncr, even worse and worse, until tlKM-iid, These 
are the last days spoken of by the*|)rophcts, the beginning 
of woGB such lift never have been on the earth Ijcforo—' On 
earth diatress of nations with perplexity, men's Ivcarts fail¬ 
ing them for fear, and for tlie droatl of tho«o things which 
are coming on tho earth/ I have seen it long. Year after 
year I have watched them coming nearer and evor nearer hi 
their conrsc, like tJio whirling sand-storms of the desert, 
which sweep past tho caravan, and past again, an4 yet 
overwhelm it after all—that black flood of tho northern 
barbarians. I foretold it; I prayed against it; hut, like 
Caseandra'a of old, my prophecy and my prayers w£3re alike 
unheard. My pupil spumed my warnings. The lusts of 
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yonthf the intrignes of courtieie^ were stronger the 
warning voice of Ood ; then I ceased to hope ; I ceaaed to 
pray for the glorions city^, for I knew that her seateoce was 
gone forth } I saw her in the spirit, even as St. John saw 
]ier in the Bevelations ; her, and her sins, and her min- 
And I Aed secretly at night, and buried myself here in the 
desert, to await the end of the world. Kight and day I 
pray the Lord to accomplish Kia elect, to hasten Kis 
kingdom. Morning by morning I look up trembling, and 
yot in liopo, for the sign of the Son of man in h^ven, when 
the sun shall be turned into darknoss, and the moon into 
blood, and the stare sliall fait from heaven, and the skies 
pass away like a scroll, and the fountains of the nether tire 
burst up around onr feet, and the end of all shall come. 
And tlioii woiildst go into tho world from which 1 fled ?” 

** If the harvest lie at hand, tho Lord needs laborers* If 
tho tirnos l>e awful, I sliould ho doing awful things in thorn. 
Send mo, and lot that day find me, where I long to be, in 
the forefiMuii of the battle of the LonL” 

Tiontra voice be obeyed ! Thou shalf go. Here 
ate letters to (lyi'il the patriarch. He will love thee for toy 
sake : and for thine own sake, too, I trust. Thou goest of 
our free will as well as thine own. The abbot and I have 
watchefl thco long, knowing that the Ijord had need of such 
08 thee elsewhere. Wo did but prove thee, to see by thy 
readiJiefN to obey, whether thou wort fit to mle. Go, and 
God be with thee* CV>vet no man's gold or silver. Neither 
oat flesh nor drink uiite, hut Uvo as thou hast lived—a 
Nu^arito of tho Lord. I^'^oar not the hwe of man ; but look 
not on the f:u^o of woiniui. In an ovil hour came they 
into the world, tho mothers of all misoliiefs which 1 have 
seen under tlie sun. Come ; the abbot waits for us at the 
gate/' 

With tears of Burprise, joy, sorrow, almost of dread, 
Philemon hung bock. 

‘^'"Nay—coino. Why should at thou break thy brethren's 
hearts and ouna by m%ny leavotakings I Pring from the 
storohouse a wcek^s provision of dried dates and millet* 
The papyrus boat lies at the ferry j thon shaJt descend in 
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it. The Lord will repine it for na when, we need it. 
Speak with no man on the river except the moukB of God. 
When thou huet gone fire cl aye’ journey downward^ aek for 
the month of the canal of Alexandria, Once in the city, 
any monk will guide tbeo to the urolibiahop. Send ugnews 
of thy welfare by some holy mouth* Come*” 

Silently they paced together down the glen to the lonely 
beach of the great atroam. Painho woa there already, hie 
wliite hair glitfcoring in the rising moon, as with slow and 
feeble arms he launched the light canoe. Philommon flnng 
himself at the old men’s fe^, and begought, with many 
tears, their forgivonoss and their blessing* 

''We have nothing to forgive. Follow thou thiho in¬ 
ward call. If it be of the fiosh» it will avenge itself; if it 
be of the Spirit, who are we that wo should fight against 
God ? Farewell." 

A few minntes more, and the youth and liis canoe were 
leseening down tlie rapid stream in the golden summer twi¬ 
light, Again a minvite, and the swift southern night had 
fallen, and all was dark but the cold glare of the moon on 
the river, and on the rock-faces, and on the two old men, 
as they knelt upon the heach, and wUli their heads upon 
each other’s shoulders, like two children, sobbed and prayed 
together for the loat darling of their ago. 
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Ik tlie upper story of ^ house in tho Museum Street ot 
Alexaudriii^ built and fitted np on the old Athenian model, 
was a atnall room. It had been chosen by its occupant, not 
merely on account of its quiet; for though it was tolerably 
out of hearing of the femalo slaves who worked, and chat¬ 
tered, and qiiarrelled under the dolsterB of the women^s 
court on the south side, yet it was exposed to the rattle of 
carrii^GS and the Woes of passengers in tho fashionable 
street below, and to strange bursts of roaring, squealing, 
and trumpotiTig from tlm Menagerie, a shorh way off, on 
tho op|jcfiito side of tho etfcct* TJie attraction of tho sitiia^ 
tion lay, perhaps, in the view wliicli it comraandetl over tho 
wall of tho Museum guidons, of flower-beda, shrubberies, 
fountains, statues, walks, and alcoves, which Imd echoed 
for nearly seven hundred years to the wisdom of the Alex¬ 
andrian Bziges and poets. School after school, they had all 
walked, and taught, and sung there, beneath tho spreading 
planes and chestnuts, 11 und palm-trees. Tlio place seemed 
fragrant with all the riches of Qrook thought and song, 
since tho days when Ptolemy Philadelphus walked there 
with Euclid and Theocritus, Callimachus and Lyoophron, 

On the left of tlie garden atretched the lofty eastern front 
of tho Museum itself, with its picture galleries, holla of stat^ 
uary, dirung-haHs, and. lecture-rooms ; one huge wing con- 
taiiAig that famous library, founded by the father of Phila- 
delphus, which held in tho time of Sonoca, even after the 
destruction of a great ^ort of it in Cffisar's siogo, four hmi* 
died thouBond manttBcriptfl. There it towered np, the won- 



TH3 DTIwa WORLD. 


15 


dfir of the woTid ; ita white roof bright ugainst the rainless 
blue; and beyond it, among the ridges iuid pedimenta of 
noble buildings, a broad glimpae of tJie bright blue sea. 

The room was Htted np in the purest (Irt^ek style, not 
without on aifeetation of arehaianij in tiie severe forma and 
subdued half-tints of the frescoes whieli oxnaniented tlie 
walls with scenes from the old myths of Athene. Yet the , 
general effect, even under the blaaing sun wliicli poured In 
through the mosquito nets of the courtyard windows, was 
one of exquisite coolnoBS, iind (desudincas, and repose, l^he 
room had neither carpet nor fireplace ; and the only mo^Ti- 
bles in it were a sofn^bed, a liable, and an arm-chair, all of 
euch delicate aiid graceful forms, as may bo seen on ancient 
vases of afar earlier period than that whereof we write. liii t, 
most probably, had any of us entered that room that tiioni- 
ing, wo shonM not have been uhle to spare a look either for 
the fumituro, or tlio general eifeefc, or tlie Museum gardens, 
or tlm sparkling Moditerrtniean beyond ; but weshouhl have 
agreed tliat the ror>m was quite rich enough for hummieycft, 
for the sakj^of one treasure which it possessed, and, beside 
which, nothing was worth a momont^s glance. For in tlie 
liglit arm-chair, retkJing a manuscript which lay on tlie 
table, sat a woman, of some tfvo-and-lwcnty yeafB, evidently 
the tutelary goddess of that little sliriiic, drcsscii in perfect 
keeping with the arehaism of ilio cliatnber, in a simple old 
snow-white Ionic robe, ftilling to the feet and reach ing to 
the throat, and of tliat peculiarly aoveru and grtu^^ul fush- 
ion in whicli the upper part of 0ie drwiB falls downwanl 
again from the neck to the waist in a sort of capo, entirely 
hiding tl^o outline of the bust, while it leaves the arms and 
the point of the Blicruldcrs l>are. Her dresa was entirely 
without ornament, except tho two narrow puqdc stripes 
down the front, which marked her ntnk as a lionian eitixen, 
the gold embroidered shoes upon her feet, and tho gold iict, 
which loopcMi bock, from her forehead to her neck, hair tfie 
color and gloss of which were hardly distinguishable from 
that of tho metal itself, such as Athene herself might liavc 
envied for tint, and mass, and ripple. Iler features, arms, 
and hands were of the severest and grandest type of old 
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Greek Ikeoatyj at once showing ereiywhere the high derelop* 
ment of the bonee^ and coTeiingthem with that Tonnd, 
ripe outline^ and waxy morbidezza of akiii^ which the old 
Greeks owed to their continual nao not only of the hath and 
muflcnlar exercise, but also of doily nnguen^i There might 
have aeemed to ns too much aaduesfl in that clear gray eye; 
too much Belf-consciouB restraint in those sharp curved lips ; 
too muoh affectation in tlie studied severity of her posture 
as she read, copied^ as it seemed, from some old tbso of bas- 
relief. But the glorious grace and beauty of every line 
of face and figure would have excused, even hidden those 
defects, and wo should have only recognized the marked 
resemblance to the ideal per traits of Athene which adorned 
every panel of the walls. 

She has lif tefl her eyes off her manuscript; si jo is looking 
out with kindling countenance over tlio gardens of the 
Musenm ; her ripe citrling Greek lips, such os we never see 
now, even, among our own wives and sisters, open. She is 
talking to herself. JJsh^n ! 

“Yes, Tho statues there are hrokcii. The Ifbrarios are 
plundered. The alcoves aro silent* The ontedoa arc dumb. 
And yet—who says that tlie old faith of licrocs and sages ia 
dead ? The beautiful can never die. If the gods Lave 
deserted their oracles, they have not deserted the souk who 
aspire to them. If they have coused to guide imtions, they 
have not coased to speak to their own elect. If they have 
east off the vulgar herd, they have not cast off Hypatia. 

“ Ay. To believe in the old crouds, while cveiy one else 
ia drijpping away from them. . , , To believe in spite of 
disappointments. . . • To hope against hope, , , , To 
show oneself superior to the herd, by seeing boundless depths 
of living glory in myths which have become dark and dead 
to them. ... To struggle to the last against the new and 
vulgar superstitions of a rotting age, for the Isith of my 
forefathers, for the old gods, the old heroes, the old sages 
who gauged the mystepics of heaven and earth—and per¬ 
haps to conquer—at leaatto have my reward ! To be wel¬ 
comed into the celestial ranks of the heroic—to rise to the 
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{tnmoTtal godfi^ to the me&blo powers^ onward, upward 
evor, through ages and through eternities, till 1 find my 
home at last, and vanish in the glory of the Nameless and 
the Abeoluto One I . • 

And her whole face flashed out into wild glory, and then 
sank again suddenly into a shudder of something like fear 
and disgust, as she saw, watching her from under the wall 
of the gardens opposite, a crooked, withered Jewish crone, 
dressed out in the most gorgeous and fantastic style of bar¬ 
baric finery. 

** Why does that old hag haunt me ? T see her every¬ 
where—till the last month at least—and here she is again ! 
I will ask the prefect to And out who she is* and get rid of 
her, before she fascinates mo with that evil eye. Thank 
the gods, thoro she moves away I Foolish J—foolish of me, 
a philosopher* I, to heliovo, against tlio authority of Tor- 
p]\yry himficlf, too, in evil eyes and magic ! But there is 
my father, pacing up and down in the libniiy/' 

As sho spoke, the old man entered fn>m the next room* 
He uTus a (^'cck, also, but of a more common, and, perhaps, 
lower typo ; dark and fiery, thir* and graceful ; hia delicate 
figure and cheeks, wasted by meditation, harmonised well 
witli the staid and simple philosophic cloak wliich he wore 
as a sign of his profession* Ho paced impatiently up and 
down tlie chamber, while his keen, glittcriiLg eyes and rest¬ 
less gestnres betokene<l intense inward thought. • • • 

. • , *^^1 have it. . , , No; again it eacttpca—it contra¬ 
dicts itself, Kiserable man that Vam I If tliere is faith in 
Pythagoms, the symbol should bo an expanding series of the 
powers of three ; and yet that accursM binary factor will 
introduce itself. Bid not you work the sum out once, 
Hypatia P” 

!5it down, m.y dear father, and eat- You have tasted 
no food yet this day." 

** What do I care for food ! The inexpresBiblo imist b<t 
expressed, the work must be done if it cost me the squaring 
of the circle. Itow can he, whose sphere lies above the stars, 
stoop every moment to earth ? " • 

"Ay," she answered, lialf bitterly, ** and would that we 
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could live without lood, ftiid imitute perfectly the immortil 
gods. But while we are in this priBon-houae of matter, we 
must wear onr chain ; even wear it gracefuUy, if we have 
tlie good taste ; and make tho base neceaaities of this body 
of flluune aymbolic o£ the divine food of the reason* There 
is frait, witli lentils and rice, waiting for yon in the next 
room } and bread, uiiles» you despieu it too much," 

Tile food of slaves !" ho answered. Well, I will eat, 
and be ashamed of eating. Stay, did 1 tell you f Six new 
pupils ill the mathcimatieol school this morning. It grows I 
It spretMls ! We shall conquer yet 1 ** 

She sighed* " How do yon know that they have not 
come to you, as Orititia and Alcibiades did to Socrates, to 
Icani a merely political and mundane virtue ? Strange I 
that men slioixld be content to grovel, and be men, when 
they might Trac to the rank of gods ! Ah, my father I 
That is my hi tier eat grief ; to sec those who have been pro* 
tending in tho morning lecture-room to worship every word 
of mine os ;ui orjiclo, lounging iti tho uftenmon round Pe¬ 
lagia’s littci'; and then at nfglit-—for I know tlia** they^do it 
—-llio dice iUuL the wdne, and worao. That Pallas heraolf 
should be <‘f>nfjuorod overy day hy Venna Piuidenios I That 
Pelagia hIiouUI liavo more power than I! Not that such a 
creature m that disturbs mo ; no created thbig, I hope, can 
move my equanimity ; but if I could stoop to bate—I slionld 
hate her—liato her*” 

And her voice took a tone which ma*lo it somewhat un¬ 
certain whether, in spiteV^f all the lofty impassibility which 
Bho felt hound to possess, bho did not hate Pelagia with a 
most human and muiidano hatnnl. 

But at tliat moment the ^-ouvcrsatioti was cut short by the 
hasty eutranoe of a slave-girl, who, with fluttering voice, 
announced— 

** nia excellency, madam, the prefect I His chariot has 
been At the gate for these five minutes, and he is now com¬ 
ing upstairs." 

** Foolish child 1" ai^wered Ilypatia, with some affecta¬ 
tion of indifference. And why should that disturb me ? 
Let him cuter," 
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The door opened^ and in came* preceded by tho aecnt of 
half-a^ozen different pcrfumee^ a florid, delicate-feature^t 
man, gorgeously dressed out inaenatoriul costume, his Ungers 
and neck covered with Jewels, 

*^Tho reprefientativo of the Csesars honors himself by 
offering at tho shrine of Athene Polios, and rejoices to eee 
in her priesteas aa lovely a likeness as ovor of the goddess 
whom she serves. , . . Don't betray me, but I really can¬ 
not help talking sheer Paganism whenever I find myself 
within ttiB influence of your eyes.’* 

Truth is mighty,” said I^^pntia, as she rose to greet him 
witli a smile and a reverence. 

^'Ah, so they say—Your excellent father has vanished. 
Ho is really too mod cat—hones t, thougli—about his inca¬ 
pacity for state secrets. After all, you know it was your 
Minervaship which I camo to cotisuTL Kow has this tur¬ 
bulent Alexandrian raseuldom been behaving iUelf in my 
absence ? ” 

** Tho herd lias been eating, and drinking, and mariiying, 
as usual, T believe,” atisw'crLsl Hypatia, in a langnid lone. 

*^And Tnultiplyiiig, 1 d<>n*t doul>t. Well, there will be 
less loss to the empire if I have to crucify a dozen or two, 
as I positively will, the next riot. It ibi really a great com* 
fort to a statesman that the imisses are so well aware that 
they deserve hanging, anti tJiei'ofore wi careful to prevent 
any danger of public justice dejiopulatiiig the provinoo- 
But how go on the schools ?” 

Hypatia shook her head sadly, 

*'Ah, boys will bo boys, , , , I plead guilty myself. 
Video meliora proboque, deteriora sequor, You must not bo 
hard on us. . * . Whether we obey you or not in private 
life, we do in public ^ and if we enthrone you queen of 
Alexandria, you must allow your courtiers and body-guarda 
a few court liocnces* ifow don't sigh, or 1 shall bo incon- 
Boluble, At all events, your worst rival has betaken htrself 
to the wilderness, and gone to look for the city of tho gods 
above the cataracts.” . * 

Whom do you mean ? ” aske^ Hypatia, in a tone moet 
nnphilosophicallj eager. 
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Pelagia, of course. I met tliat prettiest and nanghtiesi 
of humanities liaEf-way between here and Thebes, trone^ 
formed into a perfect Andromache of chaste affection," 

** And to whom, pmy ? " 

To a certain Gothic giant* What men those barbarians 
do breed I I was afraid of being oruahed under the ele* 
phant’s foot at every step I toot with him !" 

“Whatl" asked Hypatia, “did your excellency con¬ 
descend to convorHO with such savages ? " y 

“ To toll you the truth, he had some forty stout count 17 - 
men of his with him, who might have been troubl^mo to 
a perplexed prefect; not to mention that it is always as 
well to keep on good terras with these Goths* Really, after 
the sack of Bomo, and Athens cleaned out liko a bechiye 
by waspa, things begin to look serious. And as for the 
groat brute himself, he has rank enough in hia way,— 
boaets of his descent from some cannibal god or other,— 
really hardly deigned to speak to a paltry Roman governor, 
till his hiitMul and adoring bride interceded for raei. Still, 
the ■ follow understood good living, and wo celebrated our 
new treaty of frieudsliip with noble libations—but I must 
not talk about that to you. However, I got rid of them ; 
quoted all the geographical lies 1 had over heard, and a 
great many more ; ([uiekened their appetite for their foors 
errand notably, and started them off again. So now the 
star of Venus is set, and that of Pallas in the ascendant. 
Wherefore tell me—what am I to do with Saint Piiebrand ? " 
“ Cyril ? ” 

“ CyrU." 

“ Justice." 

Ah, Fairest Wisdom, don't mention that horrid word 
out of the lecture-room. In theory it is aH very well; but 
in poor imperfect earthly practice, a governor must be con¬ 
tent with doing very much what cornea to hand. In abstract 
jnotitt, now, I ought to nail up Cyril, deacons, district 
visitors, and all, in a row, on the sand-hills outside* That 
is admplQ enough; but,iJil^o a great many simple and ei:< 
ceUent things, impossible;" 

“ You fear the people ?" 
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my deaf lady, ^d lias not the Tillainoua dema¬ 
gogue got the whole mob on his Bide ? Am 1 to lm\e the 
Gonstontiiiopte riots re-en^ted here F I really cannot 
it; 1 haye not nerre for it ; perhaps I am too lazy. Be it so.” 

Hypatia Bighod, " Ah, that your excellency but saw the 
great duel which depends on you alone I Do not fancy that 

the battle is merely between Paganism and Christianity-” 

TVliy, if it were, you know, I, as a Christian, under a 
Christian and sainted emperor, not to mention his august 
sister- 

'*'We nndorstand,” interrupted she, with an impatient 
wavo of her beautiful hunjl ‘^Not even between them; 
not even between philosophy and l>urbariaiiism« ^ The 
struggle is simply one between the ariatocracy and the 
mob,—betwixm wealth, rafinement, art, learning, all that 
makes a nation great, and the savage herd of eliild-breeders 
below, tlie many ignoble, who were meant to labor for tlie 
noble feWn. Shall tlie lltiman emf>ire command or oboy lier 
own slaves ? is the question which you and Cyril have to 
battle out ;,and the fight must be intemocine. ” 

should not wonder if it became so* really,” answered 
tho prefect, witli a shrug of his sboulders, “ I expect every 
time I ride, to have my bruins knocked out by some mad 
monk.” 

** Why not ? In an ago when, as lias been well and often 
said, emperors and conaulars crawl to the tombs of a tent- 
maker and a llsbermau, and kiss tho mouldy bones of the 
vilest sluvcfl ? Why not, amoiiji^ a people whose God is 
tho cmcifled aoti of a carpenter ? Wiiy should leaniiiig, 
authority, antiquity, birtli, rank, tho system of empire 
which has been growing up, fed by tlie accumulated wisdom 
of ages,-^why, I say, should any of tliese things protect 
yonr life a moment from the fury of any beggar who bdievea 
that the Son of God died for him as much os for you, ami 
that he is your equal, if not your superior in the ai|^t of 
his low-bom and illiterate deity ! ” • 

** My most eloquent philosopher,*this may be—and per- 

* TheB« are the argumentfi and the language which were romninnlf 
etDpioyed by Poiphjry, JullaUt aod the other oppODents of Christiaoltj; 
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hiipB is—all very true. I qtiito agree that there are yery 
IfTcat praetiisal inoonvenienceH of tliia kind in the tiew'—I 
mean the Clatholic faith ; hut the world is fall of iiiconTon^ 
leaeoB* The wise miui does not qoiLrrel with hia creed for 
being disagreoahloj iiny more than lie does with his Bnger 
forjiching: ho cannot liolp itj and nmet make tho best of 
a hud.Tnafctef, Only tell mo how keep the peace.'* 

‘‘ And let plnloflophy bo destroyed f ” 

That it never w ill bo, aa long us Ilypatia lives to illnmi- 
nate the earth ; and, m far us I am concernwi, T promifle 
yon a clour stage and—a great deal of favor ; as is proved 
by my visiting you publicly at this moment, before I have 
given aiulicnrn to one of the four hundred borcsi great and 
sinull, who are waiting in the tribunal to torment mo. Do 
help mo and lulvw me. Wluit am I to do ?" 

I have told you/* 

*^Ah, yest tis to general prlucipleis. ISnt ont of the 
Iccttirormun 1 ]>reftT a priiOtieaJ c^pcdieiit : ftjr instance^ 
(ryril writes to iiie hero—plague on him ! be would not let 
iiiotjvcn have a wooK^s liinitiiig in po;ico—Uialf' tliere ia a 
plot on tho jmi't of tho-Jews to murder all the Christiaiia- 
Ilere ia the prcnimiw doi'urnoiit,—ih> look at it, in pity, Kor 
an gilt T know t>r care, tlie plot rnay he an *\TEa<dly opposite 
one, and the diristiaiis intend to iiiunler all Uie Jews. 
Hut I inurtt take sumo notice of the letter.** 

[ do not SCO that, your cx^^tdlcncy.** 

** Wltj, if any tiling did hax'ptm, after tdl, ^wnceive the 
misBiveri wliicli would ltd fwnt Jiving oJT to Coiistantinoplo 
agmiist mo ! ** 

Let them go. If yon are aecnre in the cjonscioneness of 
innocence, wiiut matter ?** 

(Jon8t!jouam*aa of innocence ? I shall lose my pre¬ 
fecture ! ** 

Your danger would he just m groat if yon took notice 
of IL* Whatever Impponed, you would bo aeoused of favor¬ 
ing tho Jews." 

And really there might he some trutli in the accusation. 
How the (inancca of the plfoviuccB would go on without their 
kind assistauco, £ daro not think. If those Chrutiana would 
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but lend me their money^ instead of buildingulmahoiihea and 
hospitala with itj they might bnrn the Jews* quarter to- 
Toorrow, for aught J aire. Hut now . . 

" But now, you must altsoliitely tiikp no notice of this 
letter^ The very tone of it forhids you, for yinir own honor, 
and the honor of tlie empire. Arc you to trout with ii nuin 
who talks of the msLSHOS at Alexandria “ the Hock wliom 
the King of kings luis ciomniittud to hia rule aiitl oaro ? 
Does your exoellcncy, or this proud bishop, govern Alex¬ 
andria ? ” 

Jtoally, my dear lady, T have given up inquiring/' 
**Bnt lie hits JioL lie euflu‘« Ui you a person ikjshcbs- 
ing an absolute authority over two-thirils of tfiu juipiiliLtiun, 
which lie does not scruple tt> hint hj you is derived from a 
higher Roureo tiliau your own, TIjc eotisequmeii is clmr. 
Jf it be from a higher source than yours, of coiimt it ought 
to control yonra ; iuid yrni will i^onfoss that it ought to 
control it^you will iu:knowlodgo the root aud ground of 
every extravagant claim which ho makes, if you deign to 
reiily.” , 

“But I iniittt say fionietbing, fU" I h hall ho pelkul (u the 
atreeta. You philtnaophors, however raised Jil>i>vo jour own 
1 >o<1lcs you niivy he, Jiiust really not forget tliat ’^vo poor 
worldlings Iiavu lumes to Imj broken," 

Then t^ll him, and by word of mouth merely, tliat os 
tlio information which ho sends you conies from bis private 
knowledge, and coricenis not hini im bishop, hut y^ni us 
mji^iatrato, you cuti only take It into cconsideratioii wlien ho 
addresses you as a private person, laying a regular informa¬ 
tion at your tribunal,” 

“ Charming 1 queen of diplomutistg as well os philoflo- 
phera I I go to obey you. Ah ! why were you not Pul- 
cheria? No, for then Alexandria hod boini dfiik, and 
Orestes miss<xl the anpreme happiness of kissing a band 
which Pallas, when she mitde you, must have borrowed from 
the workshop of Aplirodito," 

“ Kccollect that you are a Chri^aii," answered Hypatia^ 
half smiling, *• 

So the prefect deparle^l ; and passing through the outd 
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hallj which was already crowded with Hypatia's aristocratia 
pupils and Tisitors^ bowed liis way out past them, and re¬ 
gained his chariot, ohuakling over the rebuff whioK he in¬ 
tended to administer to Cyril, and comforting himself with 
the only text of Scripture of Uio inspiration of which he 
was thoroughly convinced—SuMciont for the day is the 
evil thereof," 

At the door was a crowd of chariotB, Blares with their 
masters' pura^^ls, and the rabble of onlooking hoys and 
morket^folk, os iietial in Alexandria then> m in all great 
cities since, who wero staring at tho prefect, and having 
their heads rappe^l by liis giiq^ls, and wondering what sort 
of glorious personage Hypatia might be, uud what sort of 
glorious house slie must live in, to ho fit company for the 
great governor of Aluxondrio, Kot that tlicro was not many 
a sulky and lowering face among the mob, for tho great 
majority of them were Christian a, and very seditious and 
turbulent politicians, os Alexandrians, “ men of Macedonia," 
were bound to be ; and thei-o wns many a grtimbl© among 
them, all but audible, at the prefect's going in sfate to the 
heathen woman's hmiso—lieafcbmi son^orese, some pious old 
woman culled her—Wfore ho lieord any p(x>r sours petition 
in tho tribunal, or even sahl his prayers in church. 

Just as he was steppitig into his curricle, a tail young 
man, as gorgeously bedizenoxi os liimself, lounged down the 
steps after iiim, and beckoned lazily to the black boy who 
carried his parasok 

*'Ah, Raphael Aben-^zra! my excellent friend, what 
propitioTia deity—ahem I martyr—brings yfiu to Alexandria 
just os I wont you ? Get ux> by my side, and let us have a 
chat on our way to the tribunal." 

The man addressed oamo slowly forward with an oetenta- 
tionaly low salutation, which could not hide, and indeed was 
not in tended to hide, the contomptoous and lazy expression 
of h i^aeo I and asked in a drawling tone— 

“And for what kind purpose does the representative ol 
the Cfeaars bestow auc)\an honor on the humblest of his, 
etc., etc,,—your penetration will supply the rest." 

“"Don't be frightened ; I bju not going to borrow money 
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of 700,^ BUBWerod Orestes^ langhingly, oa ihje Jew got into 
the oiirrkle* 

** I am glad to hear it. Really one naurer in a family la 
enough. Afy father made the geld^ and if I spend it| I 
consider that 1 do aU that is required of a philoeopher,*' 

** A charming team of wliitc Nise^ans;^ is not this ? And 
only one gray foot among all the four.^’ 

" Tes i * horses are a bore, I begin to findj like every¬ 
thing else* Always falling sick, or running away^ or break¬ 
ing one’s peace of mind in some way or other. Besides, I 
have been pestered out of my life there in Oyrene, by com¬ 
missions for dogs and horses *aiLd hows from that old Epis¬ 
copal Nimrod, Syneaius." 

What, is the worthy man as lively as ever ? ” 

'' Lively P He nearly drove me into a nervous fever in 
throe days. Tip at four in the monnng, always in the most 
disgustingly good health and Rpirite, farming, ^onrsing, 
shooting, riding over hedge and ditch after rascally black 
robbers ; proJ«jhi7ig, intriguing, iMjrrowiiig money | baptlos¬ 
ing and excommunicating; bullyingthat bully, Andronicus ; 
comforting old women, and giving pretty girls dowries ; 
scribbling ono half-hour on philosopliy, and the next on 
farriery; sitting up all night writing liynuia and drinking 
strong liquorH ; olT again on horseback at four the next 
morning; aiifl talking by the Lour all tlie while about phil¬ 
osophic abstraction from the mundane tempest. Heaven 
defend mo from all two-legged whirlwinds ! By the bye, 
there wa^ a fair daughter of my nfttion came back to Alex¬ 
andria in the same sliip with me, with a cargo tliat may suit 
your highness/’ 

“ There are a great many fair datighters of your nation 
who might suit me, without any cargo at all.” 

Ah, they have had good practice, the littlo fools, ever 
since the days of Jeroboam the eon of Nehat, But I mean 
old Miriam—yon know.. She has been lending Syn^ius 
money to light the black fellows with; and really it was 
high time. They had burnt every homeetoad for miles 
through the province. But the daring old girl must do a 
little buBinesB for herself; so she went oR, in the teeth of 
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tlie barbarians, rigM away to the Atlas, bought all their 
lady prisoners, and some of thoir own sons and daughters, 
too, of them, for beads and old iron ; and has come back 
with m pretty a cargo of Lybian l>oauties h& a prefect of 
good taste could wish to have the first choice ol You may 
thank mo for tiiat privilege*" 

After, of course, you liad suited yourself, my cunning 
Raphael ? " 

*' Kot I. Women are boros, as Solomon found ont long 
Did I never tell you F I begun, as ho did, with the 
most select harem in Alexandria. Rut they quarrelled so, 
that one day 1 went out, arid ^Id them all but one, who was 
a Jowt'ss-—00 there were objectiona on the part of the Rabbis. 
Then I trieil ono, as Solomon did ; but niy 'gsii*den shut 
up/ and my ^scaled fountaiu' wautcif me to lie always in 
lore with her, so I went to tlm lawyers, allowotl her a com¬ 
fortable maintenance, and now I am as free as a monk, and 
shall be happy to give your extioHoney the benefit of any 
good taste or experience wliich I may poHSesB." 

'^Thanks, worthy Jew, AVe aro not yet exalted as 
yourself, and will aeiid for the old Erictlio this very after¬ 
noon. Now listen u moment to base, earthly, and polltical 
business. Cyril hua written to me, to suy that you Jews 
Imve plotted to murder alj the Cliristiaus." 

'' Well-^wby not ? 1 most Jieartily wisli it wore true, and 

think, on the whole, that it very probably is so." 

By the immortal—saints, man 1 you are not serioua ?" 
The four orehangel^forbid ! It is no c^mceru of mine* 
All I say is, that my people are great fools, like the rest of the 
world ; and have, for anght 1 know or care, some bucIi in¬ 
tention. They won^t succeod, of conrao ; and tliat is all you 
have to care for. But if you think it worth the trouble— 
which 1 do not—I shall have to go to theaynagogno on busi¬ 
ness in a week or so, and then I would ask some of the 
Eabliie." 

'' Iciest of men !—and I must answer Cyril this very day.” 
An additional resu^i ff>r asking no queetions of our peo¬ 
ple. Now you can honestly say that you know nothing 
about the matter,"" 
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** Well, after aJl, ignomnce is a stronghold for poor states* 
men. So you need not hurry yourself." 

“ I BHBure your eicelloncy I will not*" 

Ten days honee> or bo, you know." 

Exactly, after it is all over.” 

And can^t be helped. What a comfort it is, now and 
then, that Can^t bo helped !" 

It is the root and marrow of all philosophy. Your prac¬ 
tical man, poor wretch, will try to help this and that, and 
torment his soal with ways and means, and preventires and 
forcstallmgs; your philosopher quietly Bays—It can't ho 
helped. If it ought to be, it ^^ill be : if it is, it ought to he. 
Wo did not mako the world, and wc arc not reflivonsible for 
it.—There ia tlm sum and snlmtaiiec of all true wisdom, and 
the epitome of all that has Wn said and written thereon 
from Philo the ,Tew to Tlypatia the Gentile. By the-way, 
here’s Cyril coming down the fiteps of the Oa^Bareurn, A 
very li^ndsome fellow, afl^r all, though lie is looking as 
sulky as a bear.” 

With hjfl fmbs at lua huels. Wliiit a soomidrelly visage 
that toll fellow—ileacou, or reiwlor, or whatever lie is by hia 
dress—has !" 

“ There tJiey are—whispering togetlinr. Heaven give 
them pleasant thoughts and pleasanter fac(»B ! ” 

“Amen !” quoth Oniatea, with a sneer ; and he would 
have snid Amen in good ennieut, liatl he been able to take 
t)io lilierty—which wo shall—iuid liptoii to Gyril’s answer to 
Peter, the tall reader. * 

From Hypatia's, you say ? Why, lie only returned to 
the city this morning,” 

I Raw his four-in-hand slaTiding at her door, as I came 
down the Museum Street hither, ImJf-Hm-hour ago.” 

'^Aud twenty carriages besides, I don't doubt 
'' The street was blocked up with them. There I Look 
round the oonior now,—Chariote, Jitters, slaves, and io])ft. 
—When shall we seo such a conoourso m that where it ought 
to be ? ” , 

Cyril made no amwer; and Peter wont cni —** Where it 
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ought to he, my father—in front of your door at the Sera< 
peium ?^' 

** The world, the flesh, and the devO know their 0W14 
Peter : and as long as they have their own to go to, we 
cannot expect them to come to na^” 

But what if their own were taken out of the way ? 

** They might come to us for want of better amueement 
* * • devil and all* Well—^if 1 could get a fair hold of the 
two flret, I would take the third into the bargain, and see 
what could be done with him. But never, while these 
lecture^rooms last—these Egyptian (jhambora of imagery— 
these theatres of Satan, wliore the devil trunsforms himself 
into an angel of liglit, and apes Chrifitian virtue, and bediz¬ 
ens his ministcTH like miniatera of righteousnoas^, ns long as 
that lecture-room stands, and the great and the powerful 
flock to it, to learn oxcuaes for their own tyrannies and 
atheisms, so long will the kingdom of God be trampled 
under foot in Alexandria j so long will the princes,of tliis 
world, with their gladiators, and parasites, and money¬ 
lenders, be musters hei'c, and not the bishopa u|id priests of 
the living GoiL" 

It was now Peter’s turn to be silent j and as the two, with 
their little knot of districtr-visitora behind tlicm, walked 
moodily along the great esplanade which overlooked the 
harbor, and then vanish suddenly up some dingy alley into 
the crowded miseiy of the sailors’ quarter, we will leave 
them to go about their errand of mercy, and, like fashion¬ 
able people, keep to the ^imd parade, and listen again to our 
two fusil ion able friends in the carvotl and gilded curricle 
with four white blood-horses. 

A line sparkling bro'^ze outside the Pharos, Baphael—^ 
fair for the wheat-ships too." 

** Are they gone yet ? " 

YcS“-why P I sent the first fleet oH three days ago; 
anddihe rest are clearing outwards to-day.” 

'' Oh—ah—BO!—Then you have not heard from Hera- 
dian P ” i , 

“ Heracllan ? What the—blessed flointa has tha Count 
of Africa to do with my wheat-ships ? ” 
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''Oh# EO&mg« Jt^s DO bufiinesfi of mine. Only be U 
going to rebel. . . . But here we are at your door." 

“ To what ?” asked breatea, in a horrified tone* 

** To rebel, and attack Rome." 

Good god*j—Ootf, I mean, A fresh bore ! Come in, 
and tell a poor miaerablo slave of a govcsmor—speak low, 
for Heaven's sake hope those rascally grooms haven't 
overheard you.'' 

Easy to throw them into tho canal, if they have," quoth 
Raphael, as ho walked coolly through hall and corridor after 
the perturbed governor. 

Poor Orestes never stopped fill he reached a little chamber 
of the inner court, beckoned tho Jew in after him, lodced 
tho door, threw himself into an arm-chair, put his hands 
on his knees, and sat, ben ding forward, staring into Raphael's 
face with a ludicrous terror and perplexity. 

“ Tell me all about it* Tell me this instant." 

" 1 have told you all I know,'' quoth Raphael, quietly 
seating himself on a sofa, and playing with a jewelled 
dagger. “ I thought, of course, that you were in the secret, 
or I sjiould have said notliuig. It’s no husinees of mine, 
you know." 

Orestes, like most weak and luxurious men, Romans 
especially, liod a wild-beast vem in him—and ifc burst forth* 

" Hell and tho furies ! You insolent provincial slave— 
yon will carry these liberties of yours too far Do you 
know who 1 am, you accursed Jew ? Tell mo tho whole 
truth, or, hy the head of tho cmpS'or, ITL twist it out of 
you with red-hot pincers !" 

Eaphaol's countenance assumed a dogged expression, 
which showed that the old Jewish blood still beat true, 
under ^dl its ati^ectod sbull of Neo-Platouist nonehaJunco \ 
and there was a quiet unpleasant earnest in his smile, os he 
answered— 

" Then, my dear governor, you wiU be tho hrst matt on 
earth who over yet forced a Jew to say or do what he did 
not choose." , • 

"We^l see!" yelled Orestes. *''Here, slareel" And 
he clapped his hands loudly* 
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'' Calm yodrself, yoar eiccUpJicy,” quoth Raphael, nfliug. 
** The door ie locked ; the moaquito net is acroaa the win* 
dow ; and this dagger is poisuiioil. If anything huppenfl to 
me, you will oiTend all the Jew money-lendoTS;, and die in 
about throe days in a great deal of pain, having mmsed out 
afisiguation with old Kirhuii, lost your pleasantest compan¬ 
ion, and loft your own finances and those of the prefecture 
in a considorablo state of omliurruegmcnt. How much better 
to sit down, hear all I have to say philoeophically, like a 
true pupil of Hypatia, and not expect a man to teU you 
what ho really does not know," 

Orestes, after looking vainly round tho room for a place 
to escape, had quietly subsided into liis chair again ; and 
by the time that the slaves knocked at the door, he had so 
far recovered his philosophy as to ask, not for the tortuxers, 
but for a page and wine. 

Oh, you Jews ! ” quoth he, trying to laugh of! mutters* 
" Tho same iiicaniato fiends that 'I’ituB found yon ! ^ 

** The very same, my dcjir prefet'rt. Now fur this matter, 
wliich is reaJly importiint—at least to Gentileai^ Ilcracliaii 
will certainly rebel* Syneaius let out aa much to me- Ho 
has fitted out au armament for Ostia, stoppetl his own wheat- 
ships, and is going to write to you to stop ymtnj, and to 
starve out the Rtcrual City, Got! is, senate, emperor, and 
all. Whether you will comply with his reasonable little 
request depends of course on yoiiraolf." 

And tliat again very much on his plana." 

** Of course. You cannot be expected to—wo will euphe-^ 
miEO—iinlctsa it bo maflo worth your while*" 

Orestes sat buried in deep thought 
^^Of course nut," said he at Isist, half unoonBciously, 
And then, in sudden dread of having committed himself, 
he looked up fiercely at the Jew. 

** And how do 1 know that iliis is not some infernal trap 
of jt>ura ? Tell me how you found out all this, or by Her¬ 
cules (he had quite forgotten his Christianity by this time) 

^byHerculea and the* Twelve Gods, ni-" 

** Hon^t use expressioAs unworthy of a philosopher. My 
source of information was very siinplo and very good. He 
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has been negotiating a loan from the Rahbiy at Carthage* 
They were either frightened, or loyal, or both, and hung 
hack. Ue knew—as all wido govemoTH knovr when they 
allow tliemeelves time—that it is no use to bnlly a Jew ; 
and apj[jlicd to me. I neirer lend money—it ie nnphilo&o- 
phicial: but I iiitTodnced him to old Miriam, who dare .do 
business with the devil himself; and by that move, whether 
he hus the money or not, I cannot tell; but this T oan tcH, 
that we have his secret—and so liave you now ; and if you 
want more information, the old wom*tn, who enjoys an 
intrigue us much iis she does Fuloniian, will get it you/’ 
Well, yon are a true friendt after all,” 

Of oourtjo T am. Now, ia not this method of getting at 
the truth much eaaior and pleasanter than setting a couple 
of dirty negroes to pinch and pull me, and so making it a 
point of lionor wiLli me to tell you nothing but lies ? Here 
comes Ganymede with the wimt, just in time to calm your 
nerves, and fill you with tiio sjiirit of divination* . . . 
To the goddess of goofl counsels, ray lord. What wine 
this is!” • 

•"Tnio Syriitn—Are and honey ; fmirt<®n years old next 
vintage, my Raphael. Out, llypocorisma 1 See that ho is 
not listening. The impudent msiuit! I was hnmhugged 
into giving Wo thousanfl gold pieces for him two years ago, 
he wua ho pretty—^they said he was only just rising thirte^ 
—and ]\% has been the plague of my life ever si^cc, and is 
begiiiiiitig to want the barher alreiyly. Kow, wliat is the 
count dreaming of I ” 

Ills wages for killing Stilicho.” 

** Wliat, is it not enough to be Count of Africa ? ” 

'^1 sup^iose he seta ofit against that liis services during tho 
lost tin ce years.” 

Well, lie saved Africa.” 

And thereby Egypt also. And you too, aa well os the 
emperor, may bo considered tis owing him somewhat*” • 

** My good friend, my debts ore far too numeroua for me 
to thhik of paying any of tliom. «BAt whnt wages docs he 
want ? ” ' 

The purple,” 
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OresieB Btartad^ and then tell into thought. Raphael eat 
watching^ him a while* 

** Now, most noble lord, may I depart ? t have aaid all 
1 have to say ; and nnleeH I get home to luncheon at once, I 
fihall hardly have time to find old Miriam for jou^ and get 
through our little aifalr with her before suuBOt/' 

Stay, What force haa he ? 

Forty thoiieaud already, they aay. And those Donatiat 
nifhans are with him to a man, if he can but ecrape together 
wherewith to change tlieir bludgcone into good atod.” 

** Well, go. So, A hundred thousand might do it,” 
Buid he, meditating, as Raphael ho wed himeclf out, lie 
won^t get them. I don't know, though; the man has the 
head of a Julius. Well—that fool Attains talked of joining 
Egypt to the Western Empire, , - , Not such a had thought 
either. Auytliing ia better tlian heing governed by an idiot 
child and three eaiiting nuns, I expect to he excommuni¬ 
cated every day for some offence against Pulcheria's j^rudery. 

, . . Ileraclfan emjioror at Home . . . aiul I lord and mas¬ 
ter on this side tlic sea . . . tho I)onati»ts nitted again 
fairly against tlie ortliodov, to (^ut each other^s throats in 
peace . , - no more of tJynl's spying and tale-beari7ig to 
Comtantinople. , , * Not such a bud dish of fare, . . . But 
then-—it would take bo much trouble I" 

W'lth which words. Urea tea went into his third worm bath 
for that day. 
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For two days tlio young monk hold on, paddling and 
floating rapidly down the tfile-atream, leaving city after 
city to right and loft with longing eyes, and looking hdok 
to one villa after another, till the reachen of the hanks hid 
them from hia sight, with raan^ a yearning to know what 
sort of places tho^ gay buildings and gardens would look 
like on a nearer view, atid what sort of life the thousands 
led who crowded tlie busy qiiayB, and walked and drove, in 
an endless stream, along tlio grwit highroads which ran 
along eithes l>aTik* IIo eai^fiilly avoided every boat that 
passed him, from the gilded barge of tlio wealthy landlord 
or merchant, to the tiny raft buoyed up witli empty jars, 
which was lloatiug down to he sold at some market in the 
Delta^ llci'o and there ho met iiiid hailod a crew of monks, 
drawing their nets in a quiet buy, or pasi^ing along the great 
watery highway from monastery to monaateij : l^ut all the 
news he roceived fi^m thein was, that the canal of Alexati' 
dria was still several daya^ journey below him* It seemed 
endless, that monotonous vista of the two Ingh day bunks, 
with their sluices and water-wheels, their knots of palms 
and date-trees ; endless Bceniod that wearisome succession of 
bars of smid and banks of mud, every one liko the ona be¬ 
fore it, every one dotted witli tlie aomo line of logs and 
stonea strewn along tho water^s edge, which turned out us 
he approached them to be basking crocodiles and sleeping 
pellcanB. His eye, wearied with tlie continual conflnemeut 
and wont of distance, longed for boundless expanse of 
the desert, for the jaggod outliuSs of those lar-ofF hills, 

8 83 
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which he had watched from boyhood rising mysteriously at 
mom out of the eastern sky^ and melting myetoriously into 
it again at even, beyond which dwelt a whole world of won¬ 
ders, elephants and dragons, satyrs and anthropophagi,—^ 
ay, and the phumi a itself^ Tired and inclancholy, hie mind 
returned inward to prey on itself, and the last words of 
Arsenins rose again and again to his thoughts. ''Was hia 
cal) of the spirit or of the Jlesh ? " How should he test that 
problem ? He wisliod to see the world . < . that might be 
carnaip True; but, ho wished to convert the world . . . 
was not that spiritual ? Was he not going on a noble orraud P 
* thirsting for toil, for saintship, for martyrdom itself, 
if it would but come and cut the fiorduui knot of all temp¬ 
tations, and save liiin—for he dimly felt that it would save 
him—a whole sea of trouhio in getting sale and triuiuphant 
out of that world ill to which he had not yet entered < . * and 
his heart shnink back from the untried homeless wilderness 
before him. Uut no ! the die was wist, and ho must down 
and onward, whether in obedience to tlio spirit or the flesh. 
Oh, for one hour of the quiet of that dear Laura and the 
old familiar faces ! 

At lost, a sudden turn of th<^ bank bronglit him in sight 
of a gaudily-painted barge, on board of which armed men, 
in uncouth and foreign drosses, wtfc chasing with barbaric 
shouts some largo object in the water. In the bows stood 
a man of gigantic BhiLUtc, brandishing a harpoon in liis 
right hand, and in Jus loft holding the line of a second, the 
head of which was in the huge purple sides of a hip- 
popotamuH, who foamed and wallowed a few yards down the 
stream. An obi gri2:?led warrior at ilie stem, witii a rudder 
in eitlior hand, kept the boat’shea^l continually towards the 
monster, in spite of its sudden and frantic whcelingB ; and 
when it dashed madly across the stream, some twenty oars 
flashed through tlio water in pursuit. All was activity and 
exejtomcnt; and it was no woudor if Philommon's curiosity 
hod tempted bini to drift down almost abreast of the barge, 
ere he descried, pccpin^g from under a detjomted awning in 
the afterpart, some dozen pair of languishing block eyes, 
turned sdtemately to the game and to himself. The ser* 
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pente !~chatteriTLg arid Bwiling, with pretty little shrieki 
aud shaking of glossy oiirls oad goldnocklaeeSj and fluttering 
uf jnitBlJn. drenscsj within n do:seu yards of him ? Blushing 
fioarlet, he knew not why, he seized liis paddle, and tried to 
baok out of tiie snare • , , but Komehow, his very eSorts to 
cs(‘ape those sparkling eyes diverted hia attention from every-^ 
tiling else : tlie hipiK)j>otsimus hatl caught sight of him, and 
furious with pain, rnshctl straight at the nnoifending canoe ; 
the liarpoon line became ontauglod round his body, and in 
a moment hu and liia frail bark wore overturned, and the 
monster, with his Imgo white tusks gaping wide, closed on 
him as he struggled in the stfeam. 

Luckily Philamnion, contrary to the wont of monks, was 
a bather, anti e\\ am like a water-fowl: fear he hud never 
known : death from childhood had been to him, os to the 
other inmatofl of the rjiuira, a contemplation fa>o perpetual 
to have any paralysaing ternjr in it, even then, when, life 
Bceuied just about to open on him anew. But the monk 
was a iTuin, and a y<mng one, and had no intention of dying 
tamely or niayengud* 1ji an instant lie had freed Iiimself 
from tlio line; drawn the short knife which wfis his only 
weapon ; and diving suddenly, avoidetl the inanster'a rush, 
and attacked him from behind with which, thougli not 
rloep, still dyed the watei'd witii gore at every stroke. The 
barbariani< ahon t ed with del i gh t. The Jii ppoiMitiuniis turned 
furiously against his new assailant, rnishiug, alas ! the 
empty eauoc to fragments with a single snap of hia enor¬ 
mous jaws ; but tbe turn was fataffco him ; the barge wag 
closo upon him, and as lie 2>i'<'serLtod his brood side to the 
blow, the sinewy arm of the giant drove a harpoon through 
jjia heart, and with one cunvulsive shudder the huge blue 
mass turned over on ita aide and floated dead. 

Poor Philammon 1 Ho alone was silent, amid the yells of 
triumph j sorrowfully he swam round and round hia little 
paper wreck * . . it would not have floated a mouse. Viet- 
fully he eyed the distant banks, half minded to strike out 
for them, and eacape, *. * * and thijnglit of the crocodiles, 

. . . and puddled round uguin, ? . . and thought of tlie 
basiliakoyea j ... ho luight escape the crocodilesj but wha 
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could escape women ? . . . and he struck out Taliantly for 
shore , > * when ho was brought to a sudden stop bj find* 
ing the stem of the barge close on liim^ a noose thi-own over 
him by some friendly barbarian, and himseLf hauled on 
boanl, amid the laughter* praise, astonislmtent, and grum¬ 
bling of the good-natured crew, wlio hiwl expected him, as 
a matter of course, to avail himsolf at once of their help, 
and could not conceive the cause of his reluctaneo, 

Fhilammon ga^ed with wonder on bis strange hosts, tlieir 
pale complejdons, globular heads and faoes, high cheek¬ 
bones, tall and sturdy figures ; tlieir red beards, and yellow 
liair knotted faiitasticully abcVe the head ; their awkward 
dressy, half lloman or Egyptand half of foreign fur, 
aoiled and stained in many a storm and fight, but tastelessly 
bedkenod witli classic jowela, bn)ochofl and ifoman coins, 
strung like nccklacee* Only the steersman, who had come 
forward to wonder itt tlio hippopotamus, and to help in 
drugging the nnwiclily brute on beard, Bcemed to ke^ 
genuine and unornamented the eftstume of his race, tlie 
white linen leggings, stnippnl with tliougs of deerskin, the 
quilted leather cuirass, tlio bau-'s-fur cloak, the only orna¬ 
ments of whicli were the fangs mid eTaws of the beu^ itself, 
and a fringe of grizzled itifts, which looked but too like 
human hair. Tlie hioguage whicJi they spoke wtw utterly 
unintelligible to Philamiaon, though it need not bo ao to us, 

A woll-growu lad and a brave one, Wnlf the son of Ovida^ 
said the giant to iho old hero of the bearskin cloak; and 
undoratanda wearing skins, in this futnace-month of a cli¬ 
mate, rathesr better thnji you do." 

I keep to the dress of iny forefathers, Ainalric the Amal. 
What did to sack Rome hi, may do to find Asgard in." 

The giant, who was decked out with helmet, cnirase, and 
senatorial boots, in a sort of mongrel mixture of the Eomaa 
military and civil dress, his neck wreathed with a dozen gold 
ehakis, and every finger sparkling with jowela, turned away 
with on impatient sneer, 

^'Asgard—Asgard I ^ If you are in such a hurry to get to 
Asgard up this ditch in^the sand, you had bettw ask tha 
fellow how fkr it is thither." 
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Wulf took him quiet!jat his word, aiid addreeaed a que^ 
tion to tho young' monk, whick lie could only amwor by a 
Bhakc of the Kead. 

Ask him iu Oreck, mnn*" 

Greek is a Hlave^s toiiguew Make a alayo talk to him In 
it, not me." 

Horo—Bome of you girlti 1 Pelagia 1 you undorstand 
this fellow's talk. Ask him how fat* it is to Aggard." 

You must ask me more civilly, my rough hero," replied 
a soft voice from underneath tlie awning* ** Beauty must 
be sued, and not commaxidcd*" 

Como, then, my oUvo-treo, niy guiselle, my lotus-flower, 
my^what Wiua the last nonaense you taught mo P^imd ask 
this wild man of the sands haw far it is from these accursed 
endless rabbit-biirrows to Aaganl." 

The awning was TidstMl, and lying luxurimisly on a soft 
mattress, fanned with pyiicock^s feiiiliors, and glittering with 
rubies and topazes, aiq^careil such a vision t\is Philainmon hod 
never seen before, 

A womui! of some two-anil-twenty summers, ftntned iji 
tbe moat voluiitnous mould nf Creoian beauty, whoso com¬ 
plex iuii showed every violet vein through its veil of luscious 
brown. Tier little hare feet, as t(icy dimpled the cushionB, 
were more perfect than. Aplirodite^s, softer than a swan's 
hoBom* Every swell of her bust and arum showed, through 
tho tliin gauze rolwi, while lier lower 3iml>s were wrapped in 
a shawl of orange silk, ombroidf^rej with wreaths of filicha 
imd roaea. Ucr dark hair lay carefully sinead out iqjon the 
pillow, in a thousand ringlcta ©ntwinwi witfi gold and jewels; 
her langtiiBhing eyes blazed like diamonds from a cavern, 
under eyelids darkened and deepened with block aniimony; 
her lips pouted of themselves, by Imbit or by nature, into 
a perpetual kiss^ alowly she raised one little hwy hand; 
slowly tho ripe lips opene*!; and iu moBt pure and nadodious 
Attic, she lisped her huge lover's question to the monfc,*and 
repeated it before the boy could shake off the spell, and 
answer • « * V * 

Asgard ? What is Asgard ? " 

Tho beauty looked at the giant far farther iustraotioiiH. 
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“ The City of tho immortal Gods/* interpoeod the old 
warrior, Iiaatily and sternly, to the lady- 

** The city of God is in heaven," said Pliilammon to the 
interpreter, turning his head away from those gleaming, 
luaciouB, searching glances. 

His answer was received with a general hmgh by all ex* 
cept the lemler, who shrugged his sliouldcrs* 

may as well be up in the skies an up the Nile. We 
fihall be juat as likely, I believe, to reach it by flying, as by 
rowing up this big ditch. Ask him w'horo the river cornea 
from, Pelagia." j 

Pelagia obeyed . . . and therooii followed a confiisicm 
worse confounded, composiHl of all tli(% inipoiwiljle wonders 
of that mythic fairyland with which Pliilammon hacl gorged 
liimKclf from boyhood in his walks witli the old monks, and 
of the equally trustworthy troditiona wbi(ih the Goths had 
picked up at Alexandria. I'horo was rtothing wliich tliat 
river did not do. It rose in the Caucasus. Where was 
the Caucasus ! TTo did not know. In PswadiKe—in Indian 
Ethiopia—in ^Ethiopian Jmlifl. Whore word they ? He 
did not know, Nobwly knew. It ran for a hundred and 
fifty days* journey through deserts whei‘o nothing but flying 
serpents and satyrs lived, and the very liojis* manes were 
burnt off by the heat, . . . 

. Good sporting tlicre, at all events, among these dragons," 
quoth Sniiid tlie sou of ''I'roll, armorer to tlie ]iarty. 

As good Thor’s y^licTi he caugJit Snake Midgard with 
the bullock's heail," suicf Wulf. 

It turned to the East lor a liundri^l days' journey more, 
all round Arabia and India, among foit^st^ full of elephants 
and dog-hcaded women. 

''Better and betlsT, Smid !" growled Wnlf, apppoviugly. 
“ Presh beef cheap there, Prince Wulf, eh ? " quoth Smid; 
I must look over the arrow'hcods," 

—To the mountains of the Hyporboroana, where there 
was eternal night, and the nir wiis full of feathers. . . . 
That is, one-third of if cgiuie frrjm fchcnco, and another third 
eame from the Sontliern o(!ciin, over the Moon mountainfl, 
where no one had ever been, and the remaining tliird trom 
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thd DOimtTy wliere thophooaix lived, and nobody knew where 
that WM, And then there were the cataract^^ oad the in* 
undatione—and—and—and ahovo the catitraeta, nothing hut 
eand'^hilla and rains, ae full of derila as they could hold . « • 
and as for Asgard, no one liad ever heanl of H . . . till 
every face grew longer an<l longer, as Pdugia wont on inter^ 
pretiag and misinterpreting; and at last the giant smote 
his hand upon his knee, and swore a great oath l^at Asgard 
might rot till the twilight of the gods beioro he went a step 
farther up the ]tJilo, 

Curse the monk ! growled Wiilf» How sliould BUch 
a poor beoat know anything about the matter ? 

** Why should, not he know as well os that ape of a Ho¬ 
man governor ? ” sskM 8inid, 

"Oh, the monks know overytliing,”' said Polagia. 

They go hundreds and thouRrtiide of miles up the rivor, 
and cross the deserts among ftentls and monsteTs, wliere any 
one else would be (suten up, or go mad at on(^/^ 

'^Ah, the dear holy men I It's all by tljo sign of the 
blessed oroj» P'exclaimed all tlio girls together, devoutly 
croBfling themficlvfis, while two or tlirei* of the most entlmsi- 
sistic were half-minded to go fonvai'd and kneel to Philom* 
mon for hia hlcissing; but hesitated, their tiothia loTem 
being heathcnieliiy stuitid and prudish on such points. 

Why should he not know as well us the prefect ? Well 
said, Smid J 1 beiievo that prefect's quill-driyei; was hum¬ 
bugging us when lio said ARgard^was only ton days' Bail 
up,” 

"Why ?” aaked Wulf. 

“ I never give any reasons. What's tlio nso of being an 
Amal, and a son of Odin, if one Iioh always to bo giving 
reasons like a rascally Eumau lawyer ? 1 say the governor 
looked like a liar ; and 1 say this monk lool^ like an hon 
eat fellow ; and I chooso to bolievo him, and there is an end 
of it” * 

"Don't look 80 cross at me, Prince Wulf ; Fm sure it's 
not my fault; I could only say wjiift tlm monk told me," 
whispered poor Pelagia, 

** Who looks cross at yon, niy q^neen ? ” roared tlia Amalr 
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me have him oat heroj and by Thor^a hommei 
I"ll-'' 

'^"Who flpoko to you, you etupid darling J ^^answerei 
Pelagia, who hv©d in hourly fear of thuuderatormfl;, 
ia going to be erosa with any one, except I with you, for 
mishearing and mlsundersUmdiiig, and meddling, aa you are 
always doing 7 £ shall do aa 1 threatened, and run away 
with Princo Wulf, if you arc not good. £)o(n'’t you see 
that the whole crew are expoctiiig you to moke them ou 
oration ?" , 

Whereupon the Ama3 rose. , 

" See yon here, Wulf tlio son of Ovida, and warriors all I 
If we want wealth, we ahan^t tind it junong the aand-hilla. 
If we want women, we shall hnd nc^tliiiig prettier tJian 
these among dragons and devils. Don’t look angry, AVulf. 
Yon have no mind to marry one of those dog-hoatlwl girls the 
monk talked of, have you ? Well* then, we have money and 
women ; and if we want sporty it a }>etter sport killing men 
than killing beasts; Bf> w<' lunl better go where wo shidl find 
mofltof tlmt game, which wo oerhiiiily slmll not up tins roatl, 
Ab for fame and all that, though Fve had enough, thore’e 
plenty to be got anywhere along the shores of that Mediter¬ 
ranean. Jjct’s bnm and pin iidev Alexandria: forty of us 
Goths might kill down all those donkey-ridorg in two days, 
aiitd Imng up that lyiaig preftn^t who sent us hero on this fool’a 
errand. Don’t ajiawcr, Wulf* I know ho was humbugging 
m fd1 along, hut you wq;e so open-mouthed to all ho said, 
that I was bound to let my cheers ohooeo for me. Lct^s go 
back; send over for any of tlie tribes; send to j3pain for 
those Vandals—they have had enough of Adolf by now, 
curse him f—I’ll warrmifc them; get together an army, 
and take Constantinople. I’ll bo Augustus, and Pelagia, 
Augusta; you and Smid here, the two Otfsara; and we’ll 
mokd the monk tho chief of the eiimtchs, eh ?—anything 
youlike for a quiet life; but up this accursed kennel of 
hot water I go no farther. Ask your girls, my lieroeg, and 
FJl ask mine. Womdh^are all prophetesses, every one of 
them.’' , 

When they wre not harlots/' growled Wulf to himseU. 
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" I will go to tho world's end with yon, my king! ” 
sighod Pelsgi&: '^but Aleximdria iB certainly pleasanter 
* than thU*"^ 

Old Wnlf sprang up fiercely enough* 

Hear mo, Amalric the Amal, sou of Odiu, and heroes 
all! When my fatbera swore to be Odin’s men, and gave 
np the kingdom to the holy the sons of the 

what was tho borut l)etweenyour fathers and mine ? Was 
it not that we should move and move, southward and south- 
ward ever, till wo came back to Asgartl, the city where 6diTi 
dwells forever, and gave into j^is hands tho kingdom of all 
tho earth ? And did we not keep our oath ? Have we not 
held to the Amals F Hid wo not leave Adolf, because we 
would not follow a Balth, while thei'e was m Ainal to lead 
ua ? Have we not hcen true men to you, boii of the ^air F ” 

"No TTiau over saw Wulf, the son of Ovida, fail friend 
or foe/' 

" Then why does his friend fail him ? Why does his 
friend fail himself ? If the hiauu-btill lie down and wallow, 
what will tl*i lieril do for a leader ? If the king-wolf lose 
tlic escent, how will tho pivck hohl it ? Jf the Yngling for¬ 
gets the song of Artgjinl, who will sing it to the heroes 

" vSing it yourself, if you choose, Pelagia sings quite well 
enough for me/' 

In an instant tho cunning beauty caught at tho hint, and 
poured forth a soft, low, deepy song :— , 

“Tjoesf t]»e EWlZ, rest tbp oar, iSnut away flown, 
atiil by tnTvi;r ntid ; 

],iCo laeofliluirt otboflt 1 Anatirh, wHUa thou cantti, thy mt, 

SlfH^inK by me 1 

“ Can you answer that, Wulf ?'' shouted a dozen voicea, 
tho song of As^rd, wiirriora of the Goths 1 Did 
not Alaric tho king lovo it well 1 Did I not sing it before 
him in tho palEice of tho Ojesiirs, till ho swore, for all the 
Ohristiau that ho woe, to go southward in search of the Boly 
city ? And when ho went to Volhalta, and the shipe were 
wrecked oiT Sicily, and Adolf the*{1811111 turned back like a 
laiy bound, and married the daughter of the Romans, whom 
0^ hates, and went northward ogam to Gaol, did not 1 
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sing yon all tlie mmg of Aigard m Mesaina there^ till joa 
swore to follow tho Amal through hro and water until wo 
found the hull of Odin^ and roceived the mead-cup from lua 
own hand ? Hour it again, waiTiors of the Gotha I ” 

** N^ot that eong ! ” roared the Amal, stopping his ears 
with both his hands. Will yon drive ua blood-mad again, 
just as wo are settling down into our sober senses, and find¬ 
ing out what our lives were given us for 

Hear tlie song of Asgard I On to Asgard, wolves of the 
Gotha ! ” shouted anotlier ; and a IJabrl of voices arose. 

'^flaven't we been fighting imd mai'ching these seven 
yeans ? ” * 

Haven't wo drank blood enough to satisfy Odin ten 
times over ? Tf lio wfUiU us, lot liini conic liimsclf and lead 
us!" 

** Let us get oiir winds jigain ?>cforo wc start itfrcsh !" 

'' Wulf the Prince is like his name, and never tires $ ho 
has a win ter-Woolf's li'gs under liiiu \ tlait is no reason why 
we should have.” 

“ Haven^t you heard wlnit the monk says ?—wc can never 
get over those cafcaractfl,” 

We'll stop hia olU-whcfi^ talcs for hint* and then settle 
for oursel ves/''said Siiiid ; and springing from tho thwart 
where l»e hud Ijcen sitting, ho caught up a lull with one 
hand, and soi/ofl Pbilamni^m's throat witli the other . . . 
in a xriomt'nt more, it would liavo been all over with 
him. , , i. ^ 

For the first time in his life Philammon felt a hostile 
gripe upon him, and a new sensation rushed through every 
nerve, as ho grapplefl with the warrior, clutched with his 
left hand the uplifted wrist* and with his right the girdle, 
and commenced without any dofmito aim, a fierce struggle, 
which, strange to say, as it went on, grew absolutely pleoa- 
ant. 

The women shrieked to their lovers to part the combat¬ 
ants, bat in vain. 

Not for worlds I A. ycry fair match and a very fair 
fight t Take your long legs Imck, Itho, or they will be aver 
you I That's right, my Binid, don't use the knife I They 



TUB GOTHS, 


43 


will he oirerbojird m a momeiit 1 By all the Valkyrs, ihej 
are tlown ! and Smid undermost! ^ 

Tkero wtia no doubt of it; and in another jnomont Phi- 
laininou would have wronohed tlio bUl out of his opponent'a 
hand, when, to tiie utter astonishmout of the onlookers, he 
suddenly loosed his ludd, shook liimsolf free by one power¬ 
ful wrcntdi, and quietly rctreatefl to his scat, coQseience- 
etrickon at the fearful thirst for blood wliioh had and- 
dculy lulled up within him as ho folt bis enemy under ^lim. 
The onlookerfl xvere atmek dumb with astonishmont; 
they luul taken for grantt^d tluit he M'ould, as a imitter of 
course, have iistd his ri^ht of splitting Ids vanquished op¬ 
ponent's skull—jin event which they would of course Lave 
deeply deplored, but with which, iw men of Ijoiier, they 
could not on any ac^eoiint intei'fi'^tv, hut mendy console 
themselvi's for tlic loss of their couiradii by flavinghia eou- 
queror alive, '* earving liini into iiie blocsl-eagfc/'^ or any 
other delicate cemnony wliich might serve as a vent for 
tfieir sorrow anti a ermiftjrt to the soul of tho deceased, 

Siiiid rtjse^willi a bill in his hand* and lookeil round him 
—perhaps to m" what Wiis expw'ted of him, ITe half lifted 
his wevapon to strike. , , . Philamiimii* seated, looked him 
calmly in the face. , * , I'ho old warriiir^s ove caught the 
bank, wliich wjwTiowTcewlingmpidlv imt them ; and when 
ho &iLW that they wvre really floating downwanls again, with-' 
out an cUortto stem tho stream* ho put away his bUl, and sat 
liimsolf down deli hermit el v in Ida pliye, astonisiung tho on¬ 
lookers quite us much tts J^ldlanmion luul done, 

“ >’ivo juiniites^ good fighting, and no one killed I This 
IB a shame I ” quoth another. “ Blood wc must sec, and it 
had hotter be youra, muster monk* than' your bottets,"—aiid 
therewith ho rushed on pool* T'hiluininon. 

He Bpoko the heart of the crew; the sleeping wolf in 
thorn had been awakemsi by tho stnigglc, and blood they 
would have; and not fnintically, like Celts or" Egyptifes, 
but with the cool, Ininiorouy cruelty of the Teuton, they 
rose altogether, and turn in g Pliihi^iinou ovei* on his huc^^ 
deliberates! by what death ho should die. 

Philammon quietly submitted—if submisBion have any* 
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thing to do with that stato of mind in which Bhe€r astoniah- 
mont and noTelty luivc broken up all the custom of 
nature^ till the atrangest deeds and s[L:GferingB are taken aa 
matters of course* llis sudden escape from the liAura, the 
new world of thought and action into which he had been 
plunged^ the now companions with whom he had fallen 
had driven him utterly from his moorings, and now any¬ 
thing and cvciything might happen to him* ile who 
pronilaed never to look upon woman4onnd himself,by circum¬ 
stances over wliich he had no control, amid a l>oatfulof the 
most objectionable species of,that most objectionable genus 
—and the utterly worst having happened, overytliiag else 
which happened must be better than the worst Por the 
rest, ho hod gone forth to see tlie world—and this was one 
of the ways of it. So he made up his mind to see it, and be 
tilled with tile fruit of liis own dcvic(«. 

And he ivonld have Im'cii certainly with the same 

in five minutes more, in some shape too ugly to be men¬ 
tioned : butj as even sinful women Imve hearts in them, 

H Pelagia shrieked out^ * 

Amalrio ! Aiualric ! do not let them I I cujinot bear 

itr' 

^^Tlio warriorfl arc free men, my darling, and know what 
is proper. And what can tlio life of such a brute be to 
you ?” 

Before Jie couhl Btox> her, Pelagia had Bpniiig from lier 
cushions, and throuni i^rsclf into the midst of the laughing 
ring of wild buusts* 

“ Sparc iiim 1 Spare him for my sako I ” shrieked she. 

Oh, my i^retty lady! you mustn^t interrupt warriors' 
sport I" 

In on instant aho had tom oil ])or sliawl, and tlirown it 
over Pbilammon \ and as she stfMJcl, with nil the outlines of 
her' beautiful limbs revctdod through the thin robe of 
8p#gled gauze,— 

Let the man who dares, touch him beneath that shawl I 
* «-Nthoagh it ho a saffrdn ,ono 1" 

' The Gotha drew hack* Por Pelagia herself they had 
f ae little respect as the rest of the world had, Bui for a 
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moment she was not tlio HossuJina of Alexandria^ but a 
woman ; oml true to the old woman-worshipping instinct, 
they looked one and all at her flashing’ eyes, full of noblo 
pity and indignation, as well ua of mere woman^s terror— 
wid drew hack, anil whispered together* 

Whotlier tlio good spirit or the evil one would conquer, 
aeomod for a moment donhtfal, wlien Pelagia felt a heavy 
hand on her shoTilder, and turning, saw Wulf tho sou of 
Ovida* 

Go bjick, pretty woman ! Ifen, I claim the boy* Smid, 
give him to ma Uo is j'our mtiri. Voii could htivo killed 
him if you liad chosen, and dii?m>t; and no one else sJialL” 
"Give him ns, Prim^o Wulfl We have not Been, blood 
for many a day ! 

" Yon might have seen rlvora of it, if you had had tho 
hearts to go onward. The boy is niine, itiid a brave boy. 
Ile lias iijisft a ivavrior fairly tliU day, and spared him; 
and wo wdll iniike a warrior of him in return/^ 

And ho lifted tip tlie prostrate tm>fik, 

"You arejny man now. JHt yon like flghtirig 
Philainmon, not utid<‘i'stiinding the language in which ' 
ho was addressed, could only shake liis head—though if ho 
had known what its import was, he could hardly in Jiouofity 
have said, ^o. 

"Ho shakes his head! ITo does not like it! He is 
craven ! lict us liavc him 1 

"T hacl kilh^l kings wlieu you were shooting frogs,cried 
Smid. " Liston to ino, my eons ! A coward gi'ipa sharply 
at lirst. and loosen a his hand after a while, because hiablocxl 
is soon hot a;id wnui c^dd, A bravo man’s grip growa tho 
firmer tho Jtmger lie holds,becaiiBe the Bpirit of Odin cornea ’ 
upon him. I watched the hoy'^s hands on my throat ; and 
ho will make a man ; and I will make him one* However, 
we may os well make him useful at once ; so give him on 
oar*^ ^ 

"Well," answered his new protector, "ho can as well 
row UB as bo rowed by us ; and if wjj are to go back to a 
oow*B death and the pool of Hol^ the quicker we go the 
better." 
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And as tlio men sottlod tliomselycs again io their oavB; 
ono Wiis pnt intu I'liilainmun^s ]iuiidt iv'iiioli ho managed 
with sach strength and skill tliat his lato tormontors, 
who, in P]ute of un ooousional inolinution to robbery and 
murder, were thoroughly good-naturod, honest fellows, 
clapped him on tlio back, and praised him tm heartily a^ 
they had just now Imartily intended to torture him to death, 
and then, went forward, tm many of them as were not 
rowing, to e:sainhie tho strange boast whieh they had just 
slaughtorod, jiawhigliim oYor from tusks to tail, putting tlioir 
licods into liis mouth, trying tlieir knives on his hitlo, com¬ 
paring him to all Iw'iists, like and unlike, which they hail 
ever seen, and laughing and shoving each other about 
with the fim and childish wonder of a party of schoolhoys; 
till Smid, who was the wit of tho i>arty, settled tho oom^ 
parative anatomy of the subject for them— 

“Vallmlla! I Ve found out what hoV most like!—One 
of those big blue plums which gave ua alitiio stomach-ache 
when we were encamped in ilio orchards above lUvenua P’ 
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Onh maming in the same weekj Hypatift'a favorite maid 
entered her elmJiiber with ti so me what lerriiied face. 

" The old Jewess, tnadatn—the Jiag who bua been wateL- 
iug so often lately under tlie wall opposite. She frightened 
us all out of our Kenses Inst CYOiiiag by ijeeping in. We all 
said she hiul the evil eye, if any one over had—— 

«^yelh wliatof her 

“ Sho is below, madam, and will tiin'uk with you, Not 
that I caro for her; I havo my amulet on. 1 hope you 
fiave?'' ^ 

'SSilly girl! Those who have betm initiated as I have in 
the mysteriea of the gods, can defy spirits and conunand 
them. IIo you suppose that the favorite of Pallas Athene 
will condescend to chaima and magic Y Send Jicr tip," 

The girl retreated, with a look luilf of a’vv^e, half of doubt 
at the lofty prote.nsiona of her mistress, njicl retu?*ncd with 
old Miriam, keeping, liowevcr, pni^dcntly behind her, in 
order to test as little as possible the power of Jier own amulet 
by avoiding the buflilisk eye which had torritied her* 

Miriam came in,and advancing to the proud beauty, who 
remained seated, made an obeisance down the very floor; 
without, however, taking her eyes for an instant oif Hypo- 
iia^a face. 

Hot countenance was haggard and bony, with brood 
sharp-ent lipa, fltumpe<i with a strangely mingled exprea^on 
of strength and Bensuulity, But the feature about her 
which instantly fixed Hypaiia^s aitentiion, and from w^hich 
aha could not in spite of herself withdraw it, waa the diy, 
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glittering, cottl-blajok eye whicli glared ont from nndeN 
neftth the gray fringe of her swarthy browa, between black 
locks covered with gold coins. Hypatia could look at uoth^ 
ing but those eyes; and she reddened, and grew all but 
nnphiloaopliicalty angry, as she saw that the old woman 
intoded her to look at them, and feel tlie strange power 
which she evidently wished them to exorcise. 

After a TnomeiU’s Hilence, Miriam drew a letter from her 
bosom, and with a second low obeisance presented it, 

J*rom whom is this f " 

Perhaps the letter itself will tell the beautiful lady, the 
fortunate lady, the t^rsc(?nirng lady/' answered slie, in a 
fawning, wheedling tone. “ Kow should a poor old Jewess 
know great folks' secrelH 

Great folks ?-” 

Ilypatia looktnl at the seal which fixed a silk cord round 
the letter. It was Orcutetj'; and so was tlie handwriting 
, , . 81range tlmt ho sJiould hiive ebouf^n buoIi a mosBeii- 
ger I ^Vllat mussago could it be which re(|iiircd such 
Bocreev ? 

She chipped lier liaiidg for the inuhh Ijct iliis woman 
wait in the ante-rrjom." iMirhun glided out backwardK, bow¬ 
ing as she went. As Hypatia looked up over the letter to 
see wlictlicT she was alone, she caught a hist glance of that 
eye still fixed upon her, and an cxiiressiou in Miriuui's face 
which made her, she km w not wliy, shudder and tam 
chill. 

Fooliah that I am ! What can that witch be to mo ? 
But now for the letter/' 

To the most noble and most beiiuifful, the niistress of 
philosophy, beloved of Athene, her pupil and slave eende 
greeting/' . , . 

" My slave 1 and no name mentionod !'' 

There are those who consider that the favorite hen of^ 
Hijporiua, whicli ]>eur8 the luitne of tlje Imperial City, 
would thrive bettor under a new feeder ; and the Count of 
Africa has been despajiclied by liimself and by the immortal 
gods to anpcTiuteiid for tbe present the poultry-yard of the 
Cbefiore—at least during the absence of AdoU and PlacidUh 
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There are thoae al&o who coneider that in hia absence the 
Kumidian lion might be preiraQed on to become the yoke¬ 
fellow of the Egyptian crocodile; and a farm which, 
ploughed by such a pair, should extend from the upper 
cataract to the pillara of Hercules, might hare charmB eren 
for a philoeopher. But while the ploDghman is without a 
nymph, Arcadia ie imperfect* What were Bionuaoe with¬ 
out hie Ariadne, Arcs without Aphrodite, Zeus without 
Here ? Even Artemis has her Endymion ; Athene alone 
remains unwedded ; but only because Hepheestus was too 
rough a wooer. Such is not he who now offers to the 
repreBcntative of Athene the opportunity of sharing that 
which may be with the help of her wisdom, wliich without 
her is impossible, ^mvSivta Shall Eros, invinci¬ 

ble for ages, be balked at Inst of the noblest game against 
which he ever drew his bow ? * * * 

Tf Hypatia’s color liad failed a moment before under the 
withering glance of the old Seweea' it rose again swiftly 
enough, as she read line after line of this strange epistle ; 
till at last, ^ruslitng it tt^gether in lier hand, she rose and 
hurried into the adjoining libraiy, where Thcon sat over 
his books* 

** Father, do yon know anything of this ? Tjook what 
Orestes h^is duml to send me by the hands of some base 
Jewish witch —And she spre^ the letter before him, 

and stootl impatient, liex whole figure dilated with pride 
and anger, os the ohl man retul it slowly and carefully, and 
then looked up, aj^parcntly uotilL pleased with the contents* 
“ What, father ? ” askml she, half reproachfully* ** Do 
nut you, too, feel the insult which has been pat upon your 
daughter ? ‘ 

''Hy dear child,” with a puzzled look, *'do yon not see 
that he offers yon-” 

" I know what he offers mo, father. Tho Empire of 
Africa* * .. 1 am to descend from the mountain hei^htfl 
of Bcience, from the contymplation of the unchangeable and 
ineffable glories, into the foul fields a;Etd farmyards of earthly 
practical life, and become a dmd^e among political chica¬ 
nery, and the petty ambitions, and sins, and falsehoods of 
4 
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the earthly herd. . . . And the price which he offerg me 
^me, the staiiilesB^me^ the virgin—me, the untamed,—b 
—his hand ! Polios Athene 1 dost thou not blush with thy 
child?” 

But, luy child—my child,—an. empire-” 

** Would the empire of the world restore my lost self- 
respect—my Just pride? Would it save my cheek from 
blushes arery time I recoUetded that T boro the hateful and 
degrading name of wife ?—The property, the puppet of a 
man—submitting to his pleasure—bcurjiig his children— 
wearing myself ont with all the nauseous cares of wifehood 
—no longer able to glory in uiysolf, pure anti self-sustained, 
but forcetl by day and night to recollect that my very beauty 
is no longer the sacrament of Atheneb lovo for me^ but the 
plaything of a man —and such a man os that I Luxurious, 
frivolous, heartless—courting my society, os ho has done 
for years, only to pick up and turn to his own base earthly 
uses the scraps which fall frodi the festal table of the gods f 
1 have encouraged him too much—vain fool that 1 have 
been ! No, I wrong myself! It w*is only—thought—I 
thought tJiat by his being seen at our doors, the cause of 
the immortal gods would gain honor and strength In the 
eyes of the multitude. ... 1 have trie<l to feed the altars 
of heaven with earthly fiieh . . , And this is iny just 
reward ! I will write to him this moment;—return by the 
fitting mesBengcr which he h»is sent, insult for iusnlt t” 

In the name of Heaven, my daughter 1—for your father^ 
flake !—for my sake 1 ^Hypatia !—my pride, my joy, my 
only hope !—have pity on my gray hairs 1 ” 

And the poor old man dung himself at her feet^ and 
clasped her knees imploringly* 

Tenderly she lifted 1dm up, and wound her long anna 
round him, and laid his head on her white shoulder, and 
her tears fed fast upon his gray hair; hut her lip waa firm 
and^detormined. 

Think of my pride—my glory in your glory ; think of 
me. . . . jcfot for mytwJf I You know I never oared for 
myself I” sobbed out thei>ld moti. ** But to die seeing you 
empresa I” 
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** TTnleaa I died ft ret in childbed;^ f^ther^ as many a woman 
dies who ia weak enough to bocomo a alavo, and aubmit to 
torturoB only fit for slaves*"" 

“ But—hut-" said the old man, racking hie bewildered 

brains for some argument far enough removed from nature 
and common sense to have an effect on the beautiful fiinatlo 
—but the eause of the gods ! What you might do for 
it! - * . BememboT Julian !" 

Hypatia^s arms dropped stiddcnly. Yes ; it was true! 
The tliought jlaslied across her mind with mingled dselight 
and terroT* , . . Tisions of her ohildhood rose swift and 
thick—-temples— sticrificoa —priesthoods—colleges—muse¬ 
ums ! What might she not do ? What might sho not 
make Africa I Give hor ten years of power, and the hated 
name of Cliristian migiit he forgotten, and Athene Polias, 
colossal in ivory and gold,watching in cialm triumph over 
the harbors of a hi^thcn Alexandria. . * « But the price ! 

And fllio hid her faco iti her liands, and bursting into 
bitter tours, walk ml slowly away into her own chamber, bur 
whole bmly^convulscd with the internal struggle^ 

The old man looked after her, anxiously and perplexed, 
and then followed, hesitatiug* She was sitting at the table, 
her face buried in her hands* Ho did not dare to disturb 
her. In addition to all the afTeoiicni, the wisdom, the 
glorious bctinty, on which liia whole heart fed day by day, 
ho bdioved Iter to be the posscsBor of those Bi^)GmaturaI 
}>owcrH jind favors to which she so boldly ktid chum. Ajid 
he stood watcMug her in the doorway, praying in his heart 
to all gods and demons, princijialities and powers, from 
Athene down to his daughter’s guardian spirit, to move a 
determination whiah he was too weak to gainsay, and yet 
too rational to approve. 

At last the etruggle was over, and she looked up, clear, 
calm, and glorious again. 

It shall be. For the sake of the immortal god&w-for 
the sake of art, and science, and loaming, and philosophy. 

. . . It shall he* If the gods demaad a victim, here am 1. 
If a second time in the history oi^he ag(« the Grecian fleei 
cannot sail forth, conquering and ciriluriBg, without the 
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aacTifice of a vir^n, I give my throat to the kuif6« Father, 
call me no more Hypatia : csdl mo Iphigenia.! ” 

And me Agamemuon ? " aakcdtho old man, attempting 
a faint jest through hia toara of joy. ** I daresay you think 
mo a very cruel father ; hut-^ 

'' Spare me, father—I have apored yon." 

And she began to write her anewer. 

" I have accepted his offer—conditionally, tliat ia. And 
on whether he have courago or not to liilhl that condition 

depends- Do not ask me what it ia. \Vhilo Cyril is 

leader of the ChTistian mob, it may be aafer for you, my 
father, that yon ah(^uld be able to deny all knowledge of my 
answer. Be content. I liave aoid this—that if he will do 
os I would have him do, I will do aa you would have me 
do.” 

** Have yoti not been too rash ? Have you not demanded 
of him BoiTicthing which, for the ^akc of public opinion, ho 
dare not grant openly, and yet wliich he may allow you to 
do for yourself when once^- " 

“ I have. If I am to be a victim, the sacri^fdng priest 
ahall at least be a man, and not a coward and a time-server. 
If he believea this Christian faith, let him defend it against 
me; for either it or I shidl perish. If be docs not—os he 
does not—^let him give up living in a lie, and taking on hia 
lips blasphemies against the immortals, from which hie 
heart and mison revolt! ” 

And she clapped her Ikands agHtn for the miud^servant, 
gave her the letter silently, slnit the doors of her chamber, 
and tried to resume her Commentary on Plotinus. At^a { 
what were all the wire-drawn dreams of metaphysics to her 
in that and ha man struggle of the heart I What availed 

it to dehne the process by which individual souls einanatod 
from the nnivei^ one, while her own soul had, singly and 
on its own responsibility, to decide so terrible an act of 
will|^ or to write fine worda with pen and ink about tho 
immutability of the supreme Hasson, while her own reason 
was left there to struggle for its life amid a roaring ahorolesg 
waste of doubts and darkiiess P Oh, how grand, and dear, 
md logiod it hod all looked half an boor ago! And how 
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irrefragably she had been dedncing from it aU^ ^llo^Btn 
after Byllogism, the Eon-oxistenoo (5 e?il 1—how it was but 
a lower form of good^ one of the countless products of the 
one great tdl'perrading mind which could not err or change, 
only ao strange and recondite in ite form aa to excite anti¬ 
pathy in «dl minds but that of the philosopher^ who learnt 
to see the stem which connected the apparently bitter fruit 
with the perfect root from whence it sprang. Could she 
see the stem there ?—the connection between the pure and 
supreme Reason, und the hideous carcBsee of tho debauched 
and cowardly Orestes ? was iv>t that evil, pure, unadulter- 
ate with any vein of goodj paat^ priisent, or future P . . , 
True ;—she might keep her spirit pure amid it ^ ; she 
might eacrifice the base body^ and ennoble tho soul by tlie 
self-sacrifice. , , . And yet, would not that increase the 
horror, tho agony, tho evil of it—to her, at least, most real 
evil> not to he e3qjlained away—anil yet the gods iCHjuired 
it ? Wore they juat, merciful in that ? Was it like them, 
to tor tit ro licr, their last unahaken votary ? Did they re¬ 
quire it ? Wiia it not rcqnired of thotn by some liighcr 
power, of whom they were only tUo cmanationa, tlie tools, 
the puppets ?—and required of that higher power by some 
still higher one—sonic nanielei^s, ahsoluta dctitiiiy of which 
Orestes and slip, and ull heaven and earth, were hut the 
victims, dragged along in an iuovitable vortex, helpless, 
hopeless 1 toward tliat for whicli each was meant ?*—^And she 
was meant for this I Tho thought wfsiiu bcaTahlc ^ it turned 
her giddy, No ! sho would not! Sho would rebel 1 Like 
rrometheufl, she would daro destiny, and bravo its worst I 
And aho sprang up to recall tho letter* . . * Miriam waa 
gone; and she threw herself oji the lloor, and wept bitterly* 
And licr peace of mind would certainly not have boon 
improved, could she have seen old Miriam hnrry homo with 
her letter to a dingy house in tho Jews* quarter, where it waa 
nnsualed, read, and scaled up again with such mnnrelkua 
skill, that no eyo could have detectcd tho change; and 
finally, still less would she have l^efi comforted could she 
have heard the coEverHatiDn which was going an in a snm-^, 
mer-room of Orcetes* palace, between that iHuatrious states^ 
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man and Raphael Aben-E^Ta, who were lying on two dirans 
opposite each other^ whhmg away, by a throw or two of 
dice, the anxious moments which delayed her answer. 

'' Trays again 1 The devil la in you, JIaphael I ” 

“ 1 alvraya thought he was,” miswered Raphael, sweeping 
up the gold pieces, . . , 

When will that old witch be back ? 

" When she has read through your letter and Hypatia's 
answerp" 

'^Read them ? ” 

'*Of course- You don't fancy she b going to bo fool 
enough to carry a luessHgc without knowing what it is ? 
Don't bo angry ; she won't tell. Slie would give one of 
those two gruyu-lights there, wliich she colls her eyes, to 
ace the tiling prtjsper.'’ 

Why ? " * 

** Your evrellcncy will know when the letter comes. 
Here she is ; I bear ate}iM iji tbe clobler. hTow, one bet 
before they enter. 1 give you two to one she asks you to 
turn pagan*” *- 

“ What ill ? Negro boys ? ” 

Anything you like,” 

" Taken. Dome in, slaves ?” 

And Jlypocorisma entendjpouting. 

** That Jewish fury Is outside with a letter, and haa the 
impudencp to atiy slio wouT let me bring it in 1 ” 

“ Bring her in then. ^ Quick f ” 

I wonder wliat I iim huj^e for, if peojdo have secrete 
that I am not to know,” grumblctl tJie spoilt youtli. 

Do you want a blue ribbon roimd thusc white aides of 
yours, you monkey?” ruiawored Qrostt®. “Bceauae, if 
you do, the hippopotamus hide hangs reatly outside,” 

** Let us make him kneel down here for a couple of 
hours, and use liim as a dice-board,” said Raphael, os you 
use# to do to tlie girls in Armenia.” 

Ah, you recollect that ?—and how the barbarian papas 
used to grumble, tillT ^ad to crucify one or two, 

That was something like life I I love those out-of-the-way 
ftationa, where nob^y aaks questions ; but here one might 
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aa well live amang tlie monks in Nitria. Hero cornea 
Canidia I Ahj tho answer ? Hand it liGre^ my queen of 
go-betweens!" 

Orestes read it,—and his oounteaiance felL 
I have won 

" Out of the room,filaves I and no listening I ^ 

** I have won then ? " 

Oreetee tossed the letter ocroes to him, and Eaphael read— 
** The immortal gods accept no divided worship ; and he 
who would commiuid the oounsola of their propliotess 'must 
remember that they will vouebsafe to her no Uluinination 
till their lost honors be restored. K ho wito aspires to be 
the lord of Africa dare trample on tlie Ijutefiil cross, and 
restore the CaiHarcum to those for whoso worship it was 
built—if he dare proclaim aloud with his I ips, and in his deeds, 
that contempt lor novel and barharoiis snperBtitious, which 
his taste mid reason have alre^idy taught him, then he 
would prove himself onu with whom it were a glory to labor, 

to dare, to die in a great cause^ But till then- 

And so tlv letter etided* 

" WJiat aiu I U) do ? ” 

Take her at her word,^ 

Good heavens ! I shall bo excommnnicated ! And^— 
and—what is to become of iity soul F 

“ What will become of it in any case, my most excellent 
lord ?** anHwered liaphacl, blandly, 

** Yon mean—I know what you ^cursed Jews think will 
happen to every one hut youra^vos. But what would the 
world say ? I an apostate J And in the face of Cyril and 
the populace t I daren't, I tell yon ! ” 

Wo one asked your excellency to apostatiae/' 

Why, what ? What did you soy just now ? " 

I flaked you to promise. It will not he the hrst timo 
that promiaca boforo marriago liave not exactly coincided 
with performance afterwards." m 

“ 1 dareu^t—that is, I won't promise, I believe, now, 
this is some trap of your Jewish ^iitrigiio, just to make me 
oonunit myself against those Christians, whom yon hate." 

** I assure you, I despise all ntaukind far too profoundly 
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to hate them* How diaiiitereeted my adyice ttoh when I 
propoeed thia match to you^ you never will know; indeed^ 
it would be boastful in mo to tell you. But mdly you Must 
make a little aocriEee to win this foolish gtrh With all the 
depth and daring of her intelleet to help you^ you might be 
a match for BomatiSi^ Byaautinosj and Goths at onoe. And 
as for beauty—why^ there is one dimple inside that wrist, 
just at the setting on of the sweet little Iiaiidj worth all the 
other :dcBh and blood in Aluxaiulria," 

** By JoTo ! you admire lier so much, I suspect you must be 
in love witli her yourself. Why don't yon marry her ? I'll 
make you my prime minister, and then we shall have the 
use of her wits without the trouble of her fancies. By the 
twelve Gods ! If you marry her and help mo, I'll make you 
what yon like !" 

Raphael roso and howe<l to tho earth. 

Your serene high-mightiness overwhelms me. But I 
assure you, that never liaving as yet cared for any one's 
interest but my own, T could not be expected, at my time 
of life, to devote myself to that of another, cvob though it 
were to yours." 

“ Candid I" 

** Exactly so ; and moreover, whoeoever I may marry, will 
bo practically, as well ns theoretically, my ijrivato and pe¬ 
culiar property. , . , You \;oinprehend." 

Candi^ again." 

Exactly so ; an<l waving tho third argument, that she 
probably might not choose to marry mo, 1 beg to remark 
that it would not be proper to allow tho wiirld to aay, that f, 
the subject, had a wiser and fairer wife than you, the ruler ; 
e^ecially a wife who had already refused that ruler's compli¬ 
mentary offer.” 

By Jove 1 and she has refused me in good earnest I I'll 
make her repent it! 1 was a fool to ask her at all 1 

What's the use of haring guards, if one can't compel what 
one wants ? If fair moans can't do it, fool shall! I'll send 
fOT her this moment S '* ^ 

** Most illustrious majesty—it will not succeed. Yon do 
not know that woman's determination. Soourges and red- 
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hot pincerB will not ahako her, alive; and dead, she will be 
of no um whatsoever to you, while she will be of groat uao to 
Oyril/' 

"HowF" 

He will bo moat happy to make tho whole story a handlo 
against you, giro out that she died a Yirgln^miirtyr, in do* 
fence of tho most holy uatholio and apostolic faith, get mir- 
aclea worked at her tomb, and puU your judoco ab^t your 
ears on the strength tlieronfp*' 

Cyril will hear of it anyhow : that's another dildnuna 
into wliich you have brought me, you intriguing rascal! 
Why, this girl will be bouathfg all over Alexandria that I 
have olTercd her iniirriage, and that she has done herself the 
honor to refuse me ! 

She will be iriuch too wise to do anything of the kind; 
she has sense enough to know that if she did so, you would 
inform a Ohristian populace what conditions she oflEerod you, 
and, with all Iior contempt for tho burden of the floBh, she 
hiift no mind to he lightened of tlmt pretty load by being 
tom in picc(|3 by Christian monks : a very probable ending 
for her in any case, us slio licmelf, lu her melancholy moods, 
confesses 

" What will you have me to do, then ? " 

Simply nothing* Let the prophetic spirit go ou fc of her, 
as it will, in a day or two, and then—I know nothing of 
human nature, if she docs not bate a little of her own price* 
Depend on it, for uli her iucHabilities, and impoesibilities, 
and all tlie rest of the eevcntb-he^irtm moonshine at which 
we play here in Alexandria, a throne is far too pretty a bait 
for even Hypatia tho Pythoness to rafnse. Leave well alone 
IS a good rule, but leave ill alone is a bettor. So now an¬ 
other bet before wo port, and this time three to one^ Do 
nothing either way, and she sends to you of her own accord 
before a month is out In Caucasian mules ? Done ? Bo 
it bo/' * 

Well, you are the most channing counsellor for a poor 
perplexed devil of a prefect I If I but a private fortune 
like you, 1 could just toko the money, and let the work do 
iteelt'' 
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Which, ta the true method of auccoseful government. 
Your alave hida yoa farawolL Do not forgot oor hot. Yon 
dino with mfi to-morrow P*' 

And Riipliaol bowed himadf out. 

As ho left the profect’^s door^ he aaw Miriam on the opposite 
aide of the streetj evidently watching for him. Aa soon as 
aho saw hinij ahe hetd on licr own sidCj without appear¬ 
ing to notice him, tilt ho turned a oumer^ and then crossing, 
caught him eagerly by the arm. 

Doua the fwl dure ? ” 

“ Who dare what ? " 

** You know what T mean. Do you aujipose old Miriam 
carries letters without taking care to know what ia in aide 
them ? Will he apostatize ? Tell me. I am secret aa the 
grave ! ” 

** The fool lias found an old worm-eaten rag of oon^ 
Bcicnco some where in the corner of his heart, and dare 
not" 

Curse tlic coward ! And such a plot as 1 had Itiid ! I 
would have swept every Cliristiati dog out of withia 

the year. What is fcho maii afraid of P " 

Hell-fire." 

Whyj he will go there in any case, the accursed 
Oentile 1" 

** Bo I hinted to iurn, m delicately as I could ; but, like 
tho rest o^ the worlds he had a sort of partiality for getting 
thitlior by his own. road." 

** Coward ! And whom shall I get now ? Oh, if that ' 
Pelagia hatl ae much cunning in her whole body as Hypatia 
hna in her little finger, Pd seat her and her Goth upon the 
throno of the Cffisanj, But-" 

But she has five senses, and just enough wit to use 
thorn, eh ? " 

Don't laugh at her for that, the darling I I do delighi 
indier, after all. It warms even my old blood to see how 
thoroughly she knows her business, and how she enjoys it, 
like a true daughter df ^ve." 

' She has been your most successful pupil, cartainlj, 
mother. You may well be proud of her," 



The old ohnokled to hereelf a while ; and then sad* 
denly turning to Haphael— 

See here I 1 have a present for you and she pulled 
out a magnificent ring. 

"Why, mother, you are always giving me presents. It 
was hnt a mouth ago yon sent me this poisoned dagger.” 

" Why not, eh ?—^why not ? Why should not Jew give 
to Jew ? Take the old woman's ring I ” 

What ft glorious opal 1 ” 

"Ah, that is an opal, indeed 1 And the unspoakahle 
name upon it; just like Solomon's own. Take it, T say 1 
Whosoever wears that never need fear fire, steel, poison, or 
woman's eye.” 

Your own included, eh ?” 

"Take it, Isay 1" and Miriam caught Ids hand, and 
forced tho ring on his finger* 'rherc ! Now you're safe. 
And now call nio mother uguiii. I like it. 1 don't know 
why, but t like it.. And—Ihiphael Aben-Kisrit—don't laugh 
at mo, and call me witcli arul liag. as you often do. I 
don’t caro about it from any ouc olso ; Fni awajstouted to 
it. But when you do it, T always long h> stab you. That's 
why I gave you the dagger, I usikI to wear it; luni 1 was 
afraid I might be temptorl tf> use it sunie day, when the 
thought camo lu^rosH nte how handsoino you'd look* and how 
quiet, when you were deatl, and your soul il]» there so 
happy in Abraham's bosom, watching all the Hen tiles frying 
and roasting forever down below, flori't laugh at me, I 
say ; and don't thwart mo [ I may make you the emperor's 
prime minister some day, T can if 1 cho<)ac." 

Heaven forbid I ” said Raphael, laugbiiig. 

" Don't laugh. I cast yfuir nativity last night, and I 
know you have no cause to laugh, A great danger hangs 
over you, and a deep temptation. And if you weather this 
storm, you may be chamljerlrtiii, prime minister, emperor, 
if vou will. And you ahull he—by tho four archangdla, 
you shall 1 ” 

And the old woman vanished dqwfi a by-Iaue, leaving 
Raphael utterly bewildered^ 

" Moses and the prophets t Docs the old lady intend to 
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marry me F What can there be in this reiy lazy and zeMBh 
peraouage who hoare my name^ to excite so romantie au 
afteotion ? Well, Raphael Abon^Ezra, thou haet one more 
friend in the world boaidee Bran the mastiff; and there¬ 
fore one more trouble—seoing that friends always expect 
a due reinm of affection and good ofEceiS and what not^ 
I wonder whether the old lady has been getting into a 
scrape kidnapping, and wants my patronage to help her out 
of it. * . > Three-quarters of a mile of roosting sun be^ 
tween me and home I ... 1 must hire a gig, or a litter, 
or something, off the next ^tand . . . with a driyer who 
has been eating onions . . . and of course there is not a 
stand for the next half-mile. Oh, divine rather 1 as Pro¬ 
metheus has it, and ye awift-winged breezes (1 wish there 
were any hero), when will it all be over? Tbree-aiid- 
thirty years have I endured already of this Btibcl of knaves 
and fools; and with this abominable good health of mine, 
which won't even help mo with goot or indigestion, I am 
likely to have tbree-and-thirty years more of it. ... I 
know nothing, and 1 care for nothing, and I •expect noth¬ 
ing ; and I actually can't lake the trouble to prick a Itolo 
in myself, and let the very email amount of wits out, to 
see some thing really worth seeing, and try its strciigth at 
something really worth doing^-if, after all, the other aide 
the grave docs not turn out to bo just as stupid ae this 
one, * * ^ WIjbu will it be all over, and I in Abraham's 
bosom—or any one clue's, provided it be not a woman's ? * 



CHAPTER V* 

A DAY IK ALEXAKDllIA. 

Ik tho moon while, Pbilamnioii, with his hosts, the Coths, 
had beoa slipping do wa tho BtrooiUi Passing, one after an¬ 
other, world-old cities now dwm'dled to decaying towns, and 
numberless canal-nioutlis, now fust falling into min with 
the fields to which they ensured fertility, under the pressure 
of Roman oxtortion and miarnlo, they had entered one even¬ 
ing tho mouth of tho great canal of Alexandria, slid easily 
all night across the star-beapanglcd sliadows of Lake Ma- 
reotifl, and fouiid themselvoH, whCn the next morning 
dawned, among the countless masts and n<dsy quays of the 
greatest seap<irt in the world. The motley crowd of for¬ 
eigners, the hubbub of all dialects from the Crimea to Cadiz, 
the vast piles of merchaudiso, and heaps of wheat, lying 
nnaUeltered in that rainless air, tlio huge bulk of the corn- 
flhipa lading for Romo, whose tall aides rose story over 
story, like fioating palaces, above the buildings of some 
inner dock—these sights, and a hundred more, modo the 
young monk think that the world did not look at fimt 
sight a thing to be dospised. In front of heaps of fruit, 
fresh from tho markot-boata, black groups of glossy negro 
slaves were basking and laughing on the qiuiy, looking 
anxiously and eoquettishly round in hopes of a purchaser; 
they evidently did not think the change from desert toil 
to city luxuries a change for the worse. Philammon turn ed 
away his eyes from beholding vanity; but only to meet 
fresh vanity wheresoever they fell* He felt crushed % 
the multitude of now objects, stunned by the din around ; 
and scaroclj recollected himself 6ty>n^ to seize the first 
Opportunity of escaping from his dangerous companions. 

Holloa 1 ** roared Smid the armorer, as he scrambled 
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on to the steps of the slip ; ''you are not going to run away 
without bidding ua good-bye ? ” 

** Stop with moj hoy ! ^ said old Wulf, " I saved you ; 
and you arc my man/^ 

Philaminon turned and hesitated* 

"I am n monk, and God’a man/' 

" Yon can be that anywhere. I will make you a warrior, 

" The weapons of my wnrfsiro are not of deah and blood, 
, but prayer and fasting/' answeretl poor Philammon, wIjo 
felt already that ho should liave ten times more need of the 
said weapons in Alexandria tlum ever lie hod had in the 
desert. . , , " Ijet me go ! ’ 1 am not made for your life ! 
I thank you, hlees you 1 I will pray for you, sir ! but let 
me go !" 

" Curse the craven homid!" roared half-a-do^en voices* 
"Why did you not let us have our will with him, Prinoe 
Widf ? You miglit liavo expected siicli gratitude from a 
monk." 

"llu owes me my share of tiie ajwrt," qiioth Smid, 
" And here it is !” And a hatchet, thrown with praotiaed 
aim, whistJiHl right for Piiihimmon's head—ite had just 
time to swerve, and the wea}x>n struck and snapped againet 
the granite wall behind. 

'‘Well saved I "said WuJf, emdly, while the sailorB and 
market-women above ycllwl murder, and the custom-honae 
odicers, and (»ther coustablea and eatchpidls of tJie harbor, 
rushed to the jdacc—jood retired again quietly at the thunder 
of the Anud from the botd'a stem— 

" Never mind, my good fellows ! we^'ro only Goths; and 
on a visit to the prefect, too," 

" Only Gotha, my donkey-riding friends ! "echoed Smid, 
and at that ominous name the whole posse comitatus tried 
to look unconcerned, and found suddenly that their pres¬ 
ence wm absolutely required in an opposite direction* 
o “ Let him go," said Wulf, aa he stalked up the steps* 
" Let the boy go. I never set my heart on any man yet," 
he growled to himself in an under voice, " but what he 
disappointed nie«-and I must not expect more from this 
felloWi Come, men, ashore, and get dru^ I" 
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Philammon, of course^ now thjit lie hatl leave to go longed 
to staj—at all eventa^ be miiiii go back and thank hia hosts. 
He turned unwilimgly to do ao^ us buatily as ho could, and 
found Pelagia and her gigantic lover just entering a pahm- 
quin. With downcast eyes he approoehed the beautiful 
basilisk^ and Htmnmcrod out some commonplace ; and she, 
full of emilos, turned to him at once. 

Tell us more about you reelf before we part* Yon speak 
such beautiful Greek—-true Athenian, It is quite delights^ 
fttl to hour one's own accjont again. Were you ever at 
Athens ? " 

When T was a child ; T recollect—tliat is, I think- ** 

" What ? " (iskod Pelagia, eagpi'ly. 

great house in Athens—and & great l>attlc there— 
and coming to Kgyjjt in a ahip/’ 

'^^ireayena !” said Pelagia, and paused, * , . “IIow 
strange ! Girls, wlio said ho wna like me V " 

** I'm sure we meant no luirm, if we did aay it ia a joke," 
pouted ouc of tlie attendants. 

** Like me }—you must corat^ and see us, I have some¬ 
thing to say to you, , , * You must !'' 

Philaiiinioii niiainterpix^ti54l the intense interest of her 
tone, imd if lie did not slirink buck, gave some involuntary 
gestave of fuinetiiace, Pelagia laughed aloud ^ 

Don’t be vain enough to auspeot, fofjlish boy, hut 
cornel Do you think that 1 have nothing to talk about 
but nonaenso ? Come and see me. It may be better for 

you* I live in-and ahe named a foalklonable street, 

which Philammoiij thougli he inwardly vowed not to 
accept the invitation, somehow could not help xemember- 
ing. 

“ Do leave the wild man, atid come,'" growled the Amal 
from within tlie palanquin, You arc not going to turn 
min, I ht^po ? " 

'' Hot while the first man I ever met in the world sta^ 
in it/^ answered Pelagia, m she skipped into the palanquin, 
taking care to show the most lovely white bed and ankle, 
and, like the Parthian, send a random arrow as she re¬ 
treated. But dart was lost on. Philammonj who had 
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been already bn^iled awaj by the bevy of laughing attend* 
ante^ amid baaketej dreflamg-eBaes^ and bird-cages^ and wm 
f^in to make his escape into the Babel rounds and inquire 
his way to the patriarch's house. 

** Patriarch's house ?" answered the man whom ho first 
addressed^ a little lean^ swarthy fellow> with merry black 
eyes^ whoj with a basket of fruit at hia feet^ woa sntming 
himself on a baulk of timber^ meditatively chewing the 
j}apyrus-cane> and examining the strangers with a look 
of absurd sagacity, I know it j without a doubt I know 
it; all Alexandria lias good reason to know it. Arc you a 
monk?" 

, “ Yes," 

'' Then ask your way of the monks ; you won't go far 
without finding ono," 

But I do not even know the right direction : what is 
your grudge against monks, my good inau ? " 

“ Jjook here, my youth i you scorn too ingenuous for a 
monk. Don't fiatter yourself that it will last. If you can 
wear the sheepskin, and haunt the clkurch^s here for a 
month, without leoiraiiig to lie, and alaudcr, and clap, and 
hoot, and perhaps play your part in a scdition-and-murder sa^ 
tyric drama—why, you aro a bettor man than I take you for* 
I, sir, am a Greek, and a philosopher; though the whirlpool 
of matter may have, aiui indeed' has, involved my ethereal 
spark in the body of a porter. Tlicrofore, youth," cou- 
tin lied tlic little map, starting up upon his baulk like an 
excited monkeyf and stret^^liing out one oratorio paw, I 
bear a treble haireil to the monkish ta^ibe. First, ua a man 
and a husband; . . ^ for us for the smiles of beauty, or other- 
wise,—such as I have, I have ; and the monks, if they had 
their wicked will, would leave neither men nor woman in 
the world. Sir, they would exterminate the human race in 
a single generation, by a voluntary suicide I Secondly, as a 
jftrter; for if all men turned monks, nobody would be idle, 
and the prefesaion of portering would be annihilated. 
Thirdly, sir, as a philosopher; for as the false coin is odious 
tb the true, so is the irrational and animal asceticum of the 
monk, to the logical imd methodic Bclf*res||^nt of one wboj 
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like jonT humblest of philwopherej aepireMio a life accord- 
ing to the pure reason." 

** And pray," asked Fliilammon, half laughings who 
haa been your tutor in philoBophy ? " 

" The fountain of classio wisdom, Hypatia herBoll As 
the ancient sage—^the name is unimportant to a monk— 
pumped water nightly that he might study by day, bo I, the 
guardian of cloaks and parasols at the sacred doors of her 
lecture-room, imbibe celestial knowledge. Prom my youth 
I felt in mo a soul above the matter-entangled herd. 'She 
revealed to me the glorious fact, that I am a spark of Divinity 
itself. A fallen star, I am, sir !" continui^ he pcjisivcly, 
stroking his loon stomach—^'afullon siar I—fallen, if the 
dignity of philosophy will allow of the simile, among the 
hogs of the lower world—indectl, even into the hog-bucket 
itself* Well, after all, I will show you Ihe way to the Arch¬ 
bishop’s, Til ere is a pliilosophio pleusiire in opening one’s 
trefUiUTCA to the modest young. Perhaps you will assist me 
by carrying this basket of fruit ? " And the little man 
jiimpcd up, pu t his bosket on Philami^on’slLeftd, and trotted 
ofF up a neighboring street. 

Pliilammon followed, half contemptuous, half wondering 
at what this philoaopliy might be, which could feed the self- 
conceit of anything so abject os his ragged little apish 
guide; but the novel roar and whirl of the Htreet, tlie per- 
potnal stream of busy faces, the line of curricles, palanquins, 
laden asses, camels, elephants, which met and passed him, 
and squeezed him up stops and into doorways, as they 
threaded their way,through the great Moon-gate into the 
ample street beyond, drove everything from his mind but 
wondering curiosity, and a vague, helpless dread of that 
great living wildoruoss, more terrible than any dead wilder¬ 
ness of sand which ha hod left behind. Already he longed 
for the repose, the silence of the Ijinra—for faces which 
know him and smiled upon him ; but it was too late to toern 
back now. -His guide Held ou for more than a mile up the 
great main street, crossed iu the centre of the city, at right 
angles, by one equally magniiloenti at each end of which, 
miles away, app^ed, dim and distant over the heads of the 
5 , ^ 
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livings Btrfiam of pasH^ngcra, tfie y«llow BOnd-hillfl of the 
deeert; while at tlie end of the vista in front of them gleamed 
the bine harbor, through a network of count less mnets. 

At last they reached the quay at the oppoaite end of the 
street; and there burst on T^hiLammon's astonished eyes a 
vaat Bomimrele of blue eea, rtngc^l with palaces and towers, 
, * , Ho Btopped involuntarily ; and Ins littloguide stopped 
also, and looked askance at the young monk, to watch the 
etTect which that grand panoranui should produce on iiim, 

“ There !—ISehold our works ! Us Cl reeks I—us benighted 
heatheia I Tjook at it and feel yourself what you ore, a 
very siuall, conceited, igi’ionint young pfu-sou, who fancies 
that your new religion gives you n right to despise every one 
dso. Did Cliristians make idl tliia ? Did ChriatiauB build 
that Pharos there on the left horn—wonder of the world ? 
Did Christians raise that mile-long jnole which runs towards 
the land, witli its two drawbrwlges, eoTiiiecting the two 
pc^rta ? Did Christians build this espUuiado, or this gate of 
the Sun above our he:uls ? Or that Cnfstiren^m on our right 
here ? Tjf^ok at those ol>e]iHks before it 1 ” Apd ho pointtnl 
upwards to tiujse two world-famous ones, one of wltirh still 
lies cm itj* ancient site, as Cleopatra^ fflcedle. “ Tjook up ! 
look up, I say* and feel small—very small indeed 1 Did 
Christians raise them, or ongravc them from base to point 
with the wisdom c^f the auciieiits ? Did C'bristiaus build that 
Muttoum^noxt to it, or design itsatatuc?fl and its fi*escoeB—now, 
alas 1 re-echoing no pioro to tho hnmmings of the Attio 
bee ? Did they pih^ up out of the waves that paliieo beyond 
it, or that Exchange ! or till that I'cunjjle of Nei>tune with 
breatlung brass and blushing marble ? Did they build that 
Timonium on the point, where Antony, worsted at Actinm, 
forgot his shame in Clcapatra^s arms ? Did they quarry out 
that island of Antirrhwlua into a nest of docks, or cover 
those waters with the sails of every nation under heaven Y 
Speak 1 Thou son of bats and moles—thou six feet of sand 
—thou mummy out of the cliff caverns I Can monks do works 
like these?'' ^ 

** Other men have labored, and we have entered Into their 
laboTfl,” answered Philammon, trying to seem aa uncon-^ 
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corned as lie cotild. lie was, indeed, iittorlj astoniBliod 
to bo angry al anything. Hie overwhelming vaiatneaB, 
multiplieity, and magiiidecueo of the whole scene ; the 
raugo of bntldingSf SLich na riiother cuHli iiev'er^ perha[)Hj 
carried ou her lap before or Binco, tho extniordinary viiriety 
of form—tho pure Doric and Ionic of tho ciirlior PtolcmieB, 
tho bai'baric and confused gorgGou.’noss of tho Liter Roman, 
and here iwid there an iniitiition of tho gnu id elepliantiiio 
style of oltl hlgypt, its gaudy colors r el loving, while they 
doopeiLod, the dTcct of its tnasaive and simple outlines ; tho 
eternal great liolt of stone contrasting with 

tho restless ripple of the gliftcring liarhor, ami tho busy 
sails which crowded out into tho soa beyotid, like white 
doves taking their ilight into bonndleaa spaco H—alldaaszled, 
overpowered, saddened him, , , . This w^iti tho world. , , • 
Wiia it not beantifitl ? . . , Must not the men who made all 
this have boon—if not groat - , , yet , , . ho knew not 
wliftt? Surely tliey luwl great souls and noble thoughts in 
them I Surely there Wiis sonictJiing godlike in being able 
to create siKjfi tilings I Not for Uiomselvos alone, too ; but 
for a nation—for giniemtions yet nnbonn . , . And thera 
was the sea . , , and beyorul it, nations of men Innumer¬ 
able* * * . His imagination was dizzy W'itli thinking of 
them, , , * Were they all doomed—lost ? . , • Had (led 
no love for them ? 

At last, re<M)veriiig hiniseif, he recolicetotl his errand, and 
again asked Ids way to the archbiKlioj^H liousc. 

“This way, O youthful nonentity answered the little 
man leading tho way round the great front of the Cicsa^ 
rcuin, at the foot of tho obelisks. 

Fhllannnoin’s eye fell on some new masojiry in the pedi¬ 
ment, omaniented with Christian symbols. 

'' How ? la tills a church 

It ia a Caesareum. It has become temporarily a church* 
The iumiortal gods have, for the time being, condescended 
to waive their rights ; but it is tho Caesareum, nevertheless. 
This way ; down this street to the^rigJit. There,” said he, 
pointing to a doorway in the aide of tho Museum, “ Is tlio 
last haunt of the Muses—the lecture-rooni of Hypatia, tho 
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ftchool of my tmworthinces. , , . And atoppliig at 

the door of a splendid houao on the oppoaito aide of the atrcetj 
is the roaidenee of that blest favorite of Athene—Neith^ 
aa the barbarians of Egypt would denominate the goddess— 
wo men of Mauedoma retain Uie time-honored Grecian no¬ 
menclature. . - - You may put down your basket*” And 
he knocked at the door, and delivering the fmit to a black 
porter, made a polite obcisanoo to Pliilauimon, and seemed 
on the jicitit of taking his departure, 

" But whore is tljc archbieliopV house ?” 

Close to the Serapoiiira. You cannot miss the place : 
four Inmdred columns of mafhle, now ruined by Christian 

peraecutors, Btiuid on an eminenco- " 

** But how far oil ? " 

About three miles ; near the gate of the Moon*’'' 

Wliy, ’waa not tlmt the gate by which wo entered the 
city on the other side ? ” 

** Exactly so ; you will know your way back, having 
already traversed it,” 

Fhilammou cliccked a decidedly carnal inclinatJon to seize 
the littJe fellow by the throat, and knock his head sgaingt 
the wall, and contented himself by saying*— 

Then do yon actually mean to say, yon heathen villom, 
that you have taken me six or seven miles out of my 
road?” 

Good words, young man. If you do me harm, I call 
for help ; wo are eloso to tl^e Jews' quarter, and there are 
some thousands there who will swarm out like wasps on the 
chance of heating a monk to death. Yet that whi^ I have 
done, I have done with a good purpose* First, politically, 
or according to practical wisdom—in order that you, not T, 
might carry the boeket. Next, philosophically, or accord¬ 
ing to the intuitions of the pure reason—in order that you 
might, by beholding the inognificoucc of that great oiviJiza- 
tion* which your fellows wish to destroy, leom that yon ore 
an asB, and a tortoise, and a nonentity, and bo beholding your¬ 
self to be nothing, may be moved to become something*” 
And ho moved off. 

Philammon seized him by the collar of his ragged tnnio^ 
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and held him in a gripfrom which the little man, though ho 
twisted like an eel, could not escape* 

Peaceably, if you will; if not, by main force. Yon 
shall go back with me, and show me every step of the way. 
It is a juet penalty*" 

''The philoflopher conquers circamBtanccs by submitting 
to them. I go peaceably. Indeed, the base neccssitLee of the 
hog-hucket side of existence compel mo of themselves hack 
to the Moon-gate, for another early fruit job*" 

So they went back together. 

flow why Philummon^fl thoughts should have been mu" 
ning on the next new specimen of woinaukiiid to whom ho 
had been in trod ticcd. though only in name, lot psychologists 
tell, but certainly, after ho harl walked some lialf-Jiiile in 
silence, he suddenly woke up, as out of many mediiations, 
and asked— 

" Blit who is this Tly^Hitia, of whom you talk ho much ?" 
Who is Hypatia, riistic ? The queen of Alexandria! 
In wit, Athene ; llcrain majesty ; in lx'3iutyj Aphrodite I" 

" And wh« are they ?iiskod I’hilaiimKm, 

Tlie ported* stopped, survcycMl him slowly from foot to 
head with an expression of boundliiss pity and contempt, 
and wus in the act of walking off in the ecstasy of liis dis¬ 
dain, when. ]]o was brought to suddenly by Philaintnon's 
strong arm. 

“ Ah —^I recollect. There is a compatd. , Who is 
Atheno ? Tho goddess, giver of wiEJ^om. Hera, spouse of 
Zoua, qnoon of tho Celestials, Aphrotiite, mother of love, 

. * • Yon are not expected to understand.” 

Philammon did undeivtand, however, so much ^ this, 
that Hypatia waa a very unique and wonderful person in 
tho mind of his little guide ; and tlierefore asked the only 
further queation'by which he could aa yet test any Alexan¬ 
drian phenomenon— 

" And is she a friend of the' patriareli ? ” * 

The porter opened his eyes very wide, put his middle 
finger in-a careful and compIicated^Eo^iion betwocn hb fore 
and third finger, aud extending it playfully towards Philam- 
mon, performed therewith certain myst^ous signals, the 
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efl'ect whereof bohig' totally lost on him, tho little man 
stopped, took another look at Phtliiimnoii'a stately figure, 
and answered— 

“Of the iiunian race in goncrol, my young friend, Tho 
philosopher must riac aboTO tlie individual, to the contem¬ 
plation of the universal, * . , Aha Hero is something 
worth seeing, and tho gates are open.^ And ho stopped at 
the portal of a vast building* 

“ Is this the patriarch's house F ” 

The patriarch *b tastes are more plobei an. lie lives, they 
say, in two dirty little room^J—knowing what is fit for him. 
The patriarch's honao ? Its Ui]iti]iodeK, my yoiijig fritind—^ 
that is, if such beings have a ciiaiuic existence, on which 
point Hypatia has her doubts. This is tho temple of art 
and beauty ; the Deljihic tripod of poetic inspiration ; the 
solace of tlio earth worn drudge ; in a word, tTie theatre ; 
.which yourtwitriurch, if iic could, would convert t<i-morrow 

into a- -hut tlio philosopluT must not revile. Ah I I 

see tlio j>rcfeet*B appariturH at tho gate. Ho is making the 
polity, 4Uiwe eull it hero ; the (lispoflitioiiH ; sctUhig* in aimrt, 
the bill of faro Jr»r tlie day, in eoinpliance with the public 
palate. A focctioim jijvntotnime dances here on this day 
every week—adniirtsl by Sf^me, tJie Jews crfpecially. ''Po the 
more cla;sHic tiiato, manyof hia movonimits—his recoil, espe¬ 
cially—iure wanting in the true aTitirjuu woventy—might be 
called, pcyliaps, on the whole, inde<:eiit, Htill the weary 
pilgrim muHt bo aiuuR^I, l^ct ns step in and hear." 

lint b(^forc Philamnton mdd refuso, an ujiroar arose with¬ 
in, a rush outward of the mob, aTitl inward of the profeot^a 
apparitors. 

It is false!" shouted many voices, “ A Jewish calumny I 
The man is mnocent 1 

There is no more sedition in him tlian there is in mo," 
roared a fat butcher, who looked as rcialy to fell a man aa 
an*DX. ** Ho was always the first and tho lost to dap the 
holy patriarcli at sermon," 

“ Dear tender soul,* whimpered a woman i andT said to 
him only this morning, wliy don't you flog my hoys, Master 
Hicrax ? how cau you expect them to loam if they are not 
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flogged ? And he said, he never cM>uld abide the sight of a 
rod, it made his buck tingle sa^' 

** Which wm plainly n pro^jliecy 1" 

'' And provi« him innoctait j for homr could he prophesy 
if he was not one of the holy ones ? ” 

"Monks, to the rescue! HieraTt, a Cliristinn, ib taken 
and tortured in the theatre I thundered a wild hermit, hia 
beanl and hair sti'eamijig about his chest and shoulderB, 

" Nitria I JJitria! For (lod and the mother of God, 
monks of Nitria I Down with the Jewish KhuidercrH I 'Down 
witli lioathon tyrants ! —And the mob, reinforced as if by 
magic by hiindretlrt from without, swept down the huge 
vaulted passugu, carrying Philummou and the porter with 
tliem, 

“My friends/^ quoth the little mail, trying to look philo¬ 
sophically calm, though ho w*ih fairly off his IrgB, and 
hanging beiwomi heaven suid earth on the elbows of the 
bystandera, wliem^o tliis tuinidt 

" The Jews got up a cry that JlicruK wanted to raiflo a 
riot, Curat^tlitmi and their subbatli, limy iiro always rioting 
oil Saturdays about thin dancer of theivs, instcj^l of working 
like honest OhristiaiiB 1" 

‘ * And rioiin g on Sunday ins tomh Ahom ? Hoctarian d iflfor- 

cuccs, whicli the pliilosopher- 

The rest of Ibo f^mtencu disappoonid with the speaker, as 
a sudden opening of the mob let him drop, and buried him 
undoT innumerable logs. ^ 

Fhilommon, furioim at the notion of persecution, mod- 
dene-l by the cries arouiul liim, found IiimHelf bursting 
herccly through the crowd, till ho reached the front ranks 
where tall gates of open ironwork barred all further progress, 
but left a full view of the tragedy which was enacting with¬ 
in, where the poor innocent wretch, suspended from a gibbet, 
writhed and shrieked at eveiy stroke of the hide whips of 
his tormentors^ 

In vain Philammon and the monks around him knocked 
and boat at the gates; they were op1y»answered by laughter 
and taunts from the appafttors within, curses on the turbu^ 
lent mob of Alexandria, with its patriarch, clergy, Bainta, 
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and churchefl, and promiscH to eacli and all outside^ that 
their turn would oomo next j while the piteous screams grew 
fkinter and more faint, and at last, witli a convulsive jud¬ 
der, motion and suffering ciiaised forever in the poor inan- 
gled body. 

“ They liave killed liitn ! Martyred him ! Bock to the 
arohbiahop I To the patriarch's honso : bo will avenge us ! ” 
And as the horrible news, and the watchword which, followed 
itj paaaeil outwar^lM through the crowd, they wheeled round 
as one man, and poured through eti'eot after atreet towards 
OyriFs house; while Pljilammon, beside himself with horror, 
rago, and pity, liurried onward with them* 

A tumultnouH hour, or more, was passed in the street be- 
fore he could gain entrance ; and than he was swept, along 
with the mob in which he hod hticn fast wedged, through a 
dark low passage, and landed brcatlklcss in a quadrangle of 
mean and new buildings, overlitmg by the foar hundred 
stately columns of the ruined Serapeium. The grass was 
already growing on the ruined capitals and architraves. . . , 
Little did even its destroyers dream then, 4hat the day 
would come when one only of that four hundred would be 
left, as Fompey's Pillar,*' to show what the men of old 
could think and do. 

Philamtnon at lust escaped from the crowd, and putting 
the letter which ho liad cnrriod in liis l>osom into the hands 
of one of the priests who was mixing with tiie mob, was 
beckoned by him iiito^ corridor, and up a flight of stairs, 
and into a largo, low, me?ui room, and there, by virtue of 
the world-wide freemasonry which Christianity had, for 
the first time on earth, established, found himself in five 
minutes awaiting tlio summons of the most powerful man 
south of the Mediterranean, 

A curtain hung across the door of the inner chamher, 
through which Philammon could hear plainly the steps of 
some one walking up and down hurriedly and fiercely. 

They will drive me to it!" at last burst out a deep sono* 
rotia voice* “ They 'will drive me to it* . * * Their blood 
be on their own hoed I It is not enough for them to blas¬ 
pheme Ood and His church, to have the monopoly of all 
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Ibe cheating, fortune-tolling, usury, sorcery, and coining ol 
tlie city, but they must doliyer my clergy into the hauda of 
the tyrant F ” 

** It was BO oven in the upoatlee' Buggestod a softer, 

but far more unpleasjiufc voice. 

Then it shall be eo no longer ! Gwl 1ms given me the 
power to stop them ; and God do so to nio, ami more also, if 
1 do not iiHo that power, To-in.orrow I sweep out this Augcuik 
Btablo of villainy* iiud leave n'ot a Jew to blaspitomo and 
cheat in AlesamJria.^' 

** 1 am afraid siicb a Judgment, liowaver righteous, might 
offend bis cxeeilcjioy*" 

Ilia excdlcncy I His tyranny! Why does Orcetea 
tntckle to theac circumcised, but because they lend money to 
him and to his creatures ? Ho would keep up a den of 
fiends in Alo.vtmdria if they woiild do as much for him J 
And then to play tlierii (jif against me and niino, to bring 
religion into contempt Ijy setting tlio mob togetlier by the 
ears, and to end Avith outragesliku this I Seditious! Ilavo 
they not cau«e eiiougli ? Tim sooner I remove one of their 
temptations the better : Let the other tempter beware, lest his 
judgment be at hand ! ” 

** Tho prefect, your holinctia ?" jiakcd Uie other voice, 
slyly. 

Who spoke of the prefect ? Whosoever i > a tyrant, 
and a munlorer, and an oppressor of the jioor, and a^vorcr 
of the philosophy wliicli despises lyid enslaves the ptior, 
should not ho perisii, though he be seven times a prefect F" 

At this juncture riiilommon, tliiitking perhaps that he 
had already heard too much, notified his presence by some 
flight noiflc, at whieli the secretory, as ho seemed to be, 
hastily lifted the curtain, and aoniewhat sliarply demanded 
his buBincsB. The names of Pombo and Arsen iub, however, 
seemed to pacify him at once; and the trembling youth 
was ushered into the preBenco of him who in reality, though 
not in name, sat on the throne of the Pharaohs* 

Not, indeed, in their outward potup^j the furniture of the 
chamber was but a grade above that of the ortisan^s ; the 
dress of the great man was coarse and simple; if perBonal 
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vanity peeped out anywhere, it \fas in the careful arrange- 
mout of the bushy beards and of the few curling locka 
which the tonsure hwl spared* But tlie height and majesty 
of his figure, the stern and massiro beauty of his featuree, 
the flasliiiig eye, curling lip, and 2irojectiug brow—all 
marked Iklm os one hr»rn to coniiuaTid* As the youth en¬ 
tered, Cyril ati>p])ccl slLort in hiy walk, and looking him 
through and through, with a glanoo wliioh burnt upon his 
choeks like lire, njid miulc iiim all but wish the kindly 
earth would open aud hhlc him, took the letters, read them, 
and then began : 

" PhilamuioiL A Greek* You aro said to have learned 
to obey* If ho yon have ;i1bo loanieil U> rnlc. Your father- 
abbot has transferred you to my tutelage* You are now to 
obey me* ” 

And I wiQ.*^ 

Well Haiti* Go to that window, then, and leap into tlie 
court," 

Philammon walked to it, and o]ioued it. The pavernciit 
WJiH fully twenty feet below ; hut hia buslnessiiWiis to obey, 
aud nottiike Tiicitaurcmonts* Tliere was a Jlower in the vase 
U2>on the sill, lie quietly removed it, and in an Instant 
more would liavo leapt for life or deatJi, when Cyrirs voice 
thundcTod “ Stop I" 

The l(ul will pass, my Peter. I Bhall not bo afraid now 
for tlio BGcretfl which ho irmy havo overhoord.” 

Peter smiled aaaerit,^ooking all the while m if ho thought 
it a groat pity that the yoiu g man hod not been allowed to 
put tale-bearing out of hia own power by breaking bis neck* 

^'You wish to see the world. Perhaps you have seen 
flomething of it to-day*" 

“ I saw the murder-” 

Then you saw what you came hither to see ; wliat the 
world is, and what justice and mercy It can deal out. You 
would not dislike to boo God's reprisals to man's tyranny ? 
• . . Or to bo a fellow'-worker with Qod thorem. If I judge 
rightly by your looked",, 

1 would avenge that man." 

** Ah I my poor simple schoolmaster !" And his fate ia 
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the portent of poi-tenta to you uow ! Stuy awhilo^ till yon 
have gone with Ezokie! into the inner chambers of the 
deviFfl temploj and yuu will see woreo things thoxi these— 
women weeping for Thammna ; bemoftning tlio decay of 
an idolatry which they themselves disbelieve—That^ Wj is 
on the list of Hercules' labor, Peter mine," 

At this moment a deacon entered, , * * “ Your hoiiiieaa, 
the rabbis of the accuraed iiution arc below, at your eum- 
mons. We brought them in through the back gate, for 
fear of-” 

Right, riglit, Ao accident hi them might have mined 
ns, I shall not forget you. Bring them up, Peter, Uko 
this youth, iiitrothuio him to the paniljoluni, , . * Who 
will be the heat man for him to work ujider ? " 

*^The brother ''rheoiionipus is especial I y sober and 
gentle," 

Cyril shook his hciwl laughingly, * . , (Jo into the next 
room, my son, , , . No, Peter, put lirm under some liery 
Siiiut, some true [hwuuTgcs^ who will talk hiTii down, and 
work him t» death, and show Idin the tn'st and wor^t of 
everything. (Jfeitaplicm will 1 h» the man. Now then, let 
me see my cugagenieikts; five ininntrs for those Jews— 
Orestes did not choose to fnghteii them : lot us woe wfLcther 
Cyril cannot; then an hotir to look over the hospihd ae- 
oonnts; an hour for tlic stih^xils; a lialf-lujirr for the re¬ 
served cases of distress?; iiad another htilf-hoiir fr^i* mysolf; 
and th<m divine serviea 8ec that ^ho boy is there. Do 
bring in every one in their turn, Peter Tiiine, So innoli time 
goes in hunting for this nmn muT that imui, , . . and life 
is too short for all that. Whore are tliose ? ” and. Cyril 
pliingt^d iaito the latter half of his day's work with that un¬ 
tiring energy, self-sacrihce and method, which commanded 
for him, tit spite of all suspicions of his violence, ambitioti, 
and intrigue, the loviTig awe and implicit obedience of 
several huttdred thousand human beings. 

So Philammon went out with tho parabolaiii, a sort of 
organized guild of district visitom ^ .* * And in their com¬ 
pany he saw that afternoon the dark side of that world, 
whereof the hoFbor-panor&iiia had been the bright ona 
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IiL squalid miaery, £lth^ proifligacy^ ignorancej ferocity^ difr 
oontent, neglected in body, hotiae, and soul, by the oiyil 
aathorities, protiug tlieir existence only in aimless and 
sanguinary riots, there they starved and rotted, heap on 
heap, the masaea of the old Greek population, close to the 
great food-exporting harbor of the world. Among these, 
fiercely perhaps, and fanatically, but still among them and 
for them, labored those district visitors night and day. 
And so Philammon toiled away with them, carrying fo^ 
and clothing, helping sick to the hospital, and dcEid to the 
burial; cleaning out tlie infpctcMl h on sea—for the fever was 
all but perennial in those quarteis—and comforting the 
dying with the good news of forgiveness from above ; till 
the larger number had to return to evening service* lie, 
however, wsia kept by his superior, watching at a sick-bed- 
side, and it was late at night before ho got homo, and was 
reportetl to Peter the Header :is having acquitted himself 
like man of God/* aa, indool, without the least thought 
of doing anytliing noble or eelf-^aerifieing, ho had truly 
done, being a monk. And so he throw liiraaelf on a tinickle 
bed, in one of the many cells which opened off a Jong corri¬ 
dor, and fell fast asleep in a minute* 

lie was just weltering about in a dreary drcam-jumble of 
Goths dancing with district visitors, I’ehigia os on ongol, 
witli peacock's wings ; Hypatia with liorns ami cloven feet, 
riding tli/eo hippopotami at once round the theatre ; Cyril 
standing at an open window, enrsing frightfully, and peit^ 
ing him with Jlower-poLa; mid a similar self-sown after- 
crop of luH day's impressions; when ho wtw awakened by 
the tramp of hurried feel in the stre^et outside, and shouts, 
wltich gradually, us ho became oonseioas, sliaped them^lvei 
into cries of Alexander's church is on fire I Hdp, good 
ChristianB ! Fire 1 Help !' 

Whereat he sat up in his truckle-bed, tried to recoUeci 
where he was, and having with some trouble ancceeded, 
threw on hie shoepskin, and jumped up to aak the nows 
'from the deacons and TRonks who were hurrying along the 
corridor outside, Yes, Alexander's church was on fire;" 
and down the stairs they poured, across the courtyard, and 
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out into the street, Peter's tall figure een'iiig as a standard 
and a raliymg point. 

As they rushed out through tlio gateway, Philammon, 
dasKled by the sudden transition from tfic darltnuss within 
to the blaze of moon and starlight whitih flooded, the street, 
and walls, and shining roofs, hung back a moment. That 
hesitation probably saved his life ; for in an instimt ho saw 
a dark figiire spring out of the shadow, a long knife flashed 
across his eyes, and a priest iie3c:t to him sank upoTi the 
pavomoiit witli a grozm, while Lite asssRstn d^isliod oif down 
the street, hotly pursued by luopks iiiid parabolani. 

Philammon, who I'au like a desert ostrich, hiid soon out¬ 
stripped all but Peter, when several more dork figures sprang 
out of doorways and corners, and joined, or seemed to join 
the pursuits Suddenly, however, after ninniugu hundred 
yards, they drew up opposite tlio mouth of a side street; 
the assassin stopped also. Peter, suspecting something 
wrong, slackened liis pace, and caugkt Pliilaitimon^s arm, 

** T)o you aee those fellows in the shadow 

But, before Pliilammon could answer, m)mo thirty or 
forty men their daggers gleaming in the moonlight, moval 
out into tho middle of the street, mid received Uie fugitives 
into their ranks. What wiis the meaning of it! Here was 
a plenaunt tufite of the ways of tho most OhriBiion ami civil¬ 
ized city of tlio Empire ! 

“ Well," thought Philamnion, “ I have come out to see 
the world, and 1 seem, at this rate, to b« likely to see enough 
of it," 

Peter turned at once, and fled as quickly oa he luttl pur¬ 
sued ; while Pliilammon, considering discretion the better 
part of valor, followed, and they rcjointHl tlieir party breath¬ 
less. 

There is an armed mob at tho end of the street.” 

" Aasasains ! ” Jews ! ” ‘'A conspiracy ! ” Tip rose a 
Babel of doubtful voices. The foe appeared in sight, od- 
vanoing stealthily, and the whole party took to flight, led 
once more by Peter, who seemed detefrmined to moke free 
use, in behalf of his own safety, of the long legs which nature 
hod given him. 
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Philammon followe<l, sulkily and unwillingly, at a foot’s 
pat;o ; but licjtad not gone a dozen yards when a pitiable 
Voice at hia feet called to him— 

llelp I mercy ! l>o not leave me laere to be murdered ! 
I am a Christian ; indeed 1 am a Chriatiau I 

l^hilammon stooped, ttnd lifted from the ground a comely 
negro-wonmn, weeping, and shivering in a few tattered rem- 
^ Hants of clothing. 

ran out when they said the church was on fire,” 
sobbed the poor creuturc, and the Jews beat and wounded 
me* They tore my slmwl and tunic oif me before I could 
get away from them ; and tlien our own people ran over 
me and trod mo down. And now my husband will beat me, if 
1 over get homo. Quick ! up this side street, or we shall be 
murdored I ^ 

The armed men, whosoever they were, were close on them. 
There was no time to he lost; and Philammon, sssuriiig her 
tliat ho would not desert her, hurried her up the side street 
which she imintod out. Uut the luirsticra hiul caught aight 
of them, and wliile the mass hold on up tli^niain street, 
three (»t four turned aside and gave chase. The pcM>r negress 
oould only limp iJoiig, and Pliilammon, unarmed, looked 
back, and saw the bright stcol points gleaming in tho moon¬ 
light, and made up his mind to die as a monk should, ffever- 
thelesd, youth is hopeful. Ono eliance for Ufe, Ke thrust 
the negj^esH into a dark d^jorway, where her color hid her 
well enough, atid hiid Just Lime to ensconce himself behind a 
pillar, when tho foremost pursuer reached him. Ho held hia 
breath in fearful suspense. Should he bo eceu ? lie would 
ikot die without a struggle at least. No I the fellow ran on, 
panting. But iu a minute more, another came up, saw him 
suddenly, and sprang aside startled. That start saved Phi¬ 
lammon, Quick as a eat, he leapt upon him, felled him to 
the earth with a single blow, tore the dagger from hia hand, 
and sprang to his feet just in time to strike his 

new weapon fall into the third pursuer’s face. Tho man 
put his hand to hifl hood, and recoiled against a fcUow* 
ntfSan, who was close on his heels. Philammon, flushed 
with victory, took advantage of the confusion, .and beforo 
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the worthy pair could m^over* ilealt them ]ialf*u-dozen blows 
which, luckily for thorn, ciinio from uii unpractised liatid, 
or tlio young monk ndj^lit hare hud moi'c than ouo life to 
answer for. As it wus, tiiey turnol aiic) linipt'd olf, cursing 
in an unknown tongue; and Philammon found himself 
triumphant and alone, witli the tromblfng ncgress and tho 
prostrate ruffian, who, atiuinod by the blow and the fall, lay 
groaning on the pavement. 

It was all oyer in a minute. . « » ^riio ncgrt'as was kneol-^ 
lug under the gateway, jHJuring out her simple tlnuika to 
Heaven for this nnexpectwl tleliverance; anti Philammon 
woe al>out to kneel too, when a tlionght struck him ; and 
coolly despoiling the Jew of Ins shawd and sasli, lie handed 
them over to tho poor jicgrcHs, eoiisidcritig thorn fairly 
ouoiigliaa his own by right of conquest; hut, lo and behold 1 
as slic was overwhelm ing liirn with thanks, a fresh inob 
poured into the street from tlie tipper eml, and were close 
on them before they were aware. * , , A diiab of terror 
and despair, . . . and then a burst of joy, as, by mingled 
moonlight twid tordiliglit, riiilunimon dest*ruvl priestly 
robes, and iii tho ftjrcfroid of tho l>attlo—tlicro being no 
apparent danger—Peter the Kcjultu% who seomcHl to be 
anxious to prevent inquiry, by begmnmg to talk us fast 
as possible. 

*'Ah, boyf Safe? Tlio'sjiiiits be praised I Wo gav'o 
you up for dead ! Whom liavc you liere Y A prisoner ? 
And we have another. He ran rigli^ into our arms up tho 
street, and iheTA>rd delivered htin into our hand, lie musf: 
have passed you,” 

'' So ho did,” said Pliilainmon, dragging up liia captive, 
''and here is his fellow-acoimdreh” Wheroon the two 
worthies were speedily tied together by the elbows ; and tbo 
party tnarelied on once more in pojwreh of Alciituder’s church, 
and tho supposed conAngratioiu 

Philammon looked round for tho negress, but she had 
vanished. He was far too much aeliatncd of being known 
to have been alone with a woman to say anything about hen 
Tot belonged to see her again ; an interest—evensometliing 
IDceran affection—bad already sprang up in his heart toward 



80 


ITYFATIA. 


the poor Bitnple creature whom he had delivered from death, 
InHlead of thinking her ungrateful for not etaying to tell 
what he had done for her^ be was thankful to her for hav¬ 
ing saved hia blashcsj by disappearing so opportunely, . , , 
And he longed to tell her so—to know if ahe was hurt— 

to-Oh, Philaminon I only four daya from the Laura, and 

a whole regiment of women acquaintances already ! l^ue. 
Providence havingfiOnt into the world about as many womeii 
as men, it may be difficult to keep out of their way altogether. 
Perhaps, tcM>, Providence may huvo intended them to be of 
aome use to that other schc, with whom it lias so mixed them 
up. Don^t argue, poor Pliilammon ; Alexander's church is 
on fire !—forward I 

And so they hurried on, a confused mass of monka and 
populace, with their Impless prisoners in the centre, who 
hanlcd, ciifEed, questioned, and cursed by twenty self-elected 
hiquiflitorH at once, tJiought lit, either from Jewiali obsti¬ 
nacy, or sliocr bewilderment, to give no account whatsoever 
of themselves. 

Afl they turned the comer of a street, the folding-doors 
of a large gateway jolle<l open ; » long lane of glittering 
figures poured across the roail, dropped thoir spear-butts on 
tho pavement with a single rattle, and remained motionless. 
The front rank of the mob recoiled; and an awe-struck 
whisjHU* ran through them. , , , The StationaricB 1 ” 
Who 4 ire they asked Philammon, in a whisper, 

** The soldiers—tlw^ Koman soldiers/' answered a whis¬ 
perer to him. 

Pliilammon, who was among the leaders, hod recoiled 
too—he hardly knew why-—nt tliat stem apparition. His 
next instinct was to pre^s forward as close aa he dared. 

, . , And these were Jtoman soldiers I—the conquerors of 
the world I—the men whoso name had thrilled him from his 
childhood with vague awe and admiration, dimly hoard of 
up there in the lonely l 4 iiira, . . . Botnan soldiers 1 And 
hero he was face to face with them at last 1 

His curiosity received a sudden check, however, os he 
fqund his arm seized by an officer, as he took him to be, 
from tho gold ornaments on his lielmet and cuirais, who 
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lifted his Tine-atock threateningly over the young monkV 
head^ and demanded— 

“ What'g all this about ? Why are you not quietly in your 
bedsj you Alexandrian raacale ? 

Aleiander^a chnrcli ia on lire/^ answered Pliilamtnoii, 
thinking the shortest anewer the widest. 

So much the bettor*" 

“ And tlie Jews are murdering the Christian a” 

"Fight it out, then. Turn bi, men, it's only a riot*" 
And the steel-elail upparitioti suddenly fluBlieci round, mid 
vauishodj trampling and jingling, into the dark jawa of the 
guardiiouflo-gate, while tJie stream, its tonijxjrary barrier 
removed, rufiluMi on wilder tlmn ever* 

Philammon hurried on too with them, not without a 
strange feeling of diaappointmciit, “ Only a riot I ” Peter 
was chuckling to his brothers over tlwur (dcvernetia in " hav' 
ing kept the prisoneiti in the inidtlle* and atoppotl the nta- 
cals' mouths till they were past the gnanlhouse," “A fine 
thing to boast of,"t)kought Phllammcm, " in the faoo of tlie 
men who luaVe and iiurnake kinga and Ga*Rartt 1" " Only a 

r»ot I” Uo, and the corps of district vis item—whom ho 
fancied tlie most august body on earth—and Alexander's 
ohurcli, Christiana murdered by Jews, persocutiou of the 
Oatliolic f[iith, and all the rest of it, waa simply, then, not 
worth the notice of those forty men^ alone and soitare in the 
sense of power tutd discipline, among of thousands* 

• * i He hated them^ those soldiers* ^ Was it because they 
were indifferent to the cause of which he was inclined to think 
himself a not uniinjmrtunt member, on the strength of his Jate 
Saroaonic defeat of Jewisli penaecutors ? At least, he obeyed 
the little porter's advice, and " felt very small indeed." 

And he felt sTnaller still, being young and alive to ridb 
eule, when, at some sudden ebb or How, wavo or wavelet 
of tho Babel sea, which weltered up and down every street, 
a shrill female voice informed thorn from an up|»er window, 
that Alexander's church wtis not on dre at uU ; that eha hud 
gone to the top of the house, as Ijiey might Imve gone, if 
they had not been fools, etc*, etc* ; and tliat it " looked as 
safe and aa xigly os ever ," wherewith a brickbat or twa 
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having been sent iip in answer;, she sliut the bliniis, leaving 
them to halt, inquire, discaver gradually and piecemeal 
—after the method of mobs, tliey had been following the 
natiiro of mobs—that no one had seen the church on fire, or 
soon any one else who had seen the Bomo, or even seen any 
light in the sky in any quarter, or knew who raised the cry ; 
or—or—in short, AIoxsuider^B church was two miles oft ; 
if it WAis on fire, it was eitlicr burnt down or saved by this 
time; if not, the night-air was, to say the least, chilly ; 
and, whether it wus or not, there were ambuscfules of Jews 
—8atan only know how strong—in every street between 
them and it* . ^ . Biight it' not bo better to secure their 
two prisoners, luid then ask for further orders from the 
archbishop ? WThcrewith, after the manner of mobs, they 
melted olT the way they came, by twos and threes, till those 
of a contrary opinion begun to find tlieniBclveB left aJono, 
and luiving a strong dislike to Jewish daggers, were fain to 
follow the strcjim* 

With a piLiiie or two, a cry of “ The Jews arc on us 1 ” and 
a general rush in every direction (in which oiK\,ortwo, seek¬ 
ing shelter frotn the awful nothing in neighboring housea, 
were handed over to the watch ua burglars, and sent to the 
quarries acconlingly), they reached the Serapeium, and 
there found, of couFse, a counter-mob colleetetl to inform 
thorn that they had been taken in—tliat Alexander's church 
had never been on fire at iill—^that the Jews had murdered 
a thousand Oliristianfi at least, though tlireo dead bodies, 
including the poor priest who lay in tl^e house within, 
were all t'f the thoitsand wlio had yet been seen—and tliat 
the whole Jews^ quarter was marching upon thcnip At 
which news it was considered advisable to retreat into,the 
archbishop's house as quickly as possible, barricade the 
doors, and prepare for a siege—a work at wliich Philammon 
performed pr^igiesa, tearing woodwork from tlm tooxus, 
and stones from the parapets, before it struck some of the 
more sober-minded that it was sm well to wait for some more 
decided demonstration qf attack, before incurring so heavy 
a carpenter's bill of repairs. 

At lost the heavy tramp of footsteps was heard comiiig 
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down the street^ and every window waa crowded in an in¬ 
stant witli eager iieads ; while Peter nnhcd downatidrs to 
heat the large copperaf liaring mjiiie experienue in the de- 
fetiflir 0 virtu oa of boiling water. Tim hj-igli t in oon g] f ttcred 
on a long lino of helmets and cniruasos. Thuuk Heaven 1 
it waB the soldiery. 

Ato the Jews coming?" tho city quiet?” 

Why did not you prevent this villainy ?” *^A tliouBand 
citizens munloretl while you have hemi snoring ! ”—and a 
volley of Bimilar ejacuhitions, grockvl the soldiers us^ they 
passed, and were answered hy^a cn<d—To your perches, 
and sleep, you noisy chickens, or we’ll set tho coop on fire 
about your cars. ” 

A yell of defiance finawcrcil tliia polite speech, and the 
soldiery, who knew porfetitly well that the iiiuiriiLerl eoelcBi- 
astics within were not to he trilled with, and find no aiKibi- 
tion to die by copijig-stones and hot water, went quietly on 
tlioir way. 

All danger w^ia now past; and the cackling nise jubiJatit^ 
louder tlmn wer, and jiiight have <Mjiiiinucd till daylight, 
had not a window in the courtyard hiten suddetdy tlawn 
open, oud the awful voice of Cyril commanded sllcjmei. 

Every man sleep where ho can. I shall want you at 
daybreak. The superiors of tho parabolani arc to cfnne up 
to me with the two prisoners, and tho men who took theun.” 

In a few minutes rhihimmou found himself, w/th some 
twenty others, in tho great mim's prcfonco : ho was sitting 
at his desk, writing, tpiiotiy, small notea on slips of jiaiier, 

*^IIere is the youth who helped mo to pursue tho miir- 
dercT, and having outrun me, waa attacked hy the priisoncrs,” 
said Peter, " M!y luinds are clean from blood, 1 thank the 
Lordl" 

Three sot on me with daggers^” said Philammon, apolo¬ 
getically, "and I was forced to take this onc^s dagger 
away, and beat off tho two others with it." 

Cyril smiled, and shook his head^ 

Thou art a bravo hoy ; hut hiiat thou not read, " If a 
man smite thee on one cheek, turn to him the other ? ” 

1 could not run away, as Master Peter uud thereat did/ 
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“ 8o you ran away, eh P my worthy f riend ?” 

- " la it not written/' asked Peter, in his blandest tone^ 

** If they persecute you in one city, flee unto another ?” 

Cyrjl smiled again. ** And why could not you run away* 
boy?” 

Philammon blnshcd eearlet, but he dared not He, 

There was a—a poor black woman, wounded and trodden 
down, and 1 dure not leave her, for she told me she waa a 
Christian,” 

Itight, Tuy son, right. I shall remember this. What 
was her name ? ” ^ 

** I did not hear it.—Stay, I think ahe a^d Judith.'” 

** Ah ! the wife of the porter who stinida at the locture- 
room door, which God confound ! A devout woman^ full 
of good works, and sorely ill-trtsitoil by her heathen hus' 
band, Peter, thou ehiilt go to her to-morrow with tho 
pliyeieian, and sec if flhe ia in nood of auyUiing. Hoy, thou 
hast done well. Cyril never forgets, fJ ow bring up thoao 
Jews. Their Babbie were witli mo two hours ago promis¬ 
ing peace: and this is the way they Lave kept their pTomise. 
So ho it. Tho wicked is snared in his own wickedncBa,” 

The Jews were brought in, hut kept a stubbom silence. 

Your holiness perceives,” saidsoiuo one, “ that they have 
each of theqi rings of groen palm-bark on their right hand,” 
very dangerous sign I An evident conspiracy 1" 
commoiitod Peter, 

Ah ? What dofii that moaii, yoti raacala P Answer 
me, as you value your lives.” 

** You have no busiticss with us; wo are Jews, and none 
of your people," fluid one, sulkily. 

None of my people ? You have murdered my people ! 
Nona of my people ? Every soul in Alexandria is mine, if 
tho kingdom of God means anything ; and you shall And it 
out. I flh^dl not to'guo with you, my good friends, any more 
than 1 did with your Rabbis. Take these fellows away, 
Peter, and lock them up in the fuehoellor, and see that 
" ey are guarded. If any man lets them go, big life shoU 
le for the life of them.” 

And the two worthies were led oat» 
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''Now, my brothers, here are your orders. Yon will 
jiride these notes among yourselves, and distribnto them to 
tmstj and godly catholics in your districts* Wait one iLour, 
till the city be qniet i and then start, and raise the church. 
I must have thirty thousand men by sunrise/’ 

" What for, jour holiness ? ” asked a dozen voices, 
"Bead your notes. Whosoever will light to-morrow 
under the banner of the Lord, shall hare free plunder of 
the Jews' quarter, outrage and murder only forbidden. As 
I have said it, Go^l do so to mo, and more also, if th(?ro bo 
a Jew left ill Alexandria by to-morrow at noon. Go.’^' 

And tlio fitafl of orderlies hlerl out, tliaaking Tleaven that 
they had a leader so prompt and valiant, and s]M3nt the next 
hour over the hall hre, eating millet cakes* drinking htal 
beer, likening Cyril to Barak, Gideon, 8aiuson, Jephtliali, 
Judos Maccabeus, and all the worthies of the Old Testa¬ 
ment, and then started on tlioir jiaeihc errand. 

Fhilammon waa about to follow tljem, when Cyril stopped 

lifm. 

“Stay, my son j you siro young and i^h, and do not 
know the city. Lie down here and sleep hi tlie antCFooni. 
Three hours hence the sim rises, and we go forth aguinst 
the enemies of the Tj^jrd/' 

Plnlainmon threw himself on the Hoor in a roomer, and 
slumbered like a child, till lie w:iii awakoncil in the gray 
dawn by one of the jwabolani, , 

“ITp, boy I and sec whtit wo can,/io. Cyril goes down 
greater tluin Bamk tlio son of Abinoam, not with ten, but 
with thirty thousaad men at his feet 1" 

“ Ay, my brothers 1" said Cyril, as ho passed proudly out 
in foil pontificals, witli a gorgeous retinue of priests and dea¬ 
cons—“ the Catholic Church has her organization, her unity, 
her common cause, her watchwords, such as the tyrants of 
the earth, in their wcakneea and thoir divisions, may envy 
and tremble at, but cannot imitate. Could Orestes ruiae, in 
three houra, thirty thousand men, who would die for liuti ? ” 
“ As we will for yon I shouted pumy voices. 

" Say for the kingdom of God." And he passed out. 

And so ended Fhilammon's first day in Alexandria., 
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About fivo o'clock tho ne^t momiiig, Eaphael Aben-E^ra 
wae lying" in bftd^ ftltemately yawning over a maniuscript of 
Philo Jinlifetis, pulling the ears of liis huge British mafitiJI, 
watoliing the sparkle of the! fountain in the court outaide, 
wondering when that lazy boy would ooino to tell him that 
tho bath was warmed, and meditating, liwJf aloud, , , , 

‘^Alaa I poor me! Hero I aiu, back agabi—juat at the 
point from which J started ? - , , Itow am I to get free 
fTOm that licit then Siren ? I'Jagues on her I 1 shall end 
by falling in love with lior. . , , 1 don’t know that 1 Inive 
not got ii biirh of the blind boy in me already. I felt 
aliSLirdly glad the other day wlum that fool Udjl mo he dure 
not iicropL her moilcst offer, JIa ! ha J A delicious joke it 
would have boon to have seen Orcisrtcs Iniwing <lowai to stocks 
and stones, and Uypatia installed in tho ruins of tlie Hersr 
peiiim, as High PriasUsss of the Abomination of Oesolatlon ! 
. . , And iKKV . . , VV^oil : I call all limvcn and earth to 
wilncss, that I have fought valiantly, T fmye faced nanglity 
little EifJU like a man, rwl in hantl. What could a poor 
human being do nmAi than try to Tnarry her to soine one 
else, in liopcs of Kickenlng himself of the whole matter ? 
Well, every motli luts its candle, and every man his destiny. 
Bat the daring of tlio Httlo ford I What huge imagiiiations 
she has I She might be another SSenobia, now, with Oreates 
as Odeimtiis, and Kapliael Abeu-Kitra to play the part of Lon¬ 
ginus . . . and receive Longinus'a salary of axe or poison. 
8he don't care for mo ; she would sacrifice me, or a thousand 
of me, the cold-blooderl fannticinl archangel that she is, to 
water with our blood the foundation of some new temple of 
cost rags and broken dolls . , * Oh, Bapha^l Abeu-Ezro, 

8li 
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what a fool you are ! , • • You know yon are going ol! m 
usual to her lect\ire, this very morning ! ” 

At this crisis of it is coofessions the page entered» aud au< 
nouTicedj not tho batlii but M iriam. 

The old Tvoinaiii who, in virtue of her proftyssioji, had the 
private entry of all fash sortable ohambei^i iu AlexutiUria, 
came in hurriedly ; and instead of seating herself as usiud^ 
for a gossips remained, standing, and motioned, the buy out 
of the room, 

“ Well, my sweet mother ? Wit: Ah? 1 see! ^You 
raacalj you have firoiight in no wine for the hwly. Uon^t 
you know her little ways yet 

“hloa has got it at the cioor, of unswerotl the boy, 

with a aaucy air uf oifended virtue, 

‘^Out witli you, imp of Satan orjeil Mirhuii. ''This 
is no time for wiiiobibbiiig, iCapluieL Aherv-Ksi'u, why are 
you lying luTe ? Did ynu jukt reeeiv'e a note last night ? 

" A note ? So T did, but 1 wiis too sleepy U> road it. 
There it lies. Hoy, bring it here, . - . Whai^'s this? A 
scrap out oS Jeronriah ? ‘Arise, and IfetJ for thy life, for 
ovil is detcrjninwl against the whole house of Israel — 
Docs this come from tlie oliief rabhi - I always t(K)k tho 
vonerahfo father for a sober man. * . . Eh, Miriam 
** Fool I inetraul of laughing at the saA^rml ^'il^rda of tli© 
prophets, get up and obey them, T scjit yem the note/* 

“ Why canT I olwy tl^em in bod ! Hero 1 am, reading 
hard at tho CabhaU* or Fliilo—win),is stupiclor still—and 
what more would you have I ” 

The old woman, iinahlo to restrain her inrpationcc, literally 
ran at him, gniwhinfi lior teeth, oiid, before ho was aware, 
dragged him out of bed upon tJie Hoor, where ho stood 
meekly wondering what would come next. 

Many thanks, mother, for having saved mo tho one 
daily torture of life—getting out of bed by one’s own 
exortion. ” 

'^Raphael Aben^Ezra I are you so besotted with your phi¬ 
losophy arid your heathenry, and y^ur laziness, and your con¬ 
tempt for God aud man, tliat you will aco your nation given 
up for a prey, and your wcaUh plundered by heathen dogs ? 
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1 tell 7011 , Cjril has swtmx that God ahal] do so to him, And 
more ndso^, if there be a Jew left in Alexandria by to-morrow 
about thU time.” 

«So much the better for the Jews, then, if they are half 
as tired of this noisy PandemoTiium as I am. But how eau 
I help it ? Am I Queen Estlier, go to Aha&nerus there 
in the prefect's palace, and get him to hold out the golden 
w^eptre to me ? ” 

" Fool I if you had read that note List uight^ you might 
have gone and saved us, attd your name would have been 
handed down foiever from generation to generation as a 
second Mordeeai.” 

»My dear inotber, Ahasuerus would liave been either 
fast asleep, or far too drunk to listen to me. Why did you 
not go yourself ? ” 

“ Do you BupposG that I would not have gone if I could f 
Do you fancy mo a sluggard like yourself ? At the risk ci 
my life I have got hither in time, if there be time to save 
you." 

Well: shall I dress ? What can he done now 
Nothing ! The streets aro blockaded by rynl's mob— 
There ! do you hiMir tlio shouts and Bcrcams ? They me 
attacking the further part of the quarter already/' 

What 1 are they mu rdoriug thorn ? ** asked Haphaelj 
throwing on his pelisse. Because, if it hm really como 
to a practical joke of thut kind^ I siiall have the greatest 
pleaaure in employing a counter-irritant. Hero, boy ! My 
Eword and dagger I Quick I 

No, the hypocrites I No blood is to bo elied, they say, 
if we make no resistance, and let thorn pillage. Cyril and 
his monks are there, to prevent outrage, and so forth. « • 

Tho Angel of tho Lord scatter them I ” 

The eonvoreation was intemipted by the rushing in of 
the whole household, in an agony of terror ; and Baphael, 
at last thoroughly roused, went to a window which looked 
Into the street. The thoroughfare was full of scolding 
women and screaming children ; while men, old and young, 
looked on at the plunder of their property with true Jewish 
doggednessj too prudent to resist, but too manful to com-* 



TlfK NTSW mooBmes. 


89 


plain; while furniture came flying out of every window, 
aud from door after door poured a stream of raaoaJity, carry- 
ing off money, jewels, silks, aud all the treasures which 
jrewish ufioiy had accumulate during many a gejieration. 
But unmorcd amid the roariug sea of plunderers and plun¬ 
dered, stood, scattered up und down, Oyril's spiritual police, 
enforcing, by a word, an obedience which the Roman 
soldiers coiild only have compelled by liard blows of tlie 
spear-butt. Thei'o was to be no outrage, and no outrage 
there was ; and more than once some man in priestly Tobes 
hurried through the crowd, leading by the Land, tenderly 
enough, a lost cliild in search of Its parents. 

Rapliael stood watching silently, while Miriam, who had 
followed him u))attLirs, paced tlic room in an ecstasy of rage, 
calling vainly to him to speak or act. 

“ Ijet me alone, mother/' he said, at last, “ It will bo 
full teu minutes fnoro Ixifore they pay me a visit, and in 
the mcantifno what can one do better than watch the prog¬ 
ress of this, the little Exodua ? ” 

“iiot lil^t that flrst one I Then wo went forth with 
cymbals and songs to the Ued 8ca triumph f 'flicn wo 
borrowed, every woman of her neighbor, jewels of silver, 
and jewels of gold, and raiment. ” 

“ And now wo pay them back again ; it is but fair, 
after alL Wo ought bo huvo listoued to ifcromialL a thou¬ 
sand years ago, and never gone back ugaiji, like foolfi, into 
a country to which wo were so deeply, m debt" 

“ Accursed land I" cried Miriatn. In lui evil hour our 
foref-ithere disobeyed the prophet; and now we reap the 
harvest of our sins 1—Our sons have forgotten tlie faith of 
their forefathers for the philosophy of tjie Gentiles, and fill 
their chambers " (with a contemptuous look round) '‘with 
heathen imogeiy; and our daughters arc—Look there I 
Ab she spoke, a beau tiful girl rushed shrieking out of an 
adjoining house, followed by some half-drunk ruffian, who 
was clutching at the gold chains and trinkets with which 
she was profusely bedecked, aftc^ the fashion of Jewish 
women. The raaeal Iiad just seized with one hand her 
streaming black tresses, and with the other a heavy collar 
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of gold, which was wonnd round her throat, whon n priest, 
stepping up, laid a ^uiet hand upon \m shoulder. The 
fellow, too maddoned to obey, tnnictl, and struck back tlio 
Testraiiiing arm . . . and in on instant was felled to the 
earth by a young monk* . , , 

" Toucheetthou the Ltml'e anointtjd, aacrilegioua wretch 
cried the man of tbe desert, as the fellow dropped on the 
payomeut, with his iKJoty in his hand. 

The monk tore the gold neckhieo from liis grasp, Icioke^i 
nt it for a moment with childish wm^dor, as a savage might 
at some Encomprelionstblo product of efvilisfcd indiuitry, and 
then, spitting on it in contempt, dashed it on iho ground, 
and tnimplud it into the mud. 

“Follo\y tho golden wedge of Aclmn, and the silver of 
Iscariot, thou root of all evil !" Aait he ruslmd on, yelling, 
''Down with the circiiincifiion ! Down with tlio hlas- 
phernors V *—-while tliepoor girl Viuiishod among the crowd- 

Raphael watched him witli » qualnL thoughtful a mile, 
while Miriam alirieked aloud at the destruettou of the pro-* 
cious trumpery. « 

'* The monk is right, mothi'r. If those Christiana go on 
upon that ftiethcsl, they must beat us, Tt lias been our 
ruin from the first, our fancy for loading ourselves with the 
thick clay/' 

“ What will you do ? " cried Miriam, clutching him by 
the arm.^ 

“ What will you dfj,? ” 

" 1 am safe. I liavo a boat waiting for me on the canal 
at the garden gate, and in jVlexaiidria I stay ; no Christian 
hound shall make old Miriam move a foot against her will. 
My jewels arc ^1 bnried —my girls all sold ; save what you 
can, and come with me 1" 

" My sweet mother, why so peculiarly eolieitoue about 
my welfare, above that of all the sons of Judah ? " 

'f Because—hecauae—Wo, Ill tell you that another time. 
But I loved your mother, and she loved me, Como !" 

Raphael relapsed into silence for a few minutes, and 
watched the tumult below. 

" Hew those Christian priests keep their men in order 1 
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Thera ib no use reaiating destiny* They are the strong 
men of the time^ after all, and the little Exodus must needs 
have ita course. Miriam, daughter of Jonathan ——** 
“lam no man's daughter! I hare neither father nor 

mother, husband nor-^Call me mother again ! ” 

“Whatsoever I am to call joa, there are jewels enough 
in that closet to huy half Alexandria. Take them. I am 
going,'' 

“ With me 

Out into the wide world, my dear lady. I am bored 
with riches* That young saiyige of a monk undorstbod 
them better than we Jews do. I shall just m}ike a virtue 
of neceaaity, and turn hoggar/' 

“ Beggar ?'' 

“ Why ]iot ? Don't argue. Theae aeoundrels will make 
me one, whether I like or not; bo forth T go. There will 
Ijg few leave-UkingH. Tliia brute of a dog irf the only friend 
I have on enrtli i and 1 Jove Jior, iK^eauBO she has the true 
old, doggefl, spiteful, cnlining* nlisfeimito Maocaheo apirit in 
her—of wliioh if wo Inul a Piinrk left in us just now, there 
would he no ItUle Extxlns ; eh, Jimn, my beauty 

“ You can escjapo with uie to tins prefect's, and siive the 
mass of your wcaltli." 

“ Exactly what I don't want to do. 1 hate that prefect 
HB I hate a ihnid ranicl, or t!to vulture who eats hiin. And 
to teU the truili, I am growing a great deal too fond of that 

heathen woman there- * 

“ What ?” ehriekod the old woman—Hypatia 
“ If you choose. At all events, the ettsiutst way to cut the 
knot is to expatriate. I shiiH iK^g my passage oti board the 
first ship to Cyrene, and go and study life in Italy with 
lleraeliau's exp«lition. Quick—^tako the jewels, and breed 
fresh troubles for yourself with them. I am going. My 
liberators are batteriijg the outer door already.” 

KirUm greedily tore out ot the dimot diumonda and 
pearls, nihics and emeralds, and concealed thorn among her 
ample robes—“ Go 1 go I "Ksoape froni her ! I will hide 
your jewels !" 

Ay, hide them, us mother earth does uU tilings, in that 
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aQ* 6 mbracing boaom. You will hare doubled them before 
we meet again> no doubt. h'arewelLj mother I 

“ Eut not forever^ Raphael! not forever ! Promise mo* 
in the name of the four archangelaj that if you in 
trouble or danger, you will write to me, at the houie of Ea- 
daimon/^ 

** The little porter philosopher, who hangs about Hypatia^a 
lecture-room 

The aame, the same. lie will give mo your letter, and 
1 a wear to you, I will crosa the mountains of Kaf, to deliver 
you !—I will pay you all back. By Abraham, iHaao, and 
Jacob 1 swear 1 May my tongue clcavo to the roof of my 
month, if I do not aceomit to you for the last penny i" 

** T>on^t commit yourself to rash promises, my dear lady. 
If I am bored with poverty, T can hut hoirow a few gold 
pieces of a rabbi, juul tuni peddler. T rt^ally do not trust 
you to pay mo back, bo 1 sliall not be disappointed if you 
do not. Why should I ? 

** Beeanse—^becauso—Oli, Owl I Wo—^never mind ! You 
shall have all back, S]>{rit of Elias ! where Sh the block 
agate ? Wliy ia it not among thcBO ? —^L’lie broken half of 
the black agate taliRinaii ! 

Raphael turned pule. How did you know that 1 have 
a block agate ? ” 

How did 1? JTowdid T not?” cried she, olutehing 
him by tte arm. Where ia it ? Ail depends on that 1 
Fool I " she went on, throwing him off frofn lifu* at arm's 
length, as a sudden suspicion stung her—“ you have not 
given it to the heathen wonmn ? ” 

By tbo soul of my fatliers, then, you mystertens old 
witch, who seem to know everything, that is exactly what 
1 have done.” 

Miriam clapped her hands together wildly. ** Lost! lost I 
lost ! No I I will have it, if I tear it out of her heart I I 
will be avenged of lujr—the strange woman who flatters 
with her words, to whom the simple go in, and know not 
that the dead are thei^, and that her guests ore in the 
depths of hell I God do so to me, and more also, if she and 
her Borceiies bo on earth a twelvemonth hence I ” 
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** Jozebel! Heathen or none, bIio ii ae pare aa 

the snulight! I only gave it her becauae ahe f^ciod. the 
talianmii upon it," 

“ To enchant yon with it, to your ruin 1" 

** Brute of a slave-doaler f you fancy every one aa base as 
the poor wretches wliom yon buy and sell to shame, that 
you may make thorn as much the children of hell, if that 
bo possible, os yoursolf !" 

Miriam looked at him, lier large block eyes widening and 
kJudling. For an instant she felt for Ikor poniard^and tbea 
burst into an agony of tears, ^jid her face in licr withorod 
hands, and rushed from the room, as o crash and shout 
below announced the bursting of the door. 

There she goes with my jewels. And hero come my 
guests, with the young monk at their head*—One rising 
when the other seta. A wortliy pair of Dioscuri! Come, 
Bran.! , * ,iloya J Blavea ! Where are you ? Steal eveiy 
ono whflt he can lay his lumds on, and run for your lives 
through the hack 

Tlte slaveaihud obeyed biin already. Tie walked smiling 
downstairs tlirough utter BoJitudo, and in tlio front paa^ 
sage, met foeo to face tlie mob of inoiiks, costermongers 
and dock-workers, iitihwives and beggiuia, wbo wore throng¬ 
ing np the narrow entry, and bursting into the doors right 
and feft ; and at their head, ulae ! the young monk who had 
just InLinplcfi tlio necklace into tiie mud , • . nojother, in 
fact, than Philammon. » 

Welcome, my worthy guests ! Enter, 1 beseech you, 
and fulfil, in your own peculiar way, the precepts which 
bid you not be over anxious for the good things of tliis life. 

. . . For eating and drinking, my kit<;hen and collar are 
at your service. For clothing, if any illustrious personage 
will do me the lionor to change his holy with mo, 
here are on Indian shawl-pdisse and a pair of silk trousers 
at his service. Perliaps you will accommodate me, my 
handsome young capt^, choriiguB of this new school of 
the prophets ? " • 

Philammon, who was the peiHon addressed, tried to pugh 
him contemptaously. 
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Allow me, Bir. T lead tlie way. This dagger 15 poi- 
BOiied,—a 8unituh and you are dcjid, TLib dog is of the 
true BritiBh breed ; it she aeissee you^ rod-hot iron will uot 
loose her, till she hears the bono crack. If any one will 
change clothes with all I liave is at your aorvicQ. If 
notj the first that stirs is a dead man/'' 

There waa no mistaking tlie quiet, high-bred determina^ 
tion of the e-jioakcT. llaiL he I'aged and hlusiurtvl, Philam- 
mon could have met him on lua own ground; but there 
WHS an easy sclf-posaesecd diedain about hitn, which utterly 
abufihed the young in oiik^ and ubashcil, too^ tJie whole crowd 
of rascals at his heels* 

“ ni change clothes with youj you Jewisli dog !'' roared 
a dirty fellow out of tlie mob, 

I am your etermd debtor, fict ua stop inh? this side 
room* AValk upstairs, my friendK. Take care tliere, sir f 
—That porcelain, whole, is worth tlircc thousand gold 
pieces : broken, it is not worih tlireo ponco. I leave it to 
your gtwl sense to treat it at^jrdingly. Now then, my 
friend And in tho midst of the raging voi'tox of plun¬ 
derers, who were snat(diiug up everything which they could 
carry awtky, and breaking everything which they could not, 
lie quietly divested himself of his finery, and jmt on tho 
ragged cotton tunic, and battcretl straw hat, which tho 
fellow handed over U) him, 

PhilarpnioTi, who had had from the first no mind to plun¬ 
der, stood watching♦ItapliHcl with dumb wonder; and a 
shudder of regrot, lie know not why, paased through him, 
as ho saw tlie mob tearing down pictures, and dashing 
statuea to tlio groninL Heath on they wpre, doubtlose; but 
still, the Nymphs andYgnusca looked too lovely to he so 
brutally destroyed* * , * There was flomething almost hu¬ 
manly pitiful in their poor broken arms and legs, os tboy 
lay about upon tho pavement, * * , Ho laughed at himself 
for tho notion ; but he could not laugh it away* 

Baphae! seemed to think that he ought not to laugh it 
away ; for he pointed to the fragments, and with 3 quaint 
look at the young monk—^ 

** Our nurses used to toll us. 
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** * If yi>ii vaii't itiube it, 

Vou oiight lu^ to luieAk lt^‘ " 

'‘I had no nurae,” said Phihunuion, 

** All I—tlittt flcuouiita—for tills and other things. Well,'* 
he went on, with the moat provoking good-nature, “you 
axe in & fair road, my hand some youth ; I wkli yon ]'oy of 
your fellow-workmen, and of your itpprentkeahip in the 
noble art of monkery* Uicit and pillage, shrieking women 
and hodselcAB children in your twentieth aummer, ai'e the 
sure path to a saintsliip, such as I'aul of Tarsua, who with 
all his (Mscentricitios, was a geptlemiin, ecrtainly never con¬ 
templated. I have heanl of Phodnis Apollo under many 
dlsguiaefl, bnt this ia the first time I ever saw him in the 
wolf^H bide*” 

“ Or in the lion^s,” said Philammon, trying in Ida ahaiiie 
to make a fine speech. 

'^Jjikethc Afls in the Fable. Faro well! Htand ont of 
the way, friends ! 'Winw teeth and poison !'' 

Ami he disappoart^d among the crowd, who made way 
respoetfully <?Liough for his dagger and Lis brindled com* 
pauion. 
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THOSE BY WHOM OFFENCES COMB. 

Philammon's heart amoto Jiim all that day, whenerer he 
thought of hia moriiiiig^g work* Till then all Christiana^ 
monka aboYO ])ad been CDlallihle in liia eyc&; all Jew9 
and heatliena iiLtumo hikI accui'scd. Moreover^ meekness 
nnder inanity fortitude in calamity, tho contempt of worldly 
comfort, the worship of poverty oa a noblo estate, were 
virtues which the Church Catholic boasttMl aa lior peculiar 
heritago; on which sido hafJ tho lw*liuice of thoao qualities 
incliiicd that morning ? The figure of Raphattl, stalking 
out ragged andpcniiiJess into tlic wide world, haunt(kt him, 
with its quiet, aelf-asGnred smile. And there liaunted him, 
too, another peculiarity in tho man, winch fio had never 
before remarked in any oiio hirt Ars^mins—^that iifiae and 
grace, that courtesy and self-restmint, wliich made Raphaera 
rebukes rankle all the more keenly, because be felt tliat the 
rebuker waa in some mysterious way superior to him, and 
saw through him, and could have won him over, or cruaJied 
him in argument, or in intrigue—or in anything, perhapa, 
except mere brute forcew Strange—that Rapbaol, of all 
men, should in thoHo few momente have reminded him ao 
much of Arsenins; and that the very same qualities which 
gave a peouliar charm to tlie latter should give a peculiar 
unloveliness to the former, aTid yet be, without a doubt, the 
aame. What was it ? Was it rank which gave it ? Arse^ 
ulus had been a great man, he knew^tho oompanion at 
kings* And Raphael Bcemcd rich. He had heard the mob 
Cluing out againat tho prefect for favoriog him. Was it 
then familiarity with the great ones of the world which 
produced this manner &nd tone ? It was a real strength, 
whether in Arseniua or in Raphael. He felt humbled before 
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it—envied it* If it made Arn^iua a more eompleto and 
more captivating person, why should it not do tJie same for 
him. F Why should not he, too^ have hia share of it P 
Bringing with it auoli thoughts m these, the time ran on 
till noon, and the mid-day nioal, and the aftemoon’e work, 
to which Philammon looked forward joyfully, as a refuge 
from hifl own thonghta. 

He was sitting on his sheepskin upon a siep, basking like 
a true son. of the desert, in a blaze of Hevy sunshine, which 
made the black stonework too hot to touch with the bare 
hand, watchitig the swallows, as they threaded the columns 
of the f^erapOLum, and tliinking liow often lie had delighted 
in their air-<hinoe, as they turned and hawked up and down 
the dear old glen at Scetis. A crowd of eitissima with 
causes, appeals, and petit tons, were pttssing in and out from 
the patriarch's audience-rooni. Peter and tlie archdeacon 
were waiting in the shade close by, for tho gatliering of 
the parabolani, and t:dking over tlio niornijig^s work in an 
earnest whisper* in wliieh the narm^ of Ifyijatia and Orestes 
were now aatl then audible. 

An old priest Ciaiiie irp, and hfjwing reverently enough to 
the arehdcacoii* requested tho lidi) of one of tho i>araholani. 
Ho had a sailor's family, all fever-stricken, who must bo 
removed to the hospital at once, 

Tho archdeacon looked at him, unHwered on o£F-liand 
''Very well," and went on with his talk* 

The priest. Lowing lower than hejore, represented tho 
immediate necessity for help. 

“ It is very odd," said Peter to the swallows in tho Sera- 
poium, “ that some people cannot obtain influence enough 
in their own parishes to get the simplest good works 
performed without tormenting his holiness the patriarch," 
The old priest mumbled some sort of excuse, and tho 
archdoaeou, without deigning a second look at him, said—. 
''Find liim a brother Peter* Anybody will da 

What is that boy—Philammon—doing there ? Lot him go 
with Moatesr Hicracas*" 

Peter seemed not to rct'civo the propoaitum favorably, 
and whispered somotliing to tho archdeacon, , * • 
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** No. I can B}>arc none of tlie reflt. Importunate per- 
ions nmst take their chaiiccBof being well served. Come— 
hero are our brethren ; we will all go together.*^ 

'^Tlie furtlier together the better for the boy^s eake^" 
gmmbled Peter* loud enongh for Philainmoii—perhaps for 
<Jio old priest—to overhear him, 

Ro Fhihmimon went out with tlicm* and os he went 
questioned hia oompanions meekly enough, m to who Ra- 
phztel was. 

A friend of Hypatia ? **—that name, too, Imunted him ; 
and he began, as stealthily and indireetly as he could, to 
obtain information about her, I'hcro was no need for his 
caution ; for the Tory nientlon of her name roused the 
whole party into a fury of execration, 

"May Ood confound her, siren, enchantress, dealer in 
spells anti sorceries 1 Slie U the stmngo woman of whom 
Solomon prophesied*” 

“ It is niy opinion,” said another, that she is tlie fore¬ 
runner of Antichrist/' 

Perhaps the virgin of whom it lajirophesicd that he will 
be horn," suggested another, 

“ Not that. I'll warrant her," said Peter, with a savage 
sneer. 

And is Raphael Aheu-Ezra her pu2>d iii philosophy 
asked Philumruon, 

" Her jmpil in wlmtflocv^'r she can find wherewith to de¬ 
lude men's souls," s^id the old priest. The reality of 
philosophy has died long ago, but the great ones Hud it still 
worth their while to worship its shadow.” 

Some of them worship mere than a shadow, when they 
haunt her house,” said Peter* “ Do you think Orestea goes 
thither only for^philosophy ?" 

mnat not judge harsh judgmentB,” said the old 
priest; Synesiua of Oyrene is a holy man, and yot ha loves 
Hypatia well.” 

He a holy man ?—and keeps a wife ! One who had the 
infioicnea to tell the 1:^essad Theophilus himself that he 
would not be made bishop unless ha were allowed to remain 
with her i and deapisod the gift of the Holy Ghost in com- 
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[>Arjson of tbo ciumnl joya vf iveil)cM3lc, not knowing tho 
Scriptures^ wJiicIi saith t>iut those who are in tho flesli can- 
not please Ood ! Well said Sirieius of lit me of such men— 
'Can the Holy Spirit of God dwell ''n other than holy 
bodies ?' wonder that such a on *5 as Synesius grorels 
at the feet of Orestes^ mistresH! ” 

" Then ahe is profligate ? ” asked Philammon* 

“ She must ho. Has a heathen faith and grace ? And 
without faith and grace^ arc not all our righteoiisnesses as 
filthy rags ? What says 8t* l^aul ?—That God has given 
them over to a reprobate miiidj^full of all in just) ce^ tinclean- 
neaa, covetousness, maliciousnosH, yon know the catalogue— 
why do you ask mo ? ” 

" Alas ! and is she this ? 

** Alas I And why alris ? How would the Gospd bo 
glorified if hciLthcns were holier than Christians ? It ought 
to bo BO, therefore it is bo. If elto Kceina to have virtues, 
they, being done without the grace of Oliristj itre only 
bcill^cned vices, cunning shams, the devil transformed into 
im angel of light. And as for chastity, the flower and crown 
of all virtues—whosfiever says that she, being yet a heathen, 
has that, blasphetnje tho Holy iSpirit, whoso peculiar and 
highest gift it is, and is amithema maniuatha forever ! 
Anicn V* And Voter, devoutly crossing himself, turned 
angrily and coi> uoniptuonsly away from his young com¬ 
panion. ^ 

Philammofi ^vas quite shrewd enough to see that assertion 
waa not idcnti''^l with proof. lint Petcr^a ai'gument of “it 
ouglit to be, thoreforo it is one which Bavea a great deal 
of trouble . h. . and no doubt he hod very good eourcca of 
information. So Philammon walked on, sad, be know not 
why, at the new notion which he had formed of Hypatia, 
aa a sort of awful sorccross-Hcssolina, whose den was foul 
with magic rites and ruined souls of men. And yet if 
that was all she had to teach, whence had her pupil Baphael 
learned that fortitude of his ? If philosophy had, as they 
said, utterly died out, then what was Uaphael ? 

Juet then, Peter and tho rest turned up a side street, and 
Philammon and Hicracas were left to go on their joint 



100 


HYPATIA, 


errand together, They paced on for some way in. ailence, 
up one street and down anothoTj till Philammonj ior want 
of anything better to aay^ askod where they were going ? 

Whero I chooaej at all events. No, young man I If I, 
a priest, am to be insulted by urehdeacons and roodera, I 
won't be insnlted by yon." 

" I assure you 1 meant no harm." 

** Of courso not; you all learn the eamo trick, and the 
young ones catch it of the old ones fast enough. Words 
smoother than butter, yet veiry swords," 

You do not mean to cQUipluiu of tho archdeacon and 
his companions said Philammon, wbo of courao was 
boiling over with pugnacious respect for the body to which 
he belonged. 

No answer. 

Why, sir, arc they not among the most holy and devoted 
of moil ?" 

All—yes," said his oouipanion, in a tone which sounded 
very like Ah—no." 

You do not tiunk so ? " asked PliilEimmotf, bluntly, 

“ Yon are young, you are young, AVait a while till yon 
have seen as much as I have. A degenbrato age this, my 
Bon ; not like tho g^xiri old times, wlicu men dare suffer and 
die for tho faith. We arc too iimsperous nowadays; and 
due ladies walk about witJi Hugdidens embroidered on their 
silks, and gospels huTiging i^und their neck& When t was 
young, they died fc^ that with which they now bedizen 
themaelves," 

“ But I was speaking of tho paraholani." 

** Ah, there are a great many among them who have not 
much buBtneflS where they are. Don't say I said so. But 
many a rich man puts his name on the list of the guild just 
to get his exemption from tuxes, and leaves tho work to poor 
men like you. Rotten, rottea 1 my son, and you will find 
it out. Tho preachers, now—people used to say—I know 
Abbot Isidore did—that I had as good a gift for expounding 
as any man in Pelusium; but since I oamo hero, eleven 
years since, if you will believe it, 1 have never been asked 
to preach in my own parish church," 
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You surely jest 1" 

True^ as I am a chrietaned man, 1 know why—I know 
why: they are afraid of Isidore’s men here. , • , Perhaps 
they may have canght the holy man’s trick of plain speak¬ 
ing—and ears are dainty in Alexandi'ia, And there are Borne 
in these partSj too, that have never forgiven him the part he 
took about those three viliaiiis, Maro, Zosimus, and Mar- 
tinian, and a certain letter that came of it; or another letter 
either, which we know of, about taking aims for the chnrch 
from the gains of robbers and usurers, * Cyril never forgets."^ 
So ho says to every one who does him a good turn* * * . 
And so he does to every one who lie :huiciea has done him a bad 
one. So here am I slaving away, asiibordirmte priest, while 
such fellows as Peter the Ihsader hxik down on me as their 
slave. Hut it’s always so. *]’'here never was a bishop yet, 
except the bh^cd Augustine—would tfj licitven J had taken 
my ablKjt’fl lulvico, and gOTio to him at Hippo !—who had 
not liis ilattcrers mad his talc-bearrrs, mid generally the 
archdeacon at tlio heiid of them, rcatly to step into the 
bisliop’s jilaod whtsn lie dies, over tlio heads of hard-working 
parish priests. But that is tho way of tho world. The 
sleekest and tho oiliest, and tbo noisiest; the man who t!*m 
bring in moat money to the charities, Ticver mind whence 
or how ; tho man who will take roost of tho bisliop's work off 
hia hantls, and agree with liim in oveiyt-ldng lie wants, and 
save him, by spying and eavesdropping, tho trouble of using 
his own eyes ; tliat is the man to in Alexandria, or 

Constantinople, or Homo itself, Tjook now ; there are but 
seven deacons to this great city, and all its priests j and tliey 
and tho archdeacon are tlio masters of it and us. They 
and that Peter manage Cyril’s work for him, and when 
Cyril makes tho archdeacon a bishop, 3io will make Peter 
archdeacon. . * * They have their reword, tliey have their 
reward; and bo has Cyril, for that matter/’ 

“Howr’ 

" Why, don’t say I aaid it. But what do T cjire ? I have 
nothing to lose, I’m sure. But they do say tliat there aro 
two ways of promotion in Alexandria : one by deserving it, 
the other by paying for it That’s aU*" 
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*' Impossible I 

** Ob, of course, quite impoBaible. But all I know ia just 
thiB, that when that fellow Martini an got back again into 
Pelusium, after being tnmed out by the late bishop for a 
rogue and hypocrite as ho was, and got the ear of this present 
bishop, and was appointed hia steward, and ordained prieat 
—Vd as soon have ordained tliat streot-dog—and plundered 
him and brought him to disgrace—for I don^t believe this 
bishop is a bad man, but those who use rogues must expect 
to be called rogues—and ground the poor to the earth, and 
tyrannized over the wliolc eity m tliat no man's property, 
or reputation, scarcely their lives, wore safe ; and after all, 
had the impudence, when lie was called on for his accounts, 
to bring the church in us owing him money ; I just know 
tins, that he added to all his other shamelessness this, that 
he offered the patriarcih a large sum of money to buy a 
bishopric of him. . . . And what do you think the patri¬ 
arch answered 

**■ hlvcornmiJiiicjifcKl the sacrilegious wn^teh, of course J ” 
Sent him u letter tr> say tliut if he dared*to do sneh a 
thing again he should really be forcnOfl to exptwe him ! So 
the follow, taking couragt?, brought his itioney himself the 
next time; and all the W(»rld says that Cyril would have 
made him a liinhop after all, if AhlM>t Isidore htul not written 
to renionstratcH" 

**■ fie eouUl not have known the man’s character/' said 
poor Philammon, hurt ting for an excuse. 

'' The whole Delta was ringing with it, Isidore had 
written to him again and again.” 

'^Surely then his wisli was to prevent scandal, and pre^ 
serve the unity of the churcdi in the eyes of the heathen/' 

The old man laughed bitterly, 

** Ah, the old slory^—of preventing scandals by retaining 
them, and fancying that stu is a less evil than a little noise; 
as if the worst of all scandals was not the being discovered 
in hushing up a scandal. And as for unity, if you want 
that, you must go back to the good old times of Diodesiwi 
and Decius," 

“ The persecutors ? ” 
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Ay, boy—to the times of persecution, vlien Christiaiia 
died like brothers, because they lived like brothers. You 
will Bee very little of that now, except in some little remote 
county bishopric, which no one over licam of from year's 
end to year’s ejid. Hut in the cities it is all one great fight 
for place and power. Every one is jealous of hU neighbor. 
The priests are jealous of the and good ci\me they 

have. The county bishops are jmlouH of the metTO])oUtaTi, 
and he is jcaloue of the Nortl* African bishops, and quite 
right ho is. Wliat husinosH have tliey tfj s(?t up for thein- 
selvefl, as if they wore infaHil^lc ? It'^s a sribism, I say—a 
complete schism. They are just as Ijad as tlioir own Pona- 
tists. Pid not the Council of Ni^nj settle that the Metro¬ 
politan of Ales an dr in ahould have anthority over Libya and 
Peutapolis, according to the ancient custom ? *' 

Of course Im ought," said Philammon, jealous for the 
honor of his own patriarchate. 

Ajicl tlio imtriai*<jhH of Koniu and Constantinople are 
jealouft of onr patriarch,” 

"OfCyrili?" 

" Of course, because he won't he at their beck and nod, 
and let tliein bo lonls and Tniii^tcrs of Africa,” 

" But flurcly thcflc things can be settled by couneils ?” 

“ Councils ? Wait till you have been at one. The bleeaed 
Abbot Itiidoro used to say, that if he ever was a bishop^*- 
whicb he never will be—he is far too holiest for that,—ha 
would never go near one of them ; ^or he never had seen 
one which did not call out every evil passion in men's hearts, 
and leave the question more eoufcLtndod with words than 
they found it, even if the whole matter was not settled be¬ 
forehand by some chamherlitin, or eunuch, or cook sent from, 
oourt, H8 if ho were an anointeil vessel of the Spirit, to settle 
the dogmas of the Holy CatJiolio Church.” 
f^Cook?” 

Why, Valens sent his chief cook to stop Basil of Oeesarea 
from oppofiing the Court doctrine. . . . J tell yon, the great 
bottle in theae cases is to gee votes from courts, or to get to 
court yourself. When I was young, the Council of Antioch 
Aad to moke a law to keep bishopn from running off to Con* 
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Btatttinople to intrigue, under pretence of pleading tli© cauae 
of the orphao and widow. But wbat'a the uaeof that, when 
ereiy noisy and ambitious man shifts and shifts, from one see 
to another, till ho settles hituaelf close to Bome or Byzan¬ 
tium, and gets tlie emperor’s ear, and plays into the hands 
of his courtiers ? ” 

Is it not written, ' Speak not evil of dignities’ ?” said 
Philammon, in his most sanetimonitnts tone. 

“ Well, wiiat of that? I don’t speak evil of dignities, 
when I complain of tlio men who fiJl thetn badly, do I 
I never heard that iiiteuyn'etatioii of the text before," 
Very likely not. 'J'hat'a no reaticm why it should not 
be true and orthodox* You will soon hear ft gowl many more 
things, which are true enough—tiioiigii whether they are 
orthodox or not, the court cooks must settle. Of course, I 
am a disappointed, irreverent old gnimbler. Of course, 
and of coarse, too, young men ninst needs buy their own 
exporienec, instead of taking old folks’ at a gift There— 
use your own eyes, and judge for yonrsulf. There yon may 
see what sort of saints are bred by this plaiFof managing 
the Catholic Oliui-ch, There comes one of them, JJow I 
I say no moi'o !" 

As he spoke, two tall negroes came tip to tli cm, and set 
down before the steps of a large churcli which they were pass¬ 
ing, an object new to Phifammon—a sedaii-cliair, the poles 
of whiclvware Inlaid with ivory and silver, and the upper 
part enclosed in roae-oolorcKl silk curtains. 

What is inside that cage ? " asked he of the old priest, 
as the negroca stood wiping the perspiration from their fore¬ 
heads, and a smaii slave-girl stepped forward, with a parasol 
and slippers in her hand, and reverontly lifted the lower 
edge of the curtain. 

“ A saint, I tell you I" 

An embroidered shoe, with a largo gold cross on the instep, 
was put forth delicately from beneath the curtain, and the 
kneeling maid put on the slipper over it. 

'' There 1 ” whispered the old grumbler. Not enough, 
you see, to use Ohristian men as beasts of bardeii^Abbot 
Isidore used to say—ay, and told Iron, the pleader, to his 



THOST* nr TVKOM OFFENCES COME. lOfi 

Geu3ej that he conld not conceive how a man who loved 
Ohrietj and knew tho grace which hm made all men free^. 
could keep a elave*" 

Nor can Ij” said Philammon. 

** But we think otherwise, yon see* in Alexandria here* 
Wo can't even walk up the steps of GotPe temple without 
an additional protection to our delicate feet." 

“ I had thought it waa written, * Put off tliy shoes 
from off thy feet> for the place wIjqto t]iu[i stanclost ia holy 
ground,'" 

“ Ah ! there are a good maT\y more things written wliich 

we do not lind it convenient to rot!tjlJci;t.-Look 1 There 

is one of the pi liars of tlio churcli—tlie ricliest and most 
pious lady bi A lex amir la." 

And forth 8tttpj>wl a figure, at which Philammon's eyes 
opened wider than they had done even at the sight of 
Peliigia. Whatever thoughts the rich and careless grace of 
her attiro might have raisod in his mind, It iiad ceitainly 
not given his innate Greek good the Indination to 
laugh and wtep at once, which ho felt ni this HpeciTnon of 
the taatelcHS fashion of an artificinl and decaying civiliaar 
tiou. Her gown vfm stulfed ont behind in a fjishion which 
provoked from the dirty hoys who lay about the steps, 
gambling for pistachios on Gteir fmgem, the same comment 
with which St. Cfieracnt liiwl upbraid( h 1 from the pnl^nt 
tlje Alexandrian IwlieH of his day* Tho said gown wliite 
silk was hediaened, from waist to arJtle, witli certain mys' 
toriouB red and green figures at )«ist a foot long, which 
rhilanitnoii gradually discovered to he a representation, in 
the very lowest and ugliest style of fallen art, of Dives and 
Lozams; while down her back hung, upon a bright blue 
shawl, edged with embroiderod crosses. Job sitting, pot* 
sherd in liand, Burrounded by his three friends—a memorial, 
the old priest whispered, of a pilgritnago which she had 
taken a year or two before, to Arabia, to sec and kiss the 
idcTitlcul dunghill on which the patriarch had sat* 

Bound her neck hang b} one ci} half~a*dazen necklaces, 
a matiuBorlpt of the Gospels, gilt-edged and clasped with 
jewels f the lofty diadem of pearls on tho head carried in 
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front a golil crofls; ivliild above and Hronnd it her 
hairj BtiffeTied Tvith pomatum, was frizzled out half a foot 
from a wildeniose of plaits and curls, which muet have cost 
0 oino hapless slavO'girl an hour^s work, and perhaps more 
th an ono scolding, that very morning* 

3feek]y, with simj^critig face and downcast eyoe, nnd 
now and tlicn a penitent sigh and shake of the head and 
presBuro of her hand on her jewelled bosom, the fair peni' 
tent was i^rocowling up tlie Btex>«, when elkc caught sight of 
the priest luid the iiionk, and turning to them with an obci- 
Banco of tlio deepest humility, entreated to Iw allowed tokisa 
the hem of their garments. 

You ]la^l far lietter, madam,” said Pliilammon, bluntly 
enough, “ kiss the hem of your own. You carry two 
leaaona there which you do iu>t seem to have learnt y^,” 

In an instant her face this lied up into pride ami fury. 
1 asked for your blcHsiiig, and not for a Hcrinon. I can 
have that wdicn 1 like,” 

And EiK^h as you like,'* grumbled the old priest, as she 
swept up the steps, k^Bsiug tunne simill coin the ragged 
boys, arul nuirmuriiig to htu-sclf, loud enough for Phi 1am- 
mon's hearing, tliat she should certainly inform the con* 
fesBor, and tliat she wouhl not be insulted in the streets by 
savage monks* 

" Now slm will confess her Bins inside—all but those 
which elio has been ahowitig off to us hero outside, and beat 
her breast, and wccpjiko a very Magdalen; and then the 
worthy num will cimifort her with—‘What a beautiful 
chain 1 And what a shawl—allow me to touch it 1 How 
soft and delicate this Indian wool I Ah I if you knew the 
debts which 1 have been compelled to incur in the service 

of the sanctuary !- * And then of course the answer 

will be, as, indeed, he expects it should, that if it can bo of 
the least use in the eervice of the Temple, she, of course, will 
think it only too groat on honor, . * . And he will keep the 
ohain, and perhaps the shawl, too. And eho will go home, 
believing that ehe has fulilled to the very letter the command 
to break off her sins by almsgiving, an<i only sorry that ilie 
good priest bapponod bo hit on tliat p^irticular gewgaw 
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'' Wbflt,” aaked Pbilammon ; ** daro actuollj not re- 
fasd such importunity ? ** 

** From a poor priest like me^ stoutly enough ; but from 
a popular eoclcHiastio like him. , , . As Jerome says, in a 
letter of his I oneo aawj ladies think twice in such cases 
before they offend the city newsmonger. Have you any- 
tliing more to say P'' 

Philammon had nothing to say; and wisely held his 
peace, while the old grumbler ran on— 

“Ah, boy, ytm hare yet to learn city fashione! When 
you are a little older, instoud o^ speaking unpleasant trhths 
to a dne lady with a cross on her forehead, yon will be 
ready to run to the Pillars of Ilcrculcti ut lier beck and nod, 
for tliG sake of her diKinUwCf^ted help towards a fashionable 
pulpit, or perhaps a bishopric. Ttic ladies eettlc that for 
UB here," 

The women ? ” 

“ The women, hul. Do you suppose that they heap 
prifirtts and ctiurehen with for noiliing ? They have 

tlieir reward? 3>o you sujjpose that a preriohcr gets into 
the pulpit of that church there, witliout looking anxiously, 
at the end of each peculiarly ll<iwory sentence, to see 
whether her saiutalnp there is clapping or not ? She, who 
lui 3 such a delif*ato sense for ortliodoxy, that she can scent 
out Novatiunism or Origenism whore ihi other mortal nose 
wouhl auapetit it. She \vlio moeta at lior <jwti houi#e weekly 
all the riclieHt and rwoAi pious womei^of the city, to settle 
our dmcipliDc for ns, us Uic court cooks do our doctrine. 
She who lias even, it is wKispero<I, the eat of the Augusta 
Puleheria herself, and scuds nuiutlily lettcra to her at Con- 
Biantinople, and miglit give the patriarch himself Aome 
troohle, if ho crossed her lioly will I 

“ What! will Cyril truckle to such ereaturee ? ** 

“ Cyril is n wise man in hia generation—too wise, aome 
■ay, for a child of the light. But at least, he knows there is 
no use lighting with those whom yon cannot conquer ; and 
while ha can get money out of thesegreat ladies for his alms- 
honses, and orphon-honaos, and lodgijjg-honses, and hotpi<> 
tab, mA work-shops, and all the rest of it—and in that, I 
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will eay for him, there is no man. on earth equal to him^ but 
Ambrose of Milan and Basil of Casaim—why, I don't 
qnarrel with him for making the best of a bad matter ; and 
a very bod matter it is, boy, and has been ever since em¬ 
perors and courtiers have given up btiniing and emerging 
ns, and taken to patronizing and bribing ns instead.'' 

Philammon walked on in silence by tlio old priest'a side, 
stunned and sickened. . . . ^'And tins is what I have 
come out to see—reuds shaken in the wind, and men clothed 
in soft raimeut, fit only for kings' palaces 1 ” For this he 
had left the dear old Laura, and the siini>le joys and friend¬ 
ships of childhooii, aud casE himself into a rwiring whirl¬ 
pool of labor and temptation ! 'rhis was the liarmonious 
strength and unity of that tUiurcli Catliolio, in which, as 
he had been taught from Uoyhoml, there was but one Tjord, 
one Faith, oiio Hpirit. This wi^ tlic indiviHible Iwxly, 
without H2H>t or wrinkle, whicli fitly joiue<l together and 
compacted by that which every momber ttu]>plied, according 
to tfie effectual and projiortionaie working of ovciy part, 
incroasod the body, and enabled it to build*itself up in 
IjOvoI" IIg shuddered as the well-known words passed 
tlirough his memory, and seemed to mot^k tlie base and 
chaotic reality around hifiu ife felt angry with the old 
man for having broken his drejtm f he longed to believe that 
his complaints were only exoggendious of cynic poBvlslmetiH, 
of selfish disappointment: :jnd yet, had not Arsenins warned 
him ? llad he not fofctold, word for word, what the youth 
would ftTifl—what be ba*l found ? Then wua Saint Paul's 
great idea an empty ami an impoesihle dream ? No 1 God's 
word could not fail \ the Church could not err. The fault 
could not be in her, but in her cnemioa; ii<»t, as the old 
man said, in her too great prosperity, but in her slavery. 
And then the words which ho had heard from Cyril at their 
first interview rose before him as the true explanation 
How could the Church work freely and healthily while ahe 
was cnialied and fettered by the rulers of this world ? And 
how could they he anything but the tyrants and autlchrists 
they were, while they were menaced and deluded by heathen 
philoBophy, and vain systems of human wisdom P If Oieitea 
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was the etiTfle of the Alexaudruim Clmrch;^ then Hypatia waa 
the cuFBe of Orestes. Oq her head the true blame lay. She 
was the root of the evil. Who would extirpate it P . , . 

Why should not ho ? It might be dangerous ; yet, sno^ 
ceeaful or nnanocessfiil, it must be glorious. The coutbo of 
Christianity wanted groat examples. Might ho not—and 
his young heart boat high at the thought—might he not, 
by some great act of daringj aelf-sacriftce, divine madnesB 
of faith, like David's of old, whon ho wont out against the 
giant—awaken selfish and luxurious souls to a noble onmla- 
tioUj and recall to tlieir minds, perhaps to tlioir lives/ the 
patternB of those martyrs who were the pride, the glory, the 
heir loom, of Kgypt ? And m figure after figure rose before 
his imagination, of simple men and weak women who had 
confpiered tompbttion and shunio, torture and death, to live 
forever on the lips of men, and take their scats among the 
patricians of the heavenly court, witli brows glittering 
t)irough ftll etornitioB with the martyr’s crown, his heart 
beat thick mid fust, and ho longed only for on opportunity 
to dare imd die. 

And the longing begot the opportunity. Por ho liad 
hardly rejoined his brotlier visitors when the absorbing 
thought took word sgaiki, and ho began questioning them 
eagerly for more information about Hypatia. 

On that point, indeed, he obtained nothing but frosih 
invective; but when his companions, after talkii\g of the 
triumph which tlio true faith had gained tliat morning, 
went on to apeak of the great overthrow of Pagouiam 
twenty years before, under the patriarch Thcopliilns; of 
Olympl^orus and his mob, who hold the Scrapeium for 
many days by force of arms against the Christians, making 
eallica into the city, and torturing and murdering the 
prisoners whom they took ; of tbo mortyiB who, among 
those very pillars which overhung their heads, hod died in 
torments rather than sacrifice to Serapis; and of the final 
victory, and the soldier who, in presence of the trembling 
mob, clove the great jaw of the odossal idol, and snapped 
forever the spell of heathenism, rhilaEnmon’s heart burned 
to distinguish himself like that soldier, and to wipe out hli 
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qualins of cotwoionce by some more unquestionable deed of 
Chmtiau praweaSf There were no idols new to break : but 
there was philosophy—“ Why not carry war iftto the heart 
of tlie enemy^B camp, and beard Satan in his veiy den P 
Why docs not some man of Cod go boldly into the lecture- 
room of tho aorccrcfiia, and testL^ against her to her face f ** 

"" Do it yourself, if you dare/' said Peter* We hare 
no wish to get our brains knocked out by all the profligate 
young gentlemen in the city.” 

“ 1 will do it,” said Philammon* 

"That is, if his holiness fillovm you to make such a fool 
of yonrflolf." 

"Take care> sir, of your words. Too revile the blessed 
martyrsj from St* Stephen to St. Telomaclnia when you call 
such a deed fooliBhnesB/^ 

" I shall most certainly inform his holiness of your iit^ 
aoknee,” 

^'Do BO," said Pbilamuion, who, possessed with a new 
idea, wished for nothing more* Ajtd there tho matter 
dropped for the time, * 

"Tho presumption of tho young in this generation Is 
growing insuifcTable,” said Peter to his master that oYoning. 

" So much the hotter. They put their eldora on their 
mettle in the race of good works. But who has been pro^ 
Burning 1^-day ? " 

" That mad boy w^om Fambo sent up from the doserts, 
dared to offer himself as rOiampion of the faith against 
Hypatia* Tie actually proijoeed to go into her Icoture-room 
and argue with her to her face. What think you of that 
for a Bpecimen of youthful modesty, and self-distrust P " 

Cyril waa silent a while. 

"What ^swer am I to have the honor of t^ing back F 
A jnontVs relegation to Nitria on bread, and water ? You, 

1 ain sure, will not allow such things to go unpunished; 
indeed, if they do, there La an end to all authority and 
discipline," • 

Cyril was BtiB eilont; whilst Peter's brow clouded fist 
At lost he answered— 
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The canae wantfl jnartyrs. SenH the boy to me/' 

Peter went down with a sKruifj and an exprensioii of face 
which looked but too like cnvy^ and uahcrcfi up the trem¬ 
bling yoath^ who dropped on his knees as soon as he en¬ 
tered. 

^'Soyon wish to go into the heatlkcn woman's lecture-^ 
Toonif and defy her ? Have you courage for ife f ** 

“ Ood will give it me/' 

You will be niurdcred by Ikcr pupils*" 

1 can defend myaolf/' said PhilaitLinon, with a pardon¬ 
able glance dowTiward ut hia Biuewy limbs. And if not; 
what death more glorious than'^martyrdom 

Cyril amiled genially enough. “ Promise me two 
things." 

“ Two thoiiBiuidj if you will/' 

“ Two arc quite cliflieiilt enough to keep. Youth is raah 
in prmniceSj and rasher iti forgfsttJng them. Pro7nUe me 
that, whatever hapj)eusj you will not strike Uie first blow/' 

“ r do." 

'' Promise me again, that yon will not argue with her*” 
Whut then ? " 

Contradict, denounce, defy, Ihit give no reiisona. If 
you do, you are lost* She is subtler than tltc serpent, 
skilled in all the tricks of logic, and you will become a 
laughing-stock» and run away in shame. Promise me*” 

"ado." 

''Then go.” ^ 

“When ?” 

^^Tlie sooner the better. At wbat hour does tho ac- 
Gurseii woman lecture to-morrow, Peter?” 

We flaw her going to the Knaeum at nine this mom- 
iug.” 

"Then go at nine to-morrow* There is money for yon/' 

"What is this for?” asked Philammon, fingering 
curiously the first coins which he ever had handled in bis 
life/' 

To pay for your entrance* To tho philosopher none 
enters without money. Not so to the Clmrch of Otxl, open 
all d&y long to the l^ggar and the slave. If you convert 
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her, wcJL And if not'' . , , And he added ta himself 
between his teeth, And if not, well also-^perhapH bet¬ 
ter-" 

Aj ]" said Peter bitterly, as he nsheired Philammon 
out, Go up to Ramoth Gilead, and prosper, young fool I 
What evil spirit sent you here to feed the noble patriaroh's 
only weakness ? " 

What do you mean P " asked Philammon, os fiercely as 
he dare* 

“ The fancy that preachings, and protestations, and mar- 
tyrdotriH can drive out thc^ Canaanitee, who can only be 
got rid of with the sword of the Lord and of Gideon, llis 
uncle TheophiluB knew that well enough. If he had not, 
OlyiupiodoFiiB might have been master of Ale^candria, and 
inceuBO burning before Serapia to this day. Ay, go, and 
let her convert yon ! Touch the accursed thing, like A chan, 
and aee if you do not end by having it in your tont* Keep 
company with tho daughters of Midian, and eee if you do 
not join yourself to llaiilpet>r, and eat tho offerings of the 
dead I" 

And with this encoiiraging aeuteiice, tho two parted for 
the uight. 
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As Hypatia went forth the next morning, in all her glory, 
with a cjowcl of pliilosophora and philoBophatitcre, etadents, 
and fine gentlemen, following her in reverend admjratiQn 
across tlie street to her locturc^room, a ragged beggar-man, 
acoompanied by a Imgo and vlllainoufl-looking dog, planted 
himself right before her, and extending a dirty hand, whined 
for an alms. 

Ilypatia, whose roiined taste could never endure the 
sight, much less the contact, of anything squalid fmd de¬ 
graded, Toeoileil a little, and bade the attendant slave get 
rid of the man, with a coin. Sovcnil of the younger gentlo- 
mcn, liowevi^r, considercfl them solves adepts in that noble 
art of “ upsetting'' then in vogue in the Africjan universi¬ 
ties, to wliicli wc all have reason enongh to be thankful, 
seeing tliat it drove Saint Augustine from Carthago to Rome; 
and they in compliance with the uHiiid fophion of tornieat- 
iztg any siinple creature who cam© in their way by myBtifica>' 
tion and insult, oommenced a serioa of poraonal witticisms, 
which the beggar bore stoically enpngh. The 'coin was 
offered him, but he hlaiidly put aside the hand of the giver, 
and keeping his place ou the pavement, seemed inclined to 
dispute Hy[iatia^B further passage. 

What do yon want ? Send tho wretch and his fright¬ 
ful dog away, gentlamen 1" said the poor philosopher in 
some trepidation, 

^*"1 know that dog," said one of tliem ; “it is Abon- 
!E!xraV, Where did you bnd it beforo it was lost, yon 
rasc^ ?" 

** Where your mother found yqu when she palmed you 
off upon her goodman, my child^in the slav^market^ 
8 113 
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Fair aibyl, have you already forgotten your humblest puptU 
as these young dogs have, wlio lire already tiyiug to upaet 
their master uud instruotor iu the augelio science of bully* 
ingf'" 

And the beggar^ lifting liia broad straw hat^ disclosed the 
features of Uapliod Aben-Ezra. Hypatia recoiled with a 
shriek of surprise. 

" Ah ! you are astonished* At wliat, I pray ?" 

"To see you, sir, thus I" 

Why, then You liave been preaching to ub all a long 
time the glory of abatracUon ^from the allitremeuts of sense. 
It augurs ill, surely, for your (?stimai($ either of your pupils 
or of your own eloquence, if you arc bo struck with con- 
sternatiou because onu of them has actually at last obeyed 
you." 

"What IS the mmuing of this masquerfuie, most ex¬ 
cellent sir ? ” tiskotl ny]>utia and a Uo;ien voices Ijcaiiie. 

" Ask Cyril. lam on my way to Italy, in the ehameter 
of the New Diogencfi, to look, like him, for a mam Wlicnl 
have found one, I shall fwl great ploasuro in .ctuming to 
acquaint you with the amaKLi Kg news. Farewell! I wislied 
to took once more at a ccrisiin eQiiiLtc;iianee, though 1 hare 
turned, as you see, Cynic : and intend henceforth to attend 
no tetwdicr but my dog, who will luckily (diarge no fees for 
instruction ; if she did, I must go untaught, for my anf^ea- 
trni weal til mmle itsedf wings yesterday morning. You are 
aware, doubtless, of ithc T^lehiscitum against tlic Jews, 
which wad carried into effee^ under the auspices of a certain 
holy trihuTic of the people 1*^'* 

" Infamous!" 

" And dangerous, my dear lady. Success is inspiriting 
. . . and Theon’s houm is quite as easily sacked as the 
Jews* quarter, * , , Beware.” 

Como, come, Abeu-Kzm," cried tljo young men j “ yon 
are far too good company for us to lose yon for that rascally 
patriarch*s fancy. We will make a subscription for yon, 
eh ? And you shall live with each of ns, month and month 
about. Wo shall quite lose the trick of joking witbgui 
yon." 
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** Tbuiik you, gont]onion. But really you hate been my 
bxittfl far too loug for mo to tbink of bocomtng youn. 
[Affldam, oue word in private before I go.” 

Kypatia leant forwarib speaking in Syriaci whispered 
hurriedly— 

“ Oh, stay, sir, I beseech you f You are the wisest of 
my pupils—perhaps my only true pupiL . . . Mj father 
wilt find sonic cunccaZmoiit for you from these wretches; 
and if you nood money, rcrncMribcr, lie is your ciebfcor. We 

have never repaid you tlto gfild wliioh- 

** IViireat Muse, that waa but my enlrajic^-fi'e to Parnas¬ 
sus- It is 1 who am in your debt; and I liave brought my 
arrears, in the form of this opal ring. As for shelter near 
ho went on, lowering liis voice, and spoidcing like 
her, in Syrinc—“ Hypatia the Cl entile is fur too lovely for 
the pcHce of niind of Paplitud tlic Jew/' And he drew from 
his finger Mirian/s ring, and offereil it. 

“ Importftihle ! said Hypatia, hlusJdng scarlet : “ I can¬ 
not accept it.’* 

hi'seeyli you. It is tho Itist eartlily burden I have, 
except this eiudrs primm of flesh and blood. My diigger 
will open a c;rack Uj rough that whmit bccomcjs iutolerjiblo* 
But i\& I do not intend to leaye my ^helt, if I can liulp it, 
except just when and how I choose ; and us, if I take this 
ring with me, some of ITeiiirliiu/ri rircumcdlioiis will as¬ 
suredly knock my brains out for tho sako of it—I must 
entreat/' ^ * ’ 

“ Never 1 Can you not sell the ring, and osuapo to Syno- 
eius ? He will give you sbelter,” 

Tho hospitablo hurricane 1 Shelter, yes ; but rest, 
none* As soon pitch mj tent in the crater of /Etna. Why, 
he will be trying day and night to convert me to that ec¬ 
lectic farnigo of his, wliich he calls philosophic Christianity, 
Well, if you will itot have t)ie ring, it is soon disposed of. 
We Easterns know how io bo mugniheont, and vaoiah m 
the lords of the world ought/' 

And he turned to the philosophic crowd* 

Hero, gentlemen of Alexandria I Dckm any gay youth 
wish to pay his debts cnee and for all ?—Behold the Hain- 
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how of Solomon, an opal J^ueh hs Alexandria netor aaw be¬ 
fore, which would buy any one of you, and hia Maccdouian 
papa, and HuccdoniaTi mamma, and his Macedonian, Bisters, 
and horses, and parrot^^ and peacocks, twice over, in any 
slave-market in the world. Any gentleman who wishes to 
poBBoss a jewel wortli ten thousand gold piccefl, will only 
need to pick it out of the gutter into which I throw it^ 
Scramble for it, you young Pluedrias and Famphili! There 
are Jjaldes and Thaidea enough about, who will help you to 
spend it." 

And raising the jewel on high, he was in the act of tose^ 
ing it into the street, when liii arm was seized from behind, 
and the ring snatched from hla hand. ITe turned, fiercely 
enough, and saw behind him, her eyes flashing fuiy and 
csontempt, old Miriam. 

Bran sprang at the old womon^s throat in an instant; but 
recoiled again before the glare of her eye. Raphael called 
the dog off, and turning quietly to the disappointed spec¬ 
tators— 

^'It is all right, my luckless friends. You^-must raise 
money for yourselves, after all; whicli, since the departure 
of my nation, will be a somewhat more difficult matter than 
ever. Tlio over-ruling destinies, whom, as you all know so 
well wlien yon are getting tipsy, not even philoeophers can 
resist, have restored the Rainbow of Solomon to its original 
possessor. Farewell, Queen of Fhiiosophy ! When I find 
the man, you shall liei^^ of it. Mother, T am coming with 
you for a friendly word before wc part, though," he went 
on, laughing, as the two walked away together, ** it was ft 
scurvy trick of you to balk one of The Nation of the exqui¬ 
site pleasure of seeing those heathen dogs scromblmg in the 
gutter for his bounty*" 

Hypatia went on to the Hfuseumj utterly bewildered by 
this strange meeting, and its still stranger end. She took 
care, nevertheleea, to betray no sign of her deep interest 
4dll she found herself alone in her little waiting-room ad- 
4joming the lecture-hall j pnd there, throwing herself into a 
chair, she sat and thought, till she found, to her surprise 
and angeVi the toars trickling down her cheeks. Not that 
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bar held one Bpark of affection for Raphael. If there 

had ever been any danger of that the wily Jew had himself 
taken care to ward it oft, by the an earing and friTolouB 
tone with which he quashed every approach to deep feelings 
either in himself or in others. As for his compliments to 
her beaaty, she was far too much accustomed to such, to be 
either pleased or displeased by them. But she felt, as she 
said, that she had lost perhaps her only true pupil; and 
more—perhaps her only true master. For she saw clearly 
enough, that under that Silcnus' ma^k was hidden a nature 
capable of—perilaps more thap she dare think of. Shhhad 
always felt him her superior in practif^al cuauiug; and that 
morning had proved to lier what she had long suepocted, 
that he was possibly also her superior in that moral eaniGst- 
nesa and atreiigth of will for which silo looked in vain among 
the enervated (Irtieks who siJrrouijfltHl her. And even in 
those matters m which he profi*ssed himself her pupil, she 
had long been alternately dchghteii by finding that he alone, 
of all her sehofd, seemetl thoroughly luid inetinetively to 
comprehentHiei* every wonl, mid cliilled by tlie disagreeable 
suspicion that he was only pbtyiug with her, and her matiic- 
maticB and geometry, and rnetuphyaic and dialectic, like a 
fencer pmetiBing with foils, while he rcservwl his real 
strength for sonie object more worthy of him. More than 
0114 w some purodtix or quest ion of htg lia^l shaken her neat¬ 
est systems into a thousand oriuAks, and opcuod up ugly 
depths of douht, even on the most ^iningiy-polpable cer¬ 
tainties ; or some half •jesting allusion t«) those Hebrew 
Scriptures, the quantity mid qnality of his faith in which 
he would never confess, made her indignant at the notion 
that he considered himself in possession of a reserved ground 
of knowledge, deeper and surer than her own, in which he 
did not deign to allow her to sliare. 

And yet she was irresistibly attracted to him. That de¬ 
liberate am) consistent luxury of his, from which she shrank, 
he had ^wajs boasted that be was able to put on and take 
oH at will like a garment: and mow he seemed to have 
proved his words ; to he a worthy rival of the groat stoics 
of old. time. Oould Zeuo himsolf have asked more from 
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frml humanity ? Morcorer, Eaphael had been of infinite 
praoticaL use to her. He worked out^ nnaeked^ her matbe* 
maticol problems ; ho looked ont authoxitleej kept her 
pnpils in order by hia bitter tongue, and drew fresh atn- 
dents to her loctnreB by the attraotions of hia wit, his arga- 
monts, and last, but not least, Ms nnrivaUed cook and 
cellar. Above all, he acted the part of a fierce and valiant 
watch-dog on her bolialf, against tlie knots of clownish and 
often bmtid eophiaUt the wrecks of tlio old Cynic, Stoic, 
and Academic ficliookj wlio, with venom increasing, after 
the wont of parties, with their <lfK^reptitude, nssuilod the 
beautifully bespangled card-citetie of NoO’Phitonism, as an 
empty meilley (if all Greek philosopliitja with all Eastern 
superstitions. All snob Philistluea liml us yet dreaded the 
pen and tongne of Uapbael, even more tlian those of the 
cliivalroiiB liishop of Cyrtflio. though ho certainly, to judge 
from certain of Ihh letters, hate^) tbcni its much aa lie could 
hate any human bdug ; which was after all not veiy bitterly. 

But the visits of Synosiua wore few and far between ; the 
distance between C!!art}>age ;md Alexandria, and the lalior of 
his (liocGse, and, worse than all, the grfjwitig difionmeo in 
purpose l)etween him and his beautiful teacher, made hia 
protection all but valueless. And dow Aben-Eara was gone 
too, and with him were fpme a thousand plans and hopes. 
To have converted liim at hwt to a philosophic faith in the 
old gods f To have niade liifu her instrument for turning 
back the stream of hihman error ! * . , Flow often had that 
dream ctorsihI her ! And ni w, wlio would take hia place ? 
Athanasius ? Ryiutsiiis in hia goud-nalure might digni^ 
him with the name of brother, but to her he was a power¬ 
less pedant, destined to die without having wrought any 
deliverance tm the earth, ua indeed the event proved, 
Plutarch of Athens ? He woa BUporannuatod. iSyrianua ? 
A mere logician, twisting Aristotle to moan what she knew, 
and he ought to have known, Aristotle never meant. Her 
father ? A man of triangles and conic eectioUB. How pal- 
tty they all looked hy tile side of the unfathomable Jew 1— 
Spinners of charming cobwebs. , - . But would the flies 
condescend to be caught in them 1 Builders of pretty 
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houm. « . , If people would but ontor nnd live in them I 
PreochorB of Bupsrfine morality. , • , which their admiring 
pnpila never dreamt of practiBing, Without hcr^ she well 
tnewj philoflophy must die in Alexandria* And was it her 
wisdom—or other and more earthly cbarmB of hers—which 
enabled her to keep it alive ? Sickening thought I Oh, 
that she were ugly, only to test the power of her doctrincB f 

Uo J Tho odda were fearful enough alrt^ady ; slie would 
bo glad of any Jielp, however earthly and eanml. Hut was 
not the work hopelesa ? IVlmt she waiited wim nieu who 
could oet while ahe thi>ught. And those were just thc^raen 
whom she would find nowhere but—slio knew it too well— 
in the liated (^liristion priesthocxl. And then that fearful 
Iphigenia Bacrificu loomed in the distance us inevitable. 
Tlic only hope of philosophy was in her deHfwiir ! 

She dushed away tlie tears* and prfnidly entered tho ledt- 
uro-hiill, ujid ascended the tribune like a goddess, amid 
the shouts of her aLldien^^^'. . . . What did she *MtTG for 
them ? Wr#ild they do what she told them ? She wsis half 
through her le<druro before slae et^dd reeolle<?t llcrsidf* and 
banish from her mind tlie thought of iluphocl. And at 
that point wo will take iJie lecture up* 

■ « * i f « t 

Truth ! Where is truth but in fcbe soul itself ? Facts, 
objects, oro but phantoms inatUn*-woven—ghoete of this 
earthly night, at which the houI, slei^piug here in the mire 
and clay of matter, all udders and names its own vogue 
tremora sense and pcrccptimu Yet, oven a& otir nightly 
dreams stir in us tho suspicion of mysterious and imma¬ 
terial presences, unfetterod by tho bonds of time and space, 
BO do these waking dreams whioli wc call sight and eound. 
They are divino messengers, whom Zeus, pitying liis chil¬ 
dren, even when ho pent them in this prison-house of flesh, 
appointed to arouse in them dim recollections of that real 
world of souls whence they came. Awakened once to them ; 
Bceing, through the veil of sense, and fact, the spiritual 
truth of whici they are but the accidental garment, eon- 
oealmg the vei^ thing which they moke palpable, the phh 
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IcMopher may neglect the fact for tho doctrine^ the shell for the 
kernel, the body for the noul, of which it is but iho symbol 
and the vehicle, What matter, tlien, to the philc^phor 
whether these names of men, Uoetor or Priam, Helen 
or Achilles,' were ever visible i\& phantoms of flesh and 
blood before the eyes of men ? What matter whether they 
spoke or thought as he of Seifjs says they did ? What 
matter, even, whctlier lie liimself over hatl earthly life ? 
Tlie book is here—tho word which men cull his. Let the 
thoughts tJicreof have been at first whose they may, now 
they are mine, I have thrau tr> myself, and thought 

them to myself, and made tliem parts of my own sonh 
Nay, they w^oro and ever will be purta of mo; for they, 
even as the ]>oet was even as I am, are but a part of the 
universal soul, Wliat matter, then, what myths grow up 
around those mighty tliouglita of ancient seerB ? Tict 
others try to reconcile the (]!yclic fragmonta, or vindicate 
the Catalogue of ships. What has the philosopher lost, 
though the former were proved to be contradictory, and 
tho latter interpolatetl ? The thonghts are the* 3 , and ours. 
Let us open onr hearts lovingly to roctive them, from 
whencesoever tlicy may Jmvo come. As in men, so in 
books, the soul is all with which our souls must deal ; and 
the soul of the book is whutaoever beautiful, and true, and 
noble we can find in it. It matters not to us wliethor the 
poet was,altogether conscious of tho mcaninga which we 
can find in him. Consciously or iinconscionedy to him, the 
meanings must bo there; for were they not there to bo 
seen, how could we see them ? There are those among the 
uninitiftte vulgar—and those, too, who carry under the 
philoBophre cloak hearts still nninitiate—who revile such 
interpretations aa merely the sophistic and arbitrary sports 
of fancy* It lies with them to show what Hoiuer meant, if 
our spiritual mcaninga be absurd; to tell the world why 
Homer is admirable, if that for which we hold him up to 
admiration does not exist in him* Will they say that the 
honor which he has enjoyed fur ages was inspired by that 
which seems to be his first abd Literal meaning? And 
more, will they venture to impute tliat literal meaniBg to 
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him ? caa they mippoae that the divine aoiil of Homer could 
degrade itself to write of actual aud physicEil feastiugs^ and 
nuptiabj and dajfoes^ aetuiil nightly thefts of horaes^ actual 
fidelity ol dogs and swineherds, actual intermarriages be¬ 
tween deities and men, or that it is this sectnmg Tulgarily 
which has won for him from the wisest of every age the 
title of the father of poetry F Dogradiog thought 1 lit only 
for the coarse and Bonse-bound tribe who can appreciate 
nothijig but what ^s palpable to aense and sight I As 
soon believe the Christian BcriptureSr when tliey tell ns of 
a deity who basi hands and fed^ eyes and ears^ who colide- 
Boendfl to oomniand the |witternB of funiitiiro and culinary 
utensilsj and is made perfect by being bom—disgusting 
thought as tho bou of a village nisudcn, and defiling hiiu- 
eelf with tho wants and soirowa of tlio lowest slaves ! 

“ It is false 1 blusphomouH ! 'J'lie Scriptures cajinot lie I" 
cried a voice from the farther end of the tootii* 

It wasJ'hilamnLon’fi. Uo had been listening to tlie whole 
lecture, and yet not m omdi listciung Jts watehing, in be¬ 
wilderment, the beauty of tho speaker, the grat:o of her 
acjtion, tho melody of her voice, and last, but not least, the 
maze of her rhetoric, as it glittorcd before his mind’s eye 
like a cobweb dianiouded with dew. A sea of new thoughts 
and questions, if not of doubts, came rtisliiug in at every 
sentence on his aento Greek intellect, all the more plenti¬ 
fully and irresistibly because his epeculativo faculty was us 
yet altogether waste and empty, undofonded by any ecientihe 
culture from tho inrushiiig flood. For tho first time in his 
life he found himself face to face with the root-queationa of 
all thought—“What am I, and whore?’’ ''Wliat can I 
know Y** And in the ludf-teriifled struggle with them, he 
had all but forgotten tho purpose for winch he entered the 
lecturo-halh He felt tliat he must break the spclL Was 
she not a heathen and a folBO prophetess ? Here was some¬ 
thing tangible to attack; and half in indignation at the 
blasphemy, half in order to force himself into action, he had 
sprung up and spoken^ • 

A yell arose. ** Turn the monk out I ’’ '' Throw the 
rustic through the window I *’ cried a dozen young gentle- 
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men. Several of tlie most valiant I)egaii to sciumble over 
the benches np to him ; and Philamfnon was congratulating 
himself on the near approach of a glorious martyrdoiOj vrhen 
llypatia's voice, calm and si Ivory, stilled the tumult in a 
moment. 

Let the youth listen, gontlomon* He is but a monk 
and a plebeian, and ktiowa no hotter ; lie has been taught 
thus. Let him sit lierc qu iotly, and perhaps we may he able 
to teach him otherwise/' 

And witlumt interrupting, even by a change of tone, tho 
thread of her dtstioursc, she wmtiiuicd^— 

Listen, tlien, to a passage from tho sixth book of the 
INttti in which last night 1 sooincd to see glimpsca of some 
mighty mystery. You know it well; yest 1 will read it to 
you j the very sound and pomp of that great verse may tune 
our souls to a lit key for thcrt'Coption of lofty wisdom. For 
well said Almtrmon tho Teiichcr, that ‘tho soul consisted 
first of harnioEiy and rhythm, *ind ore it gave itself to tho 
body, and listened to the divine harmony. Therefore it is 
that when, after having come into » body, it hears such 
melodies aa Tn<>Ht prcrtcrvo tho divine foiitstep of harmony, 
it eiiibniees such, iiud recollects fron* tliom that divine liar- 
mony, and is impelled to it, aiul finds its liomo in it, and 
shares of it aa miicli it C‘an shai'e/” 

And thorewitli fell on PhiiamTuon’s ear, for tiro first timo^ 
tho mighty thunder-roll of JCome/s verso;— 

Ek> iipok« the nlrArdtiHS : hut HKtnr ttiaIhmI 

From thn hontKfi Um ewtru^ way bHOk. down Htntoly Btrefttf, 

Thrr>itg;h Iho broad oity, to tho MraJiUi gdtt*^ 

Wlirruby 1ib ikiiifit fto forth toward th^' pliUti, 

There runuiu)? tnwonl him tsHtae Auilrot^iauhe, 

HEq ample-downred wife, Eetlon^ child— 

Eetion ttun fEreat-hearted. ha who dwelt 
la ThehA under RAcon, and the woods 
Of rtneos. ruling over KIKc mfia. 

His diUj^hter weidded Rector brezen-helinedi 
And met him then ; and with her ctune a maid, 

Who bore 1 a emte a ptoyfut-heaited babe, 

An Infant still, akin to some fair star. 

Only and wcl!-lor«l child of Hector'a houaa, 

Whom he had named Boonwndrlos, Init the mt 
Astyanax, bwuiiK hU sin alone 
Upheld tho weal of IUdu the holy. 

He emiled lo slIrDoa, lookfnif on his dind i 
But she stood cloee to himi with many teats i 
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Aod hunjr upon his hand, und spako, »ad c^ed Mm* 

“ Uj bem, thjr ffnaat heart will wear thee out; 

Thou piuest pot thioe Ipfaut chJtd, nor mo 
The hapless, soon to be thy widow; 

The Qneks vUl slay thee, ftLlHng oae and ell 
Upon thoG: but to nee were sweeter far, 

HaTlng lost thea» to die ; no cheer to me 

WIU come tbencetortti, if thou sliouUlst meet thy fate ; 

Woos only: mother have I none, nor i^lte. 

For that my idre dlvlpO Aehilles eJewp 
Ad (1 wanted utterly Uue pLeoeant horuoa 
or lOllofolk la TliebO lofty-walled. 

An il Hlew Qettcm wttfi the nwnnJ I yet spared 
To strip the dead; awe kept lus soul rD:tin tlLat. 
TliereforH he burnt him in his F;mrrn fu-mn, 

And heapoil a mound above hiin^; and around 

TJiedJunaels of the ^I^Ja-hoIdJofr 

Tha nymphs who liaunt the upHiul, plantoct elms* 

And <iev«ii brotliem bred with me Iti the ImUs, 

Ail fn oue duy went down Lo Haitm tJiere ; 

For all of them nw!ft-f4K>t hJbw 

Ee^rle tlio Insy kine and imow-whiie sheep. 

And her, iny mother, who of late wav qiieun 
Beiiaatli the wearily of he bnm^ht ficrb 

Amopfc liin oilier spoIlH ; yet MOt her free 
Ajipimj receiving ransom rich and >creat^ 

Rut Artoniln, who«H l;uw la afl h4»r Joy, 

Btnote her to death within her fatlierN hallsi 
Hectordo thou urt father to me how, 

Motlier, and brother, and ImsTiani] fjur and strong 1 
Oh, come how, pity me, and iriay thou here 
'Uyou ilie tfjwcr, nor make tliy child an oriihiui 
And rae t.Hy wife a willow , range thn men 
lljere by tlie fig-tree, where tlie elty lien 
lowest, auit when^ the ivaJl well bo KcoJed 7 
Fbr here timm tmiOA the U^t have tried the lowanlfc 
Hound eithei* Ajax, and Idonieneiiy, 

And r4>iuiil ttio Atrictat boith, ami Tydous* aon, 

Wlietiher Home ouiinlng seer taugljt Them ci'nCt, 

Or their own spirit stirrecl and drove theua on 
Then tjpalie tall IIei:tor, wItJi tboglatiemg helm; 

' AR this 1 roo have watched, my wife; yet much 
I lioLd Ln tlroail the soom uf Trojan men 
Aud Trojan women wltli ttieir trailing sltawls. 

If, like a coward, 1 ahoulil skulk from war 
Beaiklo, t have no lust to atay; i have learnt 
Aye to be btdd, and lend, tlio van of fight, 

To will my father, and myt«elf, a mune 
For well I know, at linort and In jny thoughti 
ITie day will come when Tlkm the holy 
Hhall lie In heaps, and Frtani, and the folk: 

Of arihen-npearod Priam, pclsh (dl. 

But yet uo woe to wme to IVoJaa mea, 

Ifor even to Hecabe^ nnr piimn king, 
tfor to my brothern, who stull ndl in duet, 
lEauy and fair, beneath the etrokea of toefl, 

Bo moves me, as doth thine, when ttum shatt go 
Weeping, led off by some hrasfrharne anu d Oreokt 
Bobbed of the dayllKht oC thy liberty, 
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Tb w»Tv In Argcifl At loom, 

Ot bear the water of MoseelB lnoi:^ 

Or Ilyporela, with voseomly toUa, 

While beary doom oonatTBlDB thee^ and peff^chanoa 
The folk may uy, who moe thy tiaaiB njo down, 

* Thlfl wafl the wife of Hector, boat to 
At nium, of hoTHfr'tatalOff T^ojon meo.* 

Bo will they nay porchaoce; while unto tiiee 
Now grief wUI come, tor eoch n hveband^H loee, 

Who might hare warded olf the day of IhmlL 
But may the sod] be lieaped above my oorpee 
Before 1 hear thy ehrlok and nee thy shame ] 

He fipoko, nod stretched hie arms to take the chDdi 
But bock Uie clilld upon bJa aiirse's brefiflt 
Bhraiik cryini:, frlghteaetl at his fhther^s looku. 

Fearing tlw liTwa and critit of horBc^i hair 
Which waved alHive the hllinot terribly. 

Then out that father dear and mother longhed. 

And glorlmm Tlectnr took the lirlmel off, 

Aud Laid It ghv^rtihig on tlie ground, and kltiaed 
His darling I'biUl, njid dunecHl hfni in his ai‘m ; 

AihI spoke In piayer to Zeittf, and all 1 he ginle t 
Z01I4 and ye other rthIh, oh grant tJmt this 
My child, like me, may grow the diampiini litre 
Ae gocHl 111 strength, and rule with mighiLtiTroy, 

That men may sny, ^ The 1 m ly is ticttcr far 
Than wns Ms sire/ when ho ret nr ns from war, 

Bearing n gory liarnomi. having olatn 
A focrnari, and luri mol her’s heart rejoice ** 

TIiu 9 Huymg, on the hands of hiH ilcnr wLfe * 

He laid thn child ; and she reoelvtxl him Inck 
In fragrant busoia, siiilLmg Ihrriughher Lears/ 

^'Such ia the myth. Do yon fanoy that in it Homer 
meant to hand down to tlie wlmiration of af^ea such earthly 
ooinmoiiplacts an a mother’^ brute affection, ami the terrors 
of an injfaut ? Surely the sleeper insight of the phUosopher 
may be allowed wjtliout the reproaeh at fancifulness, to sea 
in it the adumbration of some deeper mystery ! 

“ The elect soul, for iiiEtivnce—ia not ita name Astyanax, 
king of the city ; hy the foot of its ethereal parentage, tlie 
leader and lord of all around it, though it knows it not ? 
A ehild aa yet, it lies upon tho fragrant bosom of ita mother 
Nature, tho nurse and yet the enemy of man—Andromaohe, 

' Tha abwa lluaa are not meant a< a ^ tramdatlon," hut aa an homblaattempt 
to giva the nfcerol aeiiea In eome mirt of meCra. It would bean act of anogonoQ 
crveD to aim at nucceea where Pope ami flhapman faUed It t heUava, 

Impoivlble to render Homer F^gltali vai'fle [ beemuie^ for one roasoo imwmy 

nlfMvrt It la liupomlble to preaeirTfl the pomp of funmd, which Inveotc with 
gmndeur hli moat omunon wordfl. How con any dilll i^pteoent the rhythm 
of Hmnerle areeJe In a laaguage which --to take the ftret vene which oomo* In 
hud—traaflfflfmitf boon meg^te boelAn,** Into ^^gnat oz^a hlde^'* f 
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as the poet well tisines her, because she fights with that 
beings when grown to tiuui^h estate^ whom as a child she 
nourished. Fair is she, yet unwise; pampering m, after 
the fashion of mothers^ with weak indulgences ; fearing to 
send us forth into the great realities of s|>eculationj there 
to forget her in the pursuit of glory, slie would have us 
^ while away our prime within the harem, and play forever 
round her knees. And has not the elect soul a hither, too, 
whom it knows not ? Hector, he who is wi fchout«-uii confined, 
nnoondilioned by Mature, yet its husband ?—the aD-pervad- 
ing, plastic Soul, informing, organizing, whom men call Zeus 
the lawgiver, ^thor the fi.ro, Osiris the lifegiver; whom 
hero tho poet has sot fortli as the defender of the mystic city, 
the defender of harmony, and order, and beauty throughout 
the universe ? Apart sits his great father—*Priam, the first 
of existences, father of many sons, the Absolute Eoason ; 
unseen, tremendous, immovable, in distant glory; yet him^ 
self amenable to that abysmal unity which Homer calls Fate, 
tho source of all which is, yet in Nothing, witliout 

predicate, unuamable. 

From It and for It the nnivoreiil Soul thrills through 
the whole Creation, doing the behests of that Heason from 
which it overflowed, unwillingly, into the storm and crowd 
of material appeai'anecs ; warring witli the brute forces of 
gross matter, cnishing all whicdi is foul and dissonant to 
itself, and olaaping to its bosom the beautiful, and all^whero- 
in it discovers its own reflex ; iinpressinf^on it its Bignatnre, 
reproducing from it itgown likenuBs, wlicthcr star, or daemon, 
or soul of the elect:—and yet, as the poet hints in anthropo- 
tnorpliie language, hauntetl all the while by a sadness— 
weighed down amid all its labors by tho seiiso of a fate— 
oy the thought of that First One from whom the Soul is 
originally descended ; from wliom it, and its Father the 
Reason before it, parted themaelvcs when they dared to 
think and oot, and assert their own free will. 

And in the meanwhile, alas I Hector, the father, 
fights around, while his children sleep and fetxl ; and ho 
is away in tho wars, and they know him not—know not that 
they iadividuola are but ports of him the universal 
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And yet at momeiits—oli I thrice blcased they whose celestial 
parentage has inado such momenta part of their appointed 
destiny—at momenta flashes on the human child the intiiition 
of the nmittorablo secret In the spangled glory of the 
summer-night—in the roar of theNile-llood, sweepingdorwn 
fertility in every wave—in tlie awful depths of the temple* 
ahrino—in the wild melodies of old Orpliic singers^ or before 
the tmugOB of those goda of whose perfect Ixtauty the divine 
tlteosopiiists of (jfreecho caught a fleeting shadow:! and with 
the sudden tnight of artistic ecstrtsy smote itj aa by an 
one}]fitter’s wand, into an eternal sleep of snowy atone—in 
these there flaslics on tlie inner eye a vision beautiful and 
terrible, of a fon;o, an energy, a eoiil, an idea, one and yet 
Tttil]io[i-foldj rushing through all erOHted things, like the 
wind uerfiss a lyre, thrilliLig the strings into celestial har¬ 
mony—one life-blood througli tho million veins of the 
uni verse, from one great nnsecTi heart, wlioso thiinderoUB 
pulses the mind hears far away, heating forever in tho abys¬ 
mal solitude, beyond the heavejia aiul tlic galaxies, boyond 
ih\i spiKiCs and tlie times, themselves hut vcivs and runnels 
from its all-Ux^ming sea, 

Happy, thrice happy I they who once liave dared, even 
though breathless. Mindeil with tears of awful joy, struck 
down u|K)n tlieir knees in utter helplcssneBS, ns they feel 
tlieinselves hut dcwl ItfJives in the wind which swcjcps the 
univenje—lui^^py they wJiu have blared to gaze, if but for an 
instant, on the t(»rior of that glorious pageant; who hove 
not, like tho young Astyanax, clung shrieking to the breast 
of mother INniurc, scared hy the hoavon-wido flash of 
Ifcctor’s arms, and the gJUtcr of his rainbow crest! Happy, 
thrice happy 1 oven though their eyeballs, blasted by excess 
of light, wither to lU^hcs in. their sockets 1—Wero it not a 
noble end to have seen Zens, and die like Semclo, burnt up 
by his glory ? llappy, thrice happy 1 though their mind 

from the divine intoxication, and the hogs of Circe call 
them henceforth madmen and enthusiaste* Enthusiasta 
they are; for Deity is in them, aud they in It, For the 
time, this burden of individuality vanishes, and recogniz-* 
ing themselves as portions of the uiUTersal Soul, they rise 
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Qpwardj through and bojond that Heodon from wheuce the 
aSul proceeds, to the fount of all—the inefiablo and Supreme 
One—and pecmg Xt, become by that act portions of Its 
eesenco* They speak no more, bat It speaks in them, and 
their whole being, trungmutod by that glorious sunlight 
into whose mys they have dared, like the eagle, to gaze 
^ without shrinking, becomes an harmonions yohielo for the 
wonls of Deity, and puasivo itself, utters the secrets of the 
immortal gods! Wliat wonder if to the brute mass they 
seem as dreamers ? Be it bo. . , . Hmilo if you will. Jiut 
ask me Jiot to you things nn^]}eifckahlc, above all 

seiencee, which tlio word-bat tic of dialectic, the dlscumive 
struggles of rcjkson can reach, but whicli must be 

seen oiily^ and vvliCTi seen confessed: to be unspeakable. 
Ilciiee, thou dispiitor of the Aeademy I—hence, thou Biieer- 
ing Cynic! f—hence, thou senw^wotHhippmg Stoic, who 
fanciest that the soul is to derive her knowledge from those 
material aj^pciirunres which she hej'seJrcTCjdtis 1 * . , hence 

- \ and y€^t no : stay and sneer if yon will. It is but a 

little time—a*fewdays longer‘in thie prisou-Iionao of our 
degrarlatioii, and each ildtig shall retiini to its own fount¬ 
ain ; the blood-drop to the abysmal lieart, and the water 
to the river, and the river to the ahiriing stja; and the dew- 
drop which fell from heaven shall rise to hesivcii again, 
shaking oiT the duat-gmins whicdi weighed it down, thawed 
from the earth-frost which chained it here to htwb und 
sward, upwanl and upward ever tliroifgh stars and auns, 
through gods, and through the parents of the gods, purer 
and purer through suneesaive lives, till it outers TJie Noth-^ 
lug, which is The All, aiuViincl its hmne at tu^t.’^ . * . 

And the speaker stopped end den ly, her eyes gUsteuing 
with tears, her whole figure trembling and dilating with 
rapture. She rerauiiied for a moment motionlesfl, gassing 
oamestly at her audience, os if in hopes of exciting in thorn 
some kindred glow; and tbeu recovering herself, added in 
a more tender tone, not quite unmixed with sadnesa— 

Oo now, my pupils. Hypatia hUb no more for you to¬ 
day^ Qo now, and spore her at least—woman as she is after 
an—the shame of finding that she has given you too much^ 
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and lifted the veil of laia before eyes which are not enoagh 
pnnfied to behold the gloiy of the goddeea*—Farewell! ” * 
She ended : and PhiJamtnjonj the momeiit that the fipell 
of her roico waa taken off him, sprang up, and harried out 
through the (sorridor into the street, - * , 

So beautiful I Bo cahn and meroifnl to him 1 So on- 
thusiaatic towards all which was noble I Had not she too 
spoken of the unseen world, of the hope of immortality, of 
the conquest of the spirit over the ffesh, just as a Christian 
might have done ? IVas the gulf between them so infinite ? 
K BO, why liad her aspirations awakened oehoca in his own 
heart—echoes too, jnst sneli as the prayers andleeaonB of the 
Laura usml to awaken ? If the fruit was so like, must not 
the root he like also ? . . - Could that be a counterfeit ? 
That a minister of Satan in the robes of on angel of light ? 
Light, at ienst, it was : purity, simplicity, connige, earnest¬ 
ness, tonflcrncaa, flashed out from eye, lip, gesture. . , . 
A heathen, who disbelieved ? . , . What was the meaning 
of it all ? 

But the finiBhing stroke yet remained whi(:h wua to com¬ 
plete the utter coufiiBlon of his mind. For boforo lie hod 
gone fifty yards up the street, hia little friend of the fruit- 
basket, whom ho had not seen since he vanished under tho 
feet of tlie mob, in tho gsitcwuy of the thentro, clutcshedhim 
by the arm, and burst forth, breath loss with running— 
^''Tbc—gods—heap thisir favors—on thoso who—who 
least deserve them r Hash and in»olent rustic t And this 
is tho rowanl of thv madnf'sa I 

ml 

with you !” said Pliilammon, who had no mind at 
the momout to renew hia acquaintaneo with the litUe por¬ 
ter. But the guanlian of paraaola kept a firm hold on his 
sheepskin. 

Fool ! Hypatia herself commands I Yea, you will see 
her^ have apoe^ with her I while I —I the illummated— I 
the appreciating— I the obedient— I tho adoring—who for 
theae tltree years post have grovellud in the kennel, that 
the hem of her garment miglit touch the tip of my little 

finger —I—I—I-" 

** What do you want, madman ? ” 
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" 3he oolls for thee, mEcnaate wreteb.! Theon aont me 
*—breathless at once with, running and with envy—Gol 
&ivarite of the unjust gods 1 
Who 18 Theon P ” 

" Her father, ignorant I He oomiimiLdB thee to be at 
her house—here—oppoeite—to-morrow at the third hour. 
Hear and obey I There I they are coming out of the Mu¬ 
seum, and all tlie partwols will get wrong I Oh, miaerahlo 
me r" 

And the poor littio fellow rushed back again, while 
Philuminon, at his wits* end between dread and lon^ug, 
started olf, and ran the whole way home to the Serapeium, 
regard leflH of eorriogos, elepliants, and fout-pasBongara ; and 
having been knocked down bj a surly porter, and left a 
piece of hia shoepakin between the teeth of a apiteful camel 
—neither of which inBiilta ho had time to resent—arrived 
at the arohhishop^s house, found Peter the Header, and 
tretithliiigly begged on audience from Cyxil.^ 

9 
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TITE 8JfAPPl2fG OF TirE FOTTp 

Ctbtl heal’d Philarnmon*a story and Hypatia’s message 
VfitU a quiet smile, mul then disniissod the youth to an 
after noon of labor in the oity^ cotnmaiiding him to moutlou 
no word of what had Imppencd, anti to oome to him that 
evening and rcoeivo his ortlcij wiven ho should have bad 
time to think over the mutter. So forth Philummon went 
with hifl I'ompanions, throiigli lanes and alleys hideous with 
filth and ^Kjvertyj compulsory idlenoss and native sin* 
Pearftilly reiil and ]>raf‘t.ieal it all was \ but ho saw it ivll 
dimly tis in a di'eam. Heforo Ills eyes one face was shin¬ 
ing ; ia his wirs one Bilvery voiiio was ringing. , . . “ Ho 
is a monk* and knows no better.’* . . * Tnio*! And how 
should he know bettor? ITow could ho toll how much 
more thcro was to know, in that great now uni verse, in 
such a ci'ajiiiy whereof his life hiul till now lioen past ? 
He had heard hut one welo alifesuly." "VVhafc if tliere were 
two suies ? Had he not a right—that is, was it not proper, 
fair, prudent, that he should hear both, and then judge ? 

Cyril hiid hardly, per Imps, done wisely for the youth in 
sending him out ahout the practical drudgery of benevo¬ 
lence, before deciding for Inm what was hia duty with 
regard to Ifyimtiak iiivitaticin* lie had. not c^culated on 
the now ilioughta which were tormenting the young monk; 
perhaps they Would have- been unintelligible to Kim had 
he known of thcTn. Cyril had been bred np under tlie 
moat stern dogiimtio training, in thofie vast monoatio 
tablishments, which had arisen amid the neighboring salt* 
petre quarries of Nitria,w3iero thousands toiled in voluntary 
poverty and starvation at vast bakeries, dycries, brick-fields, 
tailors* shops, carpentera* yards, and expended the proflta 
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of their hkhoT, not on tliciiisehcB^ for they hOAl need of 
notliiug, but on cliurclieSj hoHpitalBj mid idtiiB. Hdueuted 
in tli;it world of pructioul imluHtriiJ prod notion well m 
of religious exerciaoj whicii by its proximity Ui the great 
<dty accustoiiLod monks to that world whioh they dospisod; 
entangled from boyhood in the intrigues of bis fierce and 
ambitions uncle Thoopbilus, Cyril hail giioc4.>o<]c(l bhiiin the 
pitriarcJiatc of A]exaD<lna without liaving felt a doubts anrl 
stood free to throw his fiery enorgy ami clear practical 
iiittilloct into tliecause of tbc Church witbout scniple^ eveiii 
wliere nec:casary, witliont jjity* I low could such a* mau 
sympathize witii the jKKjr boy of twcutyj suddenly dragged 
forth from the quiet cavern-shadow of the Liiura into the 
full blaze tind roar of ilio world’s noonday!^ lie, tnO| was 
cloistor-briHl, T^ut the busy and funatic atm(js]>}icrc of 
NitriUj whore every nerve of bouI and body was ke]>t ou a 
liFo-loiig artiQeial strain* witliout rtaii, without simplicity, 
witliont huuuiri aifection, wus utterly uniipofhil to the 
govcrmnciit of tlie reiiioto and iiecdy^ though no loss in¬ 
dustrious cornnioji wealth3 of Cienobites, who dotted the 
lonely moiuitain-glcns, far up into tJio heart of the Nubian 
deserts. In such u one Chilammon hwl rcccivcHl, from, a 
ToneraUe man* a mother’s syiiqiatliy ns well us a father's 
care ; and now 1 jo yearned fjpr the encouragement of a gen tie 
voice, for ilio greeting of a kindly ey^^ and wils lonely and 
sick at bciirt. , . , And still Hypatia’s voiuo buyntad his 
ears, like a stniin of music, and woiihknot die away. Tliat 
lofty enthusiasm, so sweet and modest in iU grandeur—tliat 
tone of pity—in one so lovely it could not 1)0 (‘idled con¬ 
tempt—for tlio many ; that (hdicioua pbmitorn of being an 
elect spirit * * . unlike the crowd. , . . And am I al¬ 
together like the crowd ? ” said Philammon to biiusclf* us 
he staggered along under tho weight of a groaning fever- 
patient* “ Can thoro be found no Utter work for me than 
this which any porter from the quay might do as well ? 
Am I not somewhat wasted on such toil us this ? Uavc 
I not an intellect, a taste, a reasuti F 1 could appreciate 
what she said*—Why should not my faculties be educated F 
Why am 1 only to bo shut out from knowledge F There is 
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a Chnatiati fi-nosis as well as n }icatlLen one. What was 
periniBsihle to Clemciit"—ho had nearly said to Origeiij but 
checked himself on the edge of heresy—is surely lawful 
for me I Is not my ¥CTy craving for knowledge a sign that 
I am capable of it ? Surely my sphere is the study rather 
than the street 1 

And then liis fcllow-lahorerB—he could not deny it to 
himself—began to grow let® venorablo in his eyes. Let 
him try as he might to forget tlie old priest’s gnimbHags 
and detractions^ the fact wiie before him. The men were 
coarse, fierce, noisy . . . difforent from her! Their 
talk seemed mere gossip—scandalous too, and hard-jndg* 
ing, most of it j about that man’s private ambition, and 
that woman’s proud looks; and wbo had stayed for the 
Eucharist the Sunday befoi^, and who had gone out after 
the Bormon ; and how the majority who did not stay could 
possibly dare to go, and how the minority who did not go 
could possibly dare to stay. , • • Endless suspicions, sneers, 
complaints , , . what did they care for the eternal glories 
and the beatidc vision ? Their one test for all men and 
things, from the patriarch to the prefect, seemed to he—did 
ho or it advance tlie cause of the Church ?—which Philam- 
mon soon discovered to mean their own cause, their in-' 
fiuence, their self-glorification.« And tlio poor boy, os his 
faculty for fault-finding tpiickened under the infiuence of 
theirs, secnicd to sec under the humble stock-phraaes in 
which they talked of their labors of love, and the future 
reward of their present hnmiliationsT a deep and hardly- 
hidden pride, a faith in their own infallibility, a contemp¬ 
tuous impatience ol every man, however venerable, who 
differed from their party on any, the slightest, matter. 
They spoke with snocre of Augustine’s Latinizing tendencies, 
and with open execrations of Chrysostom, as the vilest and 
moat impious of schismatics; and, for aught Philatnmon 
knew, they were right enough. But when they talked of 
wm and desolation post and impending, without a word of 
pity for the slain and mmed, as a just judgment of Heaven 
upon heretics and heathens; when tlwy argued over the 
awful struggle for power which, as he gath^^ from thoii 
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wordB^ was even then pending between the Emperor and 
the Count of Africa^ &a if it contained but one quGfltion of 
interest to them—^would Cyril, and they as his bodyguard, 
gain or lose power in Alexundria ? and lastly, when at some 
mention of Oreatca, and of Hypatia aa hia counseUor, they 
broke out into open imprecations of God’s curse, and coni' 
fortod themsdves with the pTospect of eyorloBtiug torment 
for both ; he shuddered and asked himself involuntarily— 
were these the ministers of a Gospel ?—were tlit^e the 
fruits of Christ's Spirit ? - . . And a wlvisper thrilled 
througli the inmost depth of hys soul—Is there a Gospel ? 
Is there a Spirit of Christ ? Would not their fruits bo dif¬ 
ferent from these ? ” 

Faint, and low, and distant, was that wliispcr, like the 
mutter of an earthquake miles below the soil. And yet^ 
like the earthquake-roll, it IjeuI in that ojie moment jarred 
every belief, and hoi>e, and meinory of his being cJich a 
hair’s-breadth from its place* , , . Oidy one ]iair*s-bpcadth. 
But that Wiui enough ; Iijb wliole inward and outward world 
changed sha^ie, and cracked at every joint* What if it 
were to fall in pieces ? Ills hrtihx reeled with the thought. 
Ho doubted his own identity* The very light of heaven 
rsad altered its hue* , Vim the firm ground on which ho 
stood after all no solid reality, but a fragile shell whidi 
covered—what ? 

The nightmare vanislieil, and lie breathed onpo more. 
What a strange dream I The suit and the exertion must 
have made him giddy, lie would forget all about it. 

Woary with labor, and still woarter witli thought, he re¬ 
turned that evening, longing and yet dreading to be per¬ 
mitted to speak with Uypatiit. He half hoped at momenta 
that Cyril might think liim too wctik; for it ^ and the next, 
all his pride and daring, not to say his fsith and hope, spur¬ 
red him on. Might ho but face the terrible enchautress, 
and rebuke her to her face! And yet so lovely, so uoble as 
she lociked! Could he speak to her, except in tones of 
gentlo warning, pity, coause], entreaty ? might he not con¬ 
vert her-^ave her ? Glorious thought t to win such a 
eoal to the true cause I To be able to show, as the first 
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fruits of his misaionj the very chntnpion of heathendom V 
It wm worth while to have liTod onij to do that; and 
ing done it, to die, 

Tho archbishop’s lodgings, when he entered them, were 
in a state of foruient even greater than usual. Groups of 
monks, priests, parabolani, and citiseiiB rich and poor, wore 
hanging about the courtyard, talking earnestly and angrily. 
A large party of monks fresh from Nitria, with ragged hair 
and beards, and the peculiar expression of conntcimnco 
which fanatics of all croeda acijuire, fierce and yet abject, 
self-conscious and yet ungoi^cnuul, silly and yet sly, with 
features oojirscncd and degnuletl by continuitl fasting and 
self-torture, prudishly shrouded from head to heel in tludr 
long ragged gowns, were gestuinlathig wildly and loudly, 
and call ing on their nioro poaceablccom|wtmons, in nonieits- 
tired teniis, t« revenge Borne insult offered to the Church. 

‘'What is the matter askwl Pliilanimoii of a quiet 
portly eitiKcn, who stmul looking up, with a most per¬ 
plexed visage, at tl»e windows of the piitrii^rch's apart¬ 
ments, * 

“ Doii^t ask me; T have nothing to do with It, Why 
does not his holiness cfjmecmt and speak to ilnmi ? Blcaaed 
virgin, mother of Goil ! that were well through it 
all 

“(Jowanl 1“ bawled a namk in his cur, '•‘Those shop- 
keepers care for luitliiugbut seeing their stalls safe, Kather 
than lose a day’s eimttim, they would give tho very churchtts 
to be plundered hy tho hesu lien ! ” 

" We do not want them !” crietl another. We man- 
aged Diuscuros and his brother, and we can manage Orestes. 
What matter what answer he sends ? l^lie devil shall have 
his o¥m ! “ 

" They ought to have been batik two liours ago ! thc^ are 
murdered by this time/' 

"He would not dare to touch tho archdeacon I” 

" He will dare anythbig, Cyril should never have sent 
them forth as lambs aihong wolvea. What necessity waa 
there for letting tho prefect know that the Jews were gone f 
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He would luive found it out for f^t euoughj the 

next time ho wanted to borrow money," 

What is all this nboutj reverend sir P " asked PhUammoo 
of Peter the Reader, who made liis oppcaraiicG at that mo¬ 
ment in the quadrangle, walking with great BtridoSj like the 
Houl of Agamemnon across the meads of Asphodelj, and ap* 
parently beside liimself with rage. 

“ Ah ! you here ? You may go lo-morrow, young fool I 
Tho patriarch ean^t hdk to yon. Why shoiihl lie P ISoine 
people have a great dtmt too mueli uoiii-e taken of tliem, in 
my opinion, Yt.ss ; you may TP your head is not turned 
alreiuly, you may gf> and get it turnt'd Lo-inorrow, Wo shall 
sou whether he who exalts himself is not abuscih beff^re all 
is ovor !" And Jm whs striding away, when l^hilaiiLinoii, at 
the risk of an explosion, stopped \\un. 

“ llis liolima^Hoein man tied me to sec liiiii, bLi', before— 
Peter turnctl on him in a fury, Tool 1 will you dareto 
iuirnde your fantastical drc!;arns on Idm at uuch a momiuit 
as tliia ? " 

llo commanded rnc to see him," said Pliilarriinon, with 
the true soldinrliko diwdpliiic of a monk ; **aud see him I 
will, in spite of any inosi. I heliuve in my heart you wisli 
to keep inc from his oonuselB and his IJestiing." 

Peter looked at him for a inomeiit witli a right wicked 
oxjirossion, and then, to the yontli's astonishmeiit, struck 
hiTri full ill tlie faco, and yelled for helji, ^ 

If the blow Inid been givoTi by P;;*nbo in tho Laura a 
week hofoTo, Pliiiaminoji would bavo bonie iU Jhit from 
that man, and ooming unexpeckn^liy as the finfshing stroke 
to all his diaappouitmont ruid disgust, it was intolerable; and 
in an. instant Peter's long legs were sprawling on tlie pave* 
ment, while ho bellowed like a hull for all the mouka in 
Kitria« 

A doaen lean brown hands were at Philammon'a throat 
as Peter Tose. 

“Seize him I hold him T'half blubbered he* “The 
traitor I the herctio I He holds eommunion with heath-^ 
ena ^" 

Down with him I" “ Cast him out 1" “ Cany him 
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to the archbUhop I" while FMlammon shook himself free, 
and Fotcr rotnrTied to tlie eharge. 

" 1 call all good CAtholica to witness 1 He has beaten an 
ecdesiastio in the courts of the Lord's house, even in the 
midst of thee, 0 Joruealemt And he waa in Hypatia's 
lecture-room this morning 1" 

A groan of pious horror rose^ Philamtnon set his back 
Agumst the walL 

His holiness the patriarch sent me.” 

He coiifesses, he confcases I I£o deluded the piety of 
the patriareli into letting liim go, under color of eon vert¬ 
ing her; and oven now he wants to intrude on the aacred 
presence of Cyril, burning only witli carnal desire that he 
may meet the soTccresB in her house to-morrow 1” 

Scandal 1" ^'Abomination in the holy place 1” and 
a rush at the poor youth took placo^ 

His blood was thoroughly up. The respectable part of 
the crowd, as usual in bucIi cases, prudently retreated!, and 
left liim to the mercy of the monks, with an cyo to their 
own reputation for orthodo;iy, not to mention their personal 
safety ; and he had to help liiinself as lie could. He looked 
round for a weapon. There waa none. The ring of monka 
were baying at liim like hounds round a bear; and though 
he might have been a nuvteh for any one of them singly, yet 
their sinewy limbs and dotormined faces wamod him that 
against sveh odds Uio struggle would be desperate, 

“Lot me leave thirf'conrt in safety ! God knows whether 
I am a heretic ; and Ui Him T commit rny earaso 1 The holy 
patriarch shall know of your iniquity. I will not trouble 
you ; I give you leave to call me heretic, or heathen, if yon 
will, if I cross this throahold till Cyril him self Bonds for me 
back to ehamo you," 

And ho turned, and forced his way to the gate, amid a 
yell of derision which brought every drop of blood in bis 
body into his cheeks. Twice, as he went down the vaulted 
passage, a rush was made on him from behind, but the 
soberer of his peraeontdrs checked it. Yet he could not 
leave them, young and hot-headed as he was, without one 
last word, and on the threy^old he turned 
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" T'on I who call jonuBdrcd tlia disctplca of tlie Lord, 
and are more liko tho demoniaca who abode day and 
night ia tho tombij otying and cnttiiig themaelvoe with 
BtoncB-^ 

In Eui inatant they mailed upon him ; atid^ luckily foi 
him, niBhed alao into the anna of a party of occlcsiuatics^ 
who were hurrying inwarda from tho atroet^ with facea of 
blank terror, 

* ^ He haj rcfnaed !" alioiitod tho foromoet. ** Ifo declarOB 
war against tho Cliiirdi of Ootl 

‘*Oh, my fTioudm/'the arohclwiooii, we* are 
©scapwl like tlio hir^l out of tho sjifiro of the fowler. The 
tyrant kejjt us waiting two hours at hi a palac<j-g?ites, and 
then Bontlictora out upon ub^ with rods, and aites, telling 
HE tliat they wero the only meaaage which he had for robbers 
and riotci'a/^ 

Back to the patriarch and tl^e whole mob strf^raod 

in againj leaving Philammoii alone In tlie utreot-imd in 

tho world. 

Whither now ? 

lie strixle on in his wrath some hundrofl yards nr more 
before he tuikf^d liiiuself that question. And wlieti he icsked 
it, he fouml himself in no humor to answer it, Ifu was 
atlrifi, and blown out of harbor upon a sliorchi^s sea, in 
utter darknesB ; all hfewcii ami earth were nothing to him. 
Ho was alone in tho hliTidnewa of anger. 

Gradually ono fixed idea, a« a ]ight-ti>wor, began to glim¬ 
mer through the storm, , , , "^ro see Hypatia, and convert 
her. Ho Jiad the patrlarch^a leave for that. That must be 
right. That would justify him—bring him back, perbaps, 
in a triumph more glorious than any leading capti ve, 

in. the fetters of tlic Gospel, the Queen of Heathendom. 
Ycfi, there was that left, for which to liTe, 

His poasion cooled down gradually as ho wandered on in 
the feding evouing-liglit, up one street and down another, 
till he had utterly lost his way. What matter P He should 
find that lecture-room to-morrow at least. At last he found 
himself in a broad avenue, which ho seemed to know. Was 
that the Sun-gate in tho distmice F He sauntered corelesBly 
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down it, and found himaelf at laat on tho great I&planadej 
whither tlio little jiortcr luul taken him three days before* 
He waa clone then to the JVTueemn^ and to her houso. Destiny 
had led him^ uncoimciously^ towards the scene of his enter¬ 
prise* It wua a good omen ; he would go tliithor at once. 
Ho might sloop upon her doorsfaip as well as u]K)ii any otlter. 
Perhaps ho might catch a glimpse of her going out or 
corning in^ even at that late hour. It miglit be well tv ac¬ 
custom hmiflclf Ui the aigJit of her. There would he the 
lees chiuicc of his being aliaslicd to-morniw before those 
Bonjeresa eyes. And inirrcover^ to tell the truth, his self- 
dep<nidoTU?e, »tid Jiis Bclf-will too, cruslicd, or rather laid to 
sltKjp, hy the iliseipHrto of the T^mra, l^ail started into wild 
life, and gave him h irtysterioiis iileiiaiirc, wliich lie had not 
felt ainee he was a disobedient little boy, of doing what he 
chose, right or wrong, simply because he chose it. Such 
moments come to cvejy free-willed (jreature. Happy aro 
those who have not, like poor Philammon, boon kept by a 
hothed cultivation from knowing how ftuio them I But 
ho burl yet tr> learn, or rather lus tutors liad to Icarn^ that 
the sure path bmard willing vlicdiciice and man fill self- 
r&atrsiint, licfi not through sbtyery, but thi'iuigh liberty. 

He was not certinn wlucb was iFypatia''s house ; but the 
door of the Museum he could not forgot. So thoro ho eat 
himself down under the ganlcn wall, soothed by the cool 
night, and tlio holy Bilcjice, and tl^o rich perfume of tho 
thousand foreign tloi^irs which filled the air with enervating 
bttlm, 'J1i ere he sal. ai\tl wivtcl led, an d watohod, and watched 
in vain for some glirti])se of hia one object, Wbicli of the 
houses wfis hers ? Wliicli wag the window of her ehatnher ? 
Did it look into the street ? What businees bad his fancy 
with womcTi's chambers ? * . * But that one open window, 
with tho lamp burning bright inside—^lie could not help 
looking up to it—he could not help fancying—hoping. Ho 
even moved a few yartU to see better the bright interior of 
the room. High np os it was, ho could still discern shelves 
of books—pictures on the walla. Was that a voice ? Yes ! 
a wormtn^s roloo—^reading aloud in metro—was plainly dis- 
tingaishable in the dead atillness of the night, which did 
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Bot evan awf^eiia wliispcr in tlia troaa above his head. He 
stood, spellbound by ourioaity. 

Suddenly the voice ceased, and a woman's figure came 
forward to tlie window, and stood inotjonlees, gttsiing upward 
at the spangled wo rid overhead, and seeming to drink in 
the glory, and the Hileiieo, and the rich pcTfume, . . . Could 
it be flho ? Every pulao in his body throbbed madly. . , , 
Could it be ? What wtw she doing ? He could not dis¬ 
tinguish the features j but the fuJl bliuse of the f^jistern 
niooii showed him an iiptununl brow, between n golden 
stream of glittering tresses wljich hid her whole figuro, 
except the white hands claii].Kill upon her lioeom, , , . Was 
she praying ? were these her midnight soroenes ? . . . 

And still Ins hwirt tbroblnj^l and throl^bi^tl, till lie ahnost 
faneiod nlie must hoar its noisy heat—;md still ahe stoml 
niotionlefts, gassing njjon the sky, like some e'£qni8ij-<? (hrys- 
elephiuiliiie statue, all ivory niul gold. And hehhid her, 
mu lid the bright room within, jiainting, Itooks, a whole 
world of unknown seienec and beauty , , , and she tlio 
priesiesa of it^all * , • inviting him to learn of her and bo 
wise ! It was a tmaptatiou ! Ite wvmitl Ileo from it !*— 
Fool that he wiia I—iind it might not bo sbe after all ! 

lie made some sudden rnovement. She lonketl down, 
saw liim, and shut ting the blind, vsmiKlit^d for the night. 
In vain, now that the tcmjdatioii hait doparteil^ he sat and 
waited fur its reappearance, 1mlf eiirwing himself for having 
hi'uken the ^^pclh Ihit the chamber wtis dark and sileiit 
henceforth ; and riiilammoii, w^'sirb^l nut, found himself 
so<iTi wandering bock to the Laura in fpiict dreaina buneatb 
the balmy, semi-tropic night. 
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pHiLAHMo^sr wAa oronacd from his b1 umbers at; sunrise 
the next morning by the attendants who came in to sweep 
out the leuinre-rooniSj and wandered, disconsolately enou^hj 
up and down tlie street; longing for, atid yet dreading p 
the three weary hours to he over which must pass before 
he would be admitted to irypatia. But ho had tasted no 
food aiuee Tui^ni the day before: ho hod had but three 
hours*Bloep the jirevious night, and hailhoDh working, run¬ 
ning, and lighting for two whole days without a moment^a 
peiice of hotly or mind. Sink with hunger and fatigao^ 
and aching from howl to foot with In's hard night^s rest 
on the graniUvllagB, Iio felt as uuahlo ua nmu could well 
do to collect his tlioughts or brace liis nerves for tlic oom- 
liig interview. How to get food he could not guess ; but 
liaving two liands, he might at Ictj^t earn a coin by carry¬ 
ing a load; m lioweiit down to the Esplanade in search 
of work* Of tTiat, alas ! there was none, So he sat down 
upon the parapet of tlm quay, imil watehefl the shoals of 
sardines which pUjotl in and out over the marble steps 
below, and wondered at the strange craba and sea-locusU 
wliieh crawled up and down the face of the mosoijTy, a few 
feet below the surface, scrambling for bits of offal, and 
making oeeasional fruitless dashes at the nimble little silver 
arrows which played round thorn* And at last his whole 
floul, too tiretl to think of anything else, became ab¬ 
sorbed in a mighty struggle between two great crabs, who 
held on stoutly, each by a claw, to hia respective bunch of 
seaweed, while with the others they tugged, one at the head 
and the other at the tail of a dead ilsh* Which would con- 
quGfT ? . . • Ay, which ? And for five nunutea PhilammoQ 
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was alone in the world 'pritli the two stru^ling heroes. 
. . . Might not they be emblematic ? Might not the up^ 
per one typify Clyril ?—the lower one Hypatia ?—*ajid the 
dead fish between^ himself ? . . * 13ut at last the deud-look 
was suddenly ended—tho fish parted in the middle: and 
the typical Hypatia and Oyrilj losing hold of their respect^ 
,ive seaweeds by tho jerk, Ambled dowrij each with its half* 
fiehf and vanished head over hools into tho blue depths in so 
undignified a manner^ that rbilammoii burst into a shout 
of laughter. 

“AVhat^stho jcike?'* asked a. well-known, voice behind 
him ; and a hand patted Iiim familiitrly on tho back. Ha 
looked round, and saw tho little porter, his head crowned 
with a full basket of figs, grapcis, and wator-melons, on 
which the poor youth ca^t a longing eyo, ''Well, my 
young friend, and why arc you not at church ! Look at 
oU the saints pouring into the Cfcsareum there, behind 
you." 

Philammon uusweixMl sulkily enough something inortic* 
ulato. ' 

" Ho, ho! Quarrelled with the succeasor of the Apos¬ 
tles already ? Has my jirophecy come true, and tho atrong 
meat of pioiia riot and plunder proved too highly apiced for 
your young palate ? Kh ? " 

Poor Pliilamnion ! Angry with himself for feeling that 
tho porter was right; shrinking from the notion of -expos¬ 
ing the failinga of bis feJlow-Christiafis ; shrinking still 
more from makijig such u jackanapes his confidant: and 
yet yearning in hU loneliness to o]>on Im heart to some one, 
ho dropped out, hint by hint, word by word, the eventa of 
the post evening, and finished by a rc(][uest to be put in the 
way of earning his breakfast, 

" Earning your breakfast I Shall the favorite of the gods 
—shall the guest of Hypatia—earn hia brciikfast, while I 
have an obol to ehate with him ? Ease thought 1 Youth ! 

I have wronged you. Unphilosophically I allowed, y^tor- 
day morning, envy to ruffle the oeban of my inteUect. 
We are now friends and brothers, in hatred to the monas- 
tio tribe." 
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" I do not hate them, I tell you,*' said PhilanimoiL 
But theae Nitrian Bavagee ■ ■ ■” 

Are the porfoct exumplca of monkery, and yon hate 
them ; and therefore, all great era containing the less, 
you hate all loss monastic monks—I have not hoard logic 
lectures in vjiin- Now, up! The eoa woos our dusty 
limbs : Nereids and Tritons, cliarging no cruol corn, call ^ 
us to Nature's bathe. At homo a mighty shcat-hsh smokes 
upon tike fcBtive board ; beer crowns the horn, and onions 
dock tJio dish ; conio then., my guest and brother 1** 
Phihvnmou swallowed qertain sompka about bocoming 
the gnoet of u heathen, soeing tiiat otherwise there seemed 
no chance of liaving anything else to swallow ; and after 
a refreshing plunge in the sea, followed tlie hospitable 
ILttlo fellow to Hypatia's door, whoro ho dropped his daily 
lowl of fruit, and thon into a narrow by-atreet, to the 
ground-floor of a huge block of lodgings, with a common 
sUdrease, swarming with children, cats, aud chickens; 
and WHS UBhcHHl by his host into a little room, where the 
savory smell of broiling fitih revived Philammon's heart, 
Judith! Judith) where Ihigercst thou ? Marble of 
Pentelieiifl ! fotim-flake of the wine-dork main I lily of the 
Mitreotic lake ! You accursed hhick Andromeda, if you 
don't bring Lhu breakfast tliis moment. I'll cut you in two 1 ” 
Tho jJiner door opened, and in bustled, trembling, her 
hands JuW of dislics, a taill litlio uegreBs druBSed in true 
negro fashion, in a euow-wliito cotton shift, a scarlet cot- 
boik ix'tfeicoiit, and u bi'-ght yellow turban of tho same, 
making a light in that dark place wliieh would have served 
UH a landmark a niik off, She pat the diabos down, and 
the porter majosticully waved riiilammon to a stool; 
while she retreated, and stood humbly waiting on her lord 
and maatcr, who did not deign to introduce to hia guest 
tho black beauty which oomposod Ida whole aeraglio, . . * 
But, indeed, cuch an act of courtesy would have been 
ueedleaa; for tho first morsel of fish waa hardly safe in 
pobr Philammon's mouth, when the negroea rushed upon 
him, caught him by the hood, aud covored him with rapt^ 
urouB kisses. 
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Up Jumped tho little man with a yell, brandishing a knife 
in one hand and a leek in the other; while Philaramon, 
scarcely less eeandalized, jumped up too, and shook himself 
free of the lady, who, finding it imposaible to vent horfeol- 
ingB further on hia head, inatautly cfianged her hudiiea, and, 
wallowing on tlio floor, began frantioally kissing his feet. 

** What ia thia ? before my face 1 ITji, shanielrsfl Ijagpige, 
or thou dieat the death ! ” and the poiiioj' pulled her upon 
her kucea. 

“ It is the monk 1 the young man I told you of, who 
saved me from the Jews the ,other night! What good 
angel acut him here that 1 might tfiank Tiim ? cried the 
poor creature, while tJie tears ran down her black sJiining 
face. 

I am that good angel/' said the ^Kjrter, wiLlt a look of 
intenBC Bclf-aatiafaction, ^*^Riae, daiightc'v of j^rehua ; thou 
art pardoned, being but a foiualc, Whtit sjjyrt I lie poet ?— 

Woi»i^ bi iinsAlrviiN nians ivhiJr rb^litTiil li^nl 
O^ir Imr umd ruJftti llna iiul>1(*r imUi'." 

Youth ! to my arnw ! Truly say the philo»fipliera, that the 
uiiivcri;e ia magieul in itself, and by myBberloua'synipatliica 
links like to like. The pro 2 )hetic instinet of thy future 
bcnclits towards me drew mo in tJice ivs by uu invisible waj'p, 
hawser, or cliaiti-cahle, from the irminciit I beheld thee. 
Thou wert a kindri^l spirit, my liiijtlier, tliougli thou 
knewest it noL I do not in aisit thee—no, nor 

thank tliee in the leiuit, though tliou l^^wt prfvjervcd for me 
the one palm which shadows my weary stupa—tho single 
lotuB-flowor (in tins cas^i bliu^k, not while) which blooms for 
me above the mnd-stainc<] ocean-wastoa of tho Hylic Her- 
borofl. That which thou htwt doiic, thou liost doue by in¬ 
stinct—by divine coiupulaion—thou eoiilclst no more helf 
it than tliou canstbolp eating tliat fiah, and art no more to 
bo praised for it” 

Thank you,” said Philammon* 

Comprehend me. Our theory In tho schools for such 
eases ia thia—boa been so at least for the last six months; 
aimilar particles, f^m one original source, exist ia you and 
hmw Similar causes produce si milor effects; onr attroc kionSg 
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ATitiptathlcsj impulses, are therefore, in aimilsr cirmtin.- 
etaiinos, ubeolutelj the Bume ;; and therefore you did the 
other night exactly what I should hare done in your caae." 

Pliilammon tliought the latter part of the theory open to 
quoation, but ho hod by no mcEina stopped eating when he 
rose, and his mouth was much too fall of iish to argue. 

*^And theroforo,'' contmued the little man, ^' we are to 
con aid or ourwclvos honeeforth as one soul in two bodies. 
Yon may have the best of the corporeal part of the diTision 
, . . yet it is the soul which makes the person. You may 
tnist mo, I ahull not disdain my brotlicrhood. If any one 
insults you licticcforth, you have but to call mo; and If 1 

bo within bearing, why, by tliis right arm- 

And he attempted a pat on Philammon's hood, which, aa 
there was a bead and shoulder’s difforonco between them, 
might on the whole have boon considei*ed, from a theatric 
point of view, us a failure. Wliorcun tlio little man seized 
the ealaliitsli of beer, ami filling tkorewitb a cow’s-hom, his 
thumb on tlie sraHll end, raiseil it high in the air. 

** To the Tcntli Muse, and to your interview with her 
And removing fiis thumb, lie sent a stoaily jet into hia 
open month, and having dniiued tlie horn without drawing 
breath, licked liis lips, handed it to Philommon, and flew 
ravcmously upon tho fish and onionSi 

Philammon, to whom tho wliolo was supremely absurd, 
had no invocation to itisdte, but one which he felt toosaored 
for his present tempor of mind: so lie attempted to imitate 
tho little man's feut, and, of course, poured the beer into 
his eyes, and up his nose, and in his bosom, and finidly 
choked himaelf black in the face, while his host observed, 
Bmilingly— 

Aha, rustic I unacquainted with tho ancient and dao- 
aical customs preserved in this centre of emulation by the 
descendants of Aloxander^s heroes ? Judhh 1 clear the 
table. Now to tho sanctaaiy of tho Muses I 
Philammon rose, and Bnished his meal by a monkisii 
grace. A gentle and reycrend Amen " rose from the other 
end of tho room. It was the negress. She saw him look 
up at her, dropped her eyes modestly, and bustled away 
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ttitli t1i6 renmanta^ while Philammoa and hie hast etoited 
for Hypatia^a lecture-room, 

“ Yonr wife la a Chriatiau F ^ aaked he when they were 
outaide the doon 

** Ahem-! Tho horhario mind ia prone to auperati- 

tiom Yet ahe ia, being but a woman and a negress, a good 
soul, ahd thrifty, though requiring, like tdl lower utiiiuala, 
occeeional chnatigeinent, I manied her on philoeophio 
grounds. A wife woa neceaaaiy to me, for several reusona : 
but mindful that the philosopher should Eiihjugiito the 
teriul appetite, and rise ahovn tlio swinieh dcBires of the 
£eah, oven wlien hia nature requim him to satisfy them, I 
purposed to make pleasure ns uupleueant as possible, 1 liad 
the clioice of several cripples—their parents, of ancient 
Macedonian family like myself, were by no means ailverae j 
but I requirt^l a housekeeper, witli wliose duties Uio want 
of an arm or a log might have interfered/' 

Wiy did you not marry a scold asked Pliilammoiu 

** Pertineaitly observed: and indeed the example of 
Socrates rose' lumiuoiis more tlmn once before my tmagini^ 
tiotL Hut philosophic calm, mj desiryouth, aiul the peace¬ 
ful contemplation of tho ineffablo ? I could not rolinquiah 
those luxuries. So having, by tho bounty of Hypatia and 
her pupils, saved a small sum, I wont out, bought me a 
negrcHS, and lilrcd six rooma in the hluck we have just loft, 
where 1 let lodgings to young students of the Divine Phi-^ 
loflophy," 

Have yon any lodgers now ? " 

^^Ahem I Certniu rnoms are ocunpied by a lady of rank. 
The philosopher will, alxive all things, abstain from bab¬ 
bling, To bridle tho tongue, is to- Ihit there ia a 

closet at yonr service ; and for tlio hull of reception, which 
yon have just left—-are you not a kindred and fratemol 
4 park ? Wc con oombino onr meals, os our souls are al* 
r^j united." 

Philammon thanked him heartily for the offer, though 
he shrank from accepting it; and in ten minutes more 
found himself at the door of tho very house which he had 
been watching the night before. It was she, then, whom 
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he had fleen I , . . He was handed over by a block poi-ter 
to a emart s)are-^rU who guided him np» through cloisteiB 
and corridora^ to the large Hbrii^ryj where fire or eix young 
man were sittings busily engaged under Theon'a auperln-^ 
tondcncej in copying luanuucrjpts and drawing geometric 
diagrama, 

Phil am men g;ized ciirion&ly at these symbols of a acience 
unkiiowu to him, atid wondered whether tlie day would 
ever como wlieu lie too would understand their myaterieB ; 
but liLH eyes fell again as he saw the yonths staring at his 
rugged BheepskirL and nmttod locks with iindieguiscd con- 
tcTnpt. could Imrdly eolleet himsolf enough to obey 
tlie summon a of tlie venorable old man, aa he beckoned 
him Bilently out of the room, and led him, with the titters 
of the young students ringing in his cars, through the door 
by wliiali he hiul entered, and ulojig a gallery, till he stopped 
and kmu'ktMl luiiubly at a door, , . , She imiat be within I 
, , , Now I . . .At ht;;t ! . . . His knees knocked 
getlier iiuiler liinu Tlia litrart fuink and sank into abysses I 
Poor wivdoh I ... He was half-mi ml ed oiiee to eseapo 
and dash into the street . . . but was it not his one hope^ 
liis one object ? , . , But why did not that old man 
speak If ho would hare but said something ! , , , If 
ho would only luivo hxikod ert^s, contemptuouR! , , . 
lint with the siama inipro^sive gravity us of a man upon a 
biiRiiipsa in which he hatl no voice, and wished it to bo 
nudcrstfiod that ho none, tlic (dd man silently opened 
the door, and Philanmion followed. . . . There she was! 
looking more glorious that evor ; moreth.an when glowing 
With the enthusiasm of her own cloqnoneo; more than 
when tranafigiiTcd last night in golden tresaos and glit¬ 
tering nioonbeamB, There she eat, without moving a 
finger, na tho two cuteTod. Sho greeted hor father with a 
smile, which made up for all her aeeining want of cour¬ 
tesy to liim, and thou filed her largo gray eyes full on 
Philammon. 

''Hero is tho youthi my daughter, It was your wish, 

you know ; and I always believe that you know beet-" 

* Another smile pat an end to the speech, and the old 
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miiti retroatail liuiiibiy ttiwnrtJ mioMior iloor, witli a sorne^ 
wluit anxioua visage^ aud thi^n liiigitriiig iUkI lot»king back, 
hia band upon tlic latuh. 

If you fcqidro any otio, you know, you liavo only to 
call—W(i almll bo all in tho library," 

Another amilo; and the old iiuul diauppearod, leaving 
the two alone, 

Pbilanimon stood trembling, choking, hia (iyca fixed on 
the floor. Whore were all tho dne things ho liad conned 
over for the oceasLon ? Ho dared not look up at that face, 
lest it should drive them otit«of his head. And yet the 
more he kept his oyos turned froJii tho face, tho in ore ho 
was conscious of it, conscions tliat it was wafcoliiTLg him ; 
and tim nioro all the ([no words were, by that very knowl¬ 
edge, driven out of Jiis head. * , , Wlien would she 
speak ? Perhaps site wished him to speak first. It waa 
her duty to begin: for slio had sent for him, , , , But 
still she kept silence, and Biit scuuning him intently from, 
hoail to foot, hoTsetf na Tuotlunless ns a statue ; her Ininda 
folded togothor bofoTO her, over the iiuiiiuseript which lay 
upon her knee. If there was a LIubIl on her cheek at her 
own during, his oyes swam too mtich to notice it* 

lV"hon would tho intojoiublc suspense end ? Slio was, 
perliaps, us uuwilHiig to spt^ak as he. But some one must 
strike the Hist lilow ; and, as often happens, tlie weaker 
party, ijiipelled by ehoer fear, Btriick it, and hi^pkc tho 
liiauco in a tone half indignant, half dtiolegctic— 

** You sent for ino hither !" 

"I did. It seeniod to me, as I watched you during my 
lecture, both liefore ami after you wore rude enough to 
interrupt mo, that your oilonco was ono of more youthful 
ignorance. It eocmed to mo that your countenance be¬ 
spoke a nobler nature than tiiat wlncb tbogods arc usually 
pleased to bestow upon monks. That I may now ascertain 
whether or not my surmises were correct, 1 ask you for 
what purpose are you come hither t" 

Ph^mmon hailed the question as a godsond.—!N^ow for 
his meBsago f And yet he faltered as he answered, with a 
desperate eSort,—To rebuke you for your aius.^' 



148 


HYPATIA* 


My Bind \ Whftt Bins ? dhje nsked^ as ehe looked up 
with a eitatcly^ slow aurpriae in those largo gray eyea^ be¬ 
fore which his own glaoco sank abashed, he know not 
why* What sins ?—He knew not* Did she look like a 
Moasalina F But was she not a heathen and a sorcereaB f 
"—And yet lie blushed, and stammored, and hung down 
his head, as, shrinking at the sound of his own words, he 
replied— 

TJie foul Borcories—and profligacy worse than sorceries, 

in which, they say- ” He oould get no farther : for he 

looked up again and saw qn awful quiet smile upon that 
face. His words had raised no blush upon the marble 
cheek. 

" They say I The bigots and elanderera ; wild beasts of 
the desert, and faiiatio intriguers, who, in the words of Him 
they cal) ilieir Tnaster, contpass hearon and earth to make 
one proselyte, and when they have fouTid him, make him 
twofold more the child of hell than themaolves. Go—I 
forgive you i you arc young, and know not yet the mystery 
of the world, Scienco will teach you some day that the 
outward frame is tho sacrament of the soul's inward beauty. 
Such a soul 1 hod fancicxl your face depressed ; but I was 
mistaken. Foul hearts alone harbor such foul euBpicions, 
and fancy othera to ho wlaat they know they might become 
themselves. Go 1 Do I look like-? The veiy taper¬ 

ing of these fingers, if yuu could read their symbolism, 

^ would give your droam the lie.^^ And she flashed foil on 
him, liko sun-rays from a mirror, the full radiance of her 
glorious countenaneo* 

Alas, poor Philammon 1 where were thy eloquent ar-^ 
gunicnts, thy orthodox theories then F Proudly he strug¬ 
gled with hie own many's heart of flesh, and tried to turn 
hia eyes away ; the magnet might os well straggle to 
escape from the spell of the north* In a moment, he knew 
not how, litter shame, remorse, longing for foTgiveneas, 
Bwept over him, and crushed him down; and he found 
himself on hia knees before ner, in abject and broken sjl- 
Ublee entreating pardon. 

forgive you* But know before yon go, that 
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the oeleatial milk which fell from Here’s bosom bleach¬ 
ing the plant which it touched to everlasting whiteness^ 
was not more taintleas than the soul of Theon^a daughter/’ 

He looked up in her face as he knelt hofore her* Unerr¬ 
ing instinct told him that her worda were true* He was 
a monk, aocustomed to bdieve animal sin to be the dead¬ 
liest and worst of all eins—indeed, ^Hlie great offence’^ it¬ 
self, beside which all others were comparatively venial: 
where there was physical purity, must not all other virtues 
follow in its wake ? All other failings were invisible under 
the dazzling veil of that great, loveliness; and in his self- 
abasement ho went on— 

** Oh, ilo not apuni mo!—do not drive me away I I 
have neither friend, home, nor teacher. T ded last night 
from the men of iny own faith, niuddened by bitter iiiBult 
and injustice—cl iaappo in ted and disgusk'd with their fero¬ 
city, narrowneas, ignorance. T dare not, 1 cannot, 1 will 
not retuni to the obscurity and the dulnet^s of a Tliebaid 
T,flura, I have a thousand doubts to solve, a thousand 
questions t,o ask, about that great ancient world of which 
I know nothing—of whose mysteries, they pay, you alone 
poBHcss the key I I am a Christian ; but 1 thirst for knowl- 
e^Ige* , * * I do not promise to believe you—I do not 
promiflo to obey you ; but let mo hear! 'JViu'h me what 
you kiiow, that I may compare it with what T know. . . , 
If indued (and be shuddered aa ho spoke tho wqrds ) “ I 
do know anything I ■ 

Have you forgotten the epithets which you used to rao 
just now ? 

no I But do you forget them ; they were put into 
my mouth* I—I did not believe them when I said them. 
It was agony to mo; hut 1 did it, as I thought, for your 
sake—to save you. Oh, say that I may come and hear you 
again I Only from adistanee—in the very farthest corner 
of your lectUTO-room. I will bo silent; you ehoJl never 
eee me. But your words yeaterday awoke in me—no, not 
doubts ; but still I must, I must hear more, or be as miser¬ 
able and homeless inwardly as I am in my outward circum^. 
atonoes I ” And he looked up imploringly for conseuL 
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This poHsion ^nd Uiat attitude are fitting 
neithcjT for you nor me/' 

And dA Philiimmon roao, bIig rose also, went into the 
library to her father, aud in a few minutea retumod with 
him. 

“ Come with mo, young mnn/^ said lie, laying his hand 
kindly enough on Philani moil's ahonkler. » * . The rest 
of this matter you and I can settle; " aud Philammon 
followed him, not daring to look baek at Hypatia, while 
the whole room swaia before his eyes. 

** So, sp, 1 hoar you have,been saying rtido tliinga to my 
daiightcsr. Well, she Illls ftirgiveu you— 

“Has ithe ?” ftskod the young monk, with an eager 
start. 

** Ah I you may well look astonished. But T forgive you 
too. it is liieky for yon, however, tliat T flid not hear 
y<m, or H>ie, old niaii as 1 am. 1 eau’t say wliat I might 
not liave dono. Ah F yon little know, you little know 
what alio ifi the old pedant's eyes kmdlpd with 

loving pride. May the gods give you Rome day suoh a 
daughter I—that is, if you loam to dewM've it—as virtuous as 
she is wise, m wise na shu is heauiifuh Truly Uioy have re¬ 
paid mo for my labors in their servioo. Look, young man I 
little as you merit it, liere is a pledge ot your forgiveness, 
sueh iLH the richest and noblest in Alexandria arc glad to 
piirohas^ with miiiiy an ounce of gold—a ticket of free 
admission to all heiwleetiiios heiioerorth \ Now go; you 
have been favored beyond vonr deserts, and should learn 
that the pbiloaiipher can practise what tlie Cliriatian only 
preaohoH, and return good for evil/' And ho put into 
Philammoi/s hand a slip of pajiur, and hade one of the 
reUries show him to tho outer door. 

The youtliH looked up at Jiint from their writing ua he 
passed, with fanes of surprise and awe. And evidently Ihiuk- 
iijg no more about the absurdity of lik sheopskin and hiB 
tanned eomplesion ; and be went out with a stunned, con* 
fused feeling, as of one vrho, by a desperate leap, has 
plunged into a new world, Ha tried to fed content; but 
he dared not. All before him was anjEicty, uneertainty. 
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He had cut }iiinBclf adrift; lio was on tlio great strcanip 
Whither would it load him ? Well—was it not the great 
stream ? Had not all mankiudj for all tUo boon Hoat- 
ing on it ? OFj was it but a dc«ert*nver, dwindling awjiy 
beneath the fiery Kun, (h^tiiied to Iobo itaolf u /cw niHoe 
on^ amoj^g the arid sandti ? Were Arsenius and the 
faith of hirt eliiltlliood riglit ? And wae the Old World 
coining sjiocdily U> its dejiUi-Hirocj ami the Kingdom of 
ilod at hand ? OjTj whs Cyril rights mid the Oliuroh CiiUi- 
olic ax»poiidcd to Bpr^^fid, am] t'oiifjuer, ami detitroy, anil 
relnnhh till the kingdoms of tliin Tvorld Imd liccomo'tbo 
kingdoins (d tiod luid of Hiti ('Jin-st ! If ko, what use in 
tldfl old knowledge wliioli ho craved ? And yet, if iho day 
of the di!8t]'uction of all things were at hmid^ ^^ul the timoa 
dcHtilled bciioine woriie and not betlerj till the oiid^ 
how could tliut he 

What news ? " (laked the litlle porter, who had beoii 
waiting for Idm at the door all tlie while, Wliat nows, 
0 favorite of the gtida !" 

“Iwillhidge with you, ami hLln>r witli you. Ask mo 
no mont at jii^'went, 1 am-*—F mn—— 

Those wlii> dosfcjiidcd into the Cave tif TroplioiiiTts, 
and bcludil Lius unispoakahle, romiiineil asUnjIwhi'd JorthrcD 
days, my young fiiond—;tud so will you And they 
went forth togctlier to earn ihoir hreiid. 

But what irt iryjMitia doing all this wliiloj upon that 
cloudy Olympus, whore fiho sits ciishrincit far ul)i»vc ilio 
noise and struggle of man and Jiis work-day world Y 

She ia aitting again, with Jior iiuuiiiscripta open before 
her i but she is thinking of tho young monk, not of them, 
" Beautiful as AntinouB I . Hather us the young 
PheebuH iiimself, freali glowing from tJie slaughter of the 
l^ython, liVhy should not he, too, liecoinc a slayer of 
pythons, and loathsome jiionstcrs, bred from the mud of 
sense and matter ? *So bold and earnest I I can forgive 
him those words for the veiy fact of his having dared, hero 
in my father'^ bouse, to say tliem io me, , , , And yet so 
tender, m open to roi>ontanco and nohlo ftliaine !“That is no 
plobeian by birth; patrician blood surely flows in those 
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Temo; it Bhows ont in eveiy attitude, every tone, every 
motion of the Imndand Hp; He cannot be one of the berd^ 
Who ever knew one of them crave after knowledge for 
ite own sake F . . . Andl have longed bo for one real pnpil! 
I have longed so to find one eiicli man, among the oflEfoii- 
nate eelfish tridors who pretend to listen to I thought I 
had found one—and tlie moment iiiat t had lost him, be¬ 
hold, I find another; and that a fTrahcr, purer, simpler 
nature tiian ever llaphael’s was at its best. By all the laws 
of physiognomy—by all the symbol ism of gesture and voice 
and complexion—by the instinct of my own heart, that 
young mo^ik miglit be the instrument, tlie ready, valiant, 
obedient iiistniniout, for carrying out all my dreams. If I 
could but train him into u LotiginuB, 1 could dare to ploy 
the port of a 2enobia, with liint as counsellor, • , • And 
for uty 0denatus—Orestes ? Ilorrible ! ” 

She covered her face with her hand a minute. !** 

she Bald, daKhing away the tears—That—and anything— 
and every thing for the eauso of Diilch^ophy and the goda 1 ” 
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Tni£ LAUliA AOAIXp 

Hot a sound, not a moviiifr object, broke tlie utter still- 
nesa of the /jlcn of Soeiis, Tlio ptiado^v^a of tlio cmga, 
though paling evory inoineut before tbo sproadiug dawn, 
still shrouded all tbo gorge iu gloom. A winding line of 
haze wlopt above the course of the rivnlot. The plumes of 
the palni-t]'cos huiig Tiiotionlcaa, as if awaiting in rosig* 
nation the hreatlilcss blaso of the approa^jhiiig day. At 
length, iimorig tlio groeti ridgea of tlio monastery garden, 
two gray figures rose fnnn their knot's, and heg*m, with 
slow and feeble strokes, to break the sUoiice by the clatter 
of their heea among the pebbles. 

“ These beans grow wonderfully, hrother Aufiigus. TVo 
shall he able to sow our accond crop, by God's bleawing, a 
week earlier than wc did hist yeiir." 

The person addressed returned no answer ; and his com¬ 
panion, after watching him for somo lime in silence, re¬ 
commenced— 

What is it, my brother ? I liavo remarked'lately a 
melancholy about you, which is Imrd^ fitting for a man 
of God," 

A deep sigh was the only answer. The speaker laid 
down his hoo, and placing his hand aSectionately on the 
shoulder of Auf ugue, asked again— 

“ What IB it, my friend ? I will not claim with yon my 
abbot's right to know the secrets of your heart: hut surely 
that breast hides nothing which is unworthy to be spoken 
to me, however unwortliy T may be to hear it I" 

*'*'’Why should I not bo sad, Pambo, my friend ? Poes 
not Solomon say that there ia a time for mourning ? " 

** True : but a time for mirth also." 

m 
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“ Nofiototho penitent, burdened with tlie guilt of many 

* 

SIIUJ- 

*‘Reeollcct what the hloHBod Anthony used to aay— 
'Trust not in tJiine own righteousness, and regret not 
that which is paeL"^ 

" I do neitlier, Pambo." 

Do net he too of that. Ta it not because thou art 
still tnisting in thyself, that thou dost regret fclao paat, 
which shows thco that thou lU't not that whieh thou 
wouldBt ghully prido thyself cm lieiiig ? ” 

PatnJjOj my fHeiul,” Bi}id Arsenins Siduiiinly, I will 
tell thee all, ily s\m are not yet past; for ITonoriiis, my 
pupil, still lives, and in hint lives the wcuknesa and the 
misery of lionie. Wy sins pi«t ? If tlioy arc, why do I 
BOO rising heforo me, night tiftor night, that train of ac¬ 
cusing specitres, ghosts of mtm slain in brittle, widows and 
orjtbans, virgins of the Lor^l Ehrickitig in the of 

barbarians, who stand by my bedside aTjd cry* ' ThuJst 
thou done thy duly, wc hud not been thus ! ^\'^horo m 
that impoml charge which Ood committed to tlieo?'” 
* . . And the old man hid his face in his hands and wept 
bitterly* 

rainlw laid liis hand again tenderly on the weeper's 
Hhoulder, 

“ la there no pride licre, my brother ? Who art thou, 
to cliaiige the fate of iiatioria and the hearts of cmiicTorH, 
which are in tlie hand of the King of kings ? If thon 
wert weak, and imperfect in thy work—for uiifaitiiful, I 
will warrant tliee, thou wert never—lie put thee there, 
because thou wert imperfect, that so that whicli has come 
to pass luigiit come to puss; and thou bcarust thine own 
burden only—and yet not thou, but Ho who hero it for 
thoe*” 

*' Why then am I tormented by those nightly visions ? ^ 
Fear them not, friend. They are spirits of evil, and 
therefore lying sidrite. Were they good spirits they would 
Bpoftk to thee only inr pity, forgiveneas, encouragement 
But be they ghosts or doinoiis, tliey must he evil, because 
they are accuserB, like the Evil One himself, the accuser 
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of the Buinta, Ho ia the father of lies, oni^ his children 
will he like himaelf. Whut eaid the hlesaed Aiitho&y ? 
That a mouk should not busy his brain with painting 
apcctres, or give liimself np for lost 5 but rather be eheer- 
fulj OB one who knows that ho ta rcdi^uied^ and in the 
hands of the Liord, wlicre the Evil One liiis no power to 
hurt him, * For/ ho uaod to say, ‘ the domoiia behave 
to us even oa tlioy find ns. If tliey see ns coat down and 
faithleaa, they terrify us still more, that they may plunge 
us in despair. But if they see uh full of faitli, jtnd joyful 
in the Lord, wifcJi our souls filled with the gloty which 
aliail be, then they shrink ahushed, and floo away in con* 
fusion.^ Ohcer up, friend ! such tlionghts are of the night, 
the hour of Satan and of the powers of dai'kness ; and with 
the dawn they flee away,” 

“ And yet ibinga are revOiiled to nieu upon their beds, 
in visioijs of t)ie night.” 

Uo it ao- Nothing, at all evenb!, hits been revealed to 
thee upon thy lied, e\ee[it tliat which thou k no west already 
far lM>tter than Satan natnely, that thou art a sinner. 
Bui for me, my rriend, thougli I doulit not that such 
things are, it is the day, mid not the night, whiuli briuga 
revel ati on s. ” 

“ Uow, then 

Because by tlay T can sec to read that hook whitdi is 
written, like the l^aw given mi Sinai, iiiM>n tjvhles of stone, 
by the finger of (Jod * 

Arsenins looked uj> at him inquiringly, Pamho sTuilrd. 

^'Tboii knowest that, like many holy men of old, 1 
am no scholar, and knew not even the Greek tongue, till 
thou, out of thy brotherly kindness, taiightest it to me* 
But hast thou never hoani what Anthony said to a certain 
Pagan who rcproaciied hini with hia ignorance of books ? 

* Which is first/ he asked, ' spirit, or letter ?—jSjjirit, 
suyeat thou ? Then know, the hmlthy spirit needs no lot* 
tera. My book is the whole creation, lying ojien bofero 
me, wherein I can rend, wbensoevel' J please, the word of 
God.'^' 

‘'Dost thou iwrt under value learning, my friend P” 
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'' I am old among monks, and liave soon much of iheii 
ways; and among them my dmplicity seems to haTO seen 
this—many a man wosTing himself with study, and tor¬ 
menting his soul as to whether he belierod rightly this 
doctriiie and that, while he knew net with Solomon that 
m much learning is much sorrow, and that while be was 
puzzling at the tetter of God's message, the spirit of it was 
going fast and faster out of him,” 

And how dhlat thou know that of aiich a man ?” 

By seeing him bcoome a more and more learned theolo¬ 
gian, and ntore and more zealous for the letter of orthodoxy; 
and yet loss and less loving and irtercifut—less and less full 
of trust in God^ and of hopeful thoughts for himself and 
for his brethren, till he seemed to have darkened his whole 
soul with disputatious, whieh brood only strife, and to 
have forgotten nUerly the niessago wliieh is written in that 
book wherewith the blessed Anthony was content.” 

“ Of what mffifljige dost thou speak Y ” 

“ fxMjk,” siiid the old abbot, Ktrotnhing his hmid toward 
the Eastern desert, “ and judge, like a wise man, for thy¬ 
self!” 

As he spoke, a long arrow of level light flaalied down the 
gorge from crag U> crag, awaketiing every erax^k and slab 
to vividness and life. Tlie great erimson mil rose swiftly 
through the dim night-mist of tlie desort, and as he poured 
hia glory down tho glen, the hiize rose in thrciidfl and 
plunios, and vatiishSd, having the stmini to sparkle round 
the rocks, like the living, t^^diikling eye of the whole scene. 
Swallows flashed by hundreds out of the cliffs, and began 
their air^-dimce for the day; the jerboa hopped atealthUy 
homeward on his atilta from hia stolen mt^al in the monaa- 
tory garden ; the brown saiid-liaards underneath the atones 
opened one eyelid each, and having satisfied themsolres 
that it was day, dragged their blootod bodies and whip-Iiko 
taila out into the most burning patch of gmvel which they 
could find, and nestling together as a further protection 
against cold, fell fast ilecp again; the huzaard, who con* 
sidered himself lord of the valley, awoke with a long queru¬ 
lous bark, and rising aloft in two or three vast rings, to 
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ptretch himself after his nigliVa elcop^ hung niotionleesj 
watching every lurk wWch chirruped ou the cliffs; while 
from the far-off Nile below^ the awakening croak of peli¬ 
cans, the clang of gocse, the whistle of the god wit and cur¬ 
lew, came ringing up the windings of the glen ; and laat of 
all the voices of the monks rose chanting a morning hymn 
to some wild Bastern air; and a new day had begun in 
Sect is, like those which went before, and those which were 
to follow after, week after week, year after year, of toil and 
prsiycr as quiet as its sleep, 

^^WhatdoGs that teach thoe,^Aufiigus, my friend P"" 

Arsoniue was ailent. 

To me it teaches this : that God is light, and in Him 
Is no darkness at alh That in Ills presence is life, and 
fulness of joy for evermore. That Ho is the giver, who 
delights in His own honuty ; the lover, whose mercy is over 
all ITis works—and why not over thee, too, 0 thou of little 
faith. Look at those thousand birds—and witJiout our 
Father not one of them shall fall to the ground : and art 
thou not of niore value than many sparrows, thou for 
whom God sent His Son to die ? . . . Ah, my friend, W6 
must look out and around to sco what God is like* It la 
when we perelst in turning our eyes inward, and prying 
OTiriously over our own iinperfections, that we leam to 
make a God after our own image, and fimey that our own 
darkness and hardness of heart arc tho jmttems.ol His 
light aud love.” * 

Thou speakest rather as a philosopher than m a peni¬ 
tent Catholic, For mo, I feel that I want to look more, 
and not less, inward. Deeper self-examination, completer 
abatruotion, Gian I can attain even hero, are what I crave 
for. I long—forgive me, my friend—but I long more and 
more, daily, for the Bolitary life. This earth is accursed 
by man's sin i the less we see of it, it seems to me, the 
better*” 

I may speak as a philosopher, or as a heathen, for 
aught I know :■ yet it sBems to me 'that, os they say, the 
half loaf is better than none ; that tho wise man wUl make 
the best of what be has, and throw away no lesson because 
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tlio tjouk ia ^mowhat tom anrl soiled. The earth teacher 
like til us far alrexuly* Shall 1 yliut my eyes to thotio iiivisi^ 
ble thhigs of (iod which are clearly manifoated by the 
ihmj^ which uro tnadc, bccauao i^omo day they will be 
more clearly nmnifeBted tliati now Y But as fur more ab^ 
etraction, are we so worldly here in Scetis P" 

** Nay, niy friend, ouch man has surely hb vocation, and 
for each some i)o<jiili4tr method of life is more tKiifying tlmn 
anothuT. In my case, the hahitw of mind which I acquired 
in tlio wor'ltl will cling to me in spite of myself even here- 
I cannot help watcliing thc,floingn of others, studying thoir 
chaiaeters, iiliuiTnng and plotting lor them, trying topirog- 
noBticalc tlicir future fato* Nut a word, not a gesture of 
this our little family, but turns away my mind from the 
one thing needful/^ 

** And tici you fanty that the anchorite in hiu cell has 
fewer distmetiuns P" 

WluLt can }u^ have but the supply of tiio mere nefiessary 
wants of life ? and them, oven, ho may abridge to the 
gatliering of a few riH>ls and lierbs. Men have lived like 
the beasts already, that they might at the same time live 
like the angels—and why should not I also 

Aiul thou art the wbo man of the world—^tlm student 
of the JicjtrtH of othora—the anatom iKcr of tliiiio own ? Ilaet 
thou not found out that; beBidua a craving stomach, man 
carries lyitfi him a corrujd lieart ? Alany a man 1 have 
seen who, in his htfito to Hy from the fiends without him, 
liaa forgotten to close the door of his heart against woreo 
fieiide were ready to harbor within him* Many a 
monk, friend, changes his place, but not the anguish of 
his tiOuL I have kjiown tliose who, driven to feed on their 
own thoughts in solitude, liavo desperately cast themselves 
from cliffs or ripped up their own hodioa, in the longing 
to escape from thoughts, from which one companion, one 
kindly voice, might have delivered them* I have known 
those, too, who have been so puffed up by those very pen¬ 
ances which were meant to humble tliem, that they have 
despised all means of grace, as though they were ^readj 
perfect, and refusing even the Holy Euchariat, have lived 
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in fielf-gioryiiig dreuma and TittioTis auggestod by tJio otQ 
npititii. OuG pno)i I know, wlio, in the miwiness of hia 
pride^ rofusecl to bo ooutiBGlIod by any mortal man—Haying 
that he would cull no man mJiator : and what befell him ? 
Ho who nectl to pride liimBolf on wandoring a day’s joumoy 
into the desert without food or driuk^ who boasted that lie 
. could sustain life for throe months at a time only on wild 
herba and the THtsflawl Hrearl, spiztHl with an inward fire, 
fled from his cell back to tbe theatres, tho circus, and the 
taverns, and endcfd his iniseniblo days in desperate gluttony, 
holding all tilings to bo but phantasms, denying bis own 
oxifltence, and tbafc <if fjwl Ifinisclf*^’ 

Arsenins piliook liis luwl, 

“ Be it so. But my case is dilTcreiit. I liavo yet more 
to confess, niy friend. Day by day 1 am moro and more 
haunted, hy the rcinombraufe of that world froni which T 
fled. I know that if 1 rctnnietl t sbouhl fcnij no pleasure 
in those pomps, which, even while I battened on them, I 
de^ipised. thin T hear any more tlic voice of singing men 
and flinging woineii; or disrern any long'or wbat I OAt 
or what I drink ? And yet—the pdaetji of those seven 
hills, their stateammi and tlrcir generals, their intrignes, 
their falls, and their triumphs—for they might rise and 
conquer yet !—for no iiicuuciit are they out of my iinagimi^ 
tion,—no moment in which they aro not templing me back 
to them, like a moth to tlio caniilc which has Jilrcady 
BCOrohed him, with a dreadful Hjiell, 1 must at Inat 

obey, wretch that T am, agaiuBt my own will, or break by 
fleeing into aomc onttrr desert, from whence return will be 
impofiflihlc t" 

Pambo smiled. 

"Again, I Bay, this is the worldly-wise man, the 
eearober of hearts ! And he would fain flee from tho 
little Lifcura, which docs tuni his thoughts at times from 
Buch vain dreams, to a solitude where lie will be utterly 
unable to escape those dreams, ^oll, friend f—and what 
if thou art troubled at timcB by an^eties and schemes for 
this brother and for that P Better to be anxious for 
eihera than only for thyself. Better to have something 
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to lore —erm something to weep oyot —than to become in 
some lonely caYcm thine own woildj—perhapa^ aa mhre 
than one whom 1 hare known^ thine own God/' 

" Do yoa know what yon are saying ? " asked Arsenina 
in a staged tone. 

'' 1 say, that by fleeing into solitude a man cute himself 
off from all which makes a Christian man j from law, 
obodienoe, fellow-helpj self-sacrifioc—from the commu¬ 
nion of saints itself.” 

** How tlieu ? ” 

How cainst then hold *3ommunioti with those toward 
whom thou canst show no love ? And liow oanst thou 
show thy love but hy works of love ?” 

'' I can, at least, pray day and night for all mankind. 
Has that no pWio—rather, has it not the raighticflt 
place—in the communion of Bainta ?" 

** Ho who cannot pr:iy for liis brothers whom ho does 
Bee, and whose sins atid temptationa lie knows, will pray but 
dully, my friimd Aiif*igns, for his brothers whom he docs 
not see, or for anything olac. And he who will not labor 
for hifl brothers, the same will soon cease to pray for them^ 
or love them either. And then, what is written ? * If 
a mail love not his brother whom lio hath seen, how will 
he love God whom ho hath not Been ?' ” 

Again, I say, do yuu know whither your argument 
leads ? " 

I am a plain inkn, and know nothing about arguments. 
If a thing be true, lot it load where it will, for it leads 
where Gofl wills.” 

** But at this rate, it were better for a man to take a 
wife, and have children, and mi^c lilinself up in all the tur¬ 
moil of carnal aifectious, in order to have as many as pos¬ 
sible to love, and fear for, and work for.” 

Pambo was silent for a while. 

''I am a monk and no logician. But this I say, that 
fhou leaveat not the Laura for the desert with my good 
will. I would rather," Iwid I my wish, see thy wisdom in- 
ft^led somewhere nearer the metropolis—at Tro& or Csn- 
opus, for example—where thou mightest be at hand to 
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fight the Lord^a battles. M^j wert thou taught worldly 
wiidom, bat to um it for the good of the Church F It ia 
enough. Let ua go,” 

And the two old men walked homeward acroea tjio ffSlleji 
little gueBaing the practical answer which was read; for 
their argument in Abbot Pombo^a cell^ in the shape of a 
tall and grim occlcaiastic^ who was buBily eatiefying his 
hunger with dates and millet, and by no means refusing the 
palm-wine, the solo delicacy of the monastery, which had 
been brought forth only in honor of a guest. 

The stately and courtly hospitality of Eastern mann'brs, 
as well OB tlie self-res train) tig kindliness of monastic Cliris- 
tianity, forbade the abbot to interrupt tlio stranger; and 
it was not tilt lie bad finished a liearty nicul that Pambo 
asked his name and errand, 

“ My uriworthinofls is culled Peter tlie "Reader. I come 
from Cyril, with lettei's and inessages to the brother Au- 
fuguB,” 

Pambo rose, and "bowed reverentially. 

We have lK?ard your good report, sir, as of one seal- 
ously a:Sected in the cinise of the Cliurch C^atliolio, Will 
it please you to follow m to tlie ccU of Anfugue 

Peter stalked after them with a sufficiently imjTortant 
air to tho little hut, and there taking from his bosom Cyril's 
epistle, banded it to ArseiuEis, who sat long, reading and 
jre-rcoding with a clouded hrow, wliilo Pambo watched him 
with simple a wo, not daring to interjjupt by a question 
lucubrations which ho considered of unfathomable depth. 

''These are indeed the last days,” said Arsenius, at 
length, “spoken of by the prophet, ’when many shall run 
to and fro. So Heraclian had actually sailed for Italy ? 

“His armament was met on the high seas by Alexan¬ 
drian merchoutmenj three weeks ago,” 

''And Orestes hardens his heart more and more ? ” 

"Ay, Pliaraoh that he is; or rather, the heathen woman 
hardens it for him,” 

" 1 always feared that wonian above oil the schools of 
the heathen,” said Arseni us. “ But the Count Hetaolion, 
whom I always held for the wisest os well os the most right* 
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eouB of tneti I Alas I—alas I what Yirtuo will withstandj 
when ambition enters the heart I ” 

“Fearful, tnily^” said Petmr, 'Mb that souio lust of 
power: but for liim, T liavo never trusted him since he 
began to ho indulgont to those Donatists*” 

“ Too true. So docs one sin beget another." 

“ And T consider that indiilgctiee to sinners is the worst 
of all sius wIiutBocver,” 

“ Not of alh flurely, reverend sir P" said Panibo humbly* 
But Peterj taking no iintiee of the intemiptiou, went on to 
Arsenins^ 

“ And nowj wliat answer am I to bear hack from your 
wisdoin to liis lioliness." 

“ Lot me see—let nio sec. He might—it needs eoneid^ 
eratian—I ouglit to know moro of tlie state of pardos. 
lie liiis, of course, eommunioated with the African bishops, 
and tricKl to unite them with him ?" 

“'IVo months ago. lint the stiff-necked schismatica 
are still jealoiis of him, and hoLil aloof," 

“ Hchisniatics is too harsh a tenn, luy friend. But has 
he sent to CJoufliautinople ? " 

“lie ncetln a incBsenger aeciistomed to oonrts* It waa 
poflsihlo, he thought, timt your experience might under¬ 
take the niisHlon." 

Me ? Who iLirt T ? Alas I alas I fresh tcTUptation 
daily 1 liOt liim send by the liand of whom lie will* . . * 
And yet^were I—least in Alexandria—I might advise 
from day to day. . , . I shoiib] certainly aeo my way 
eleoror. * . , And unforeseen chances might arise, too> 

, . , Pamho, my friend, thinkcat thou that it would be 
einful to obey the Iloly Patriarch ? ” 

“AhaI" said Pamho, laugliing, “and thou art he who 
was for flooiiig into the desert an bout agone I And now, 
when, once thou smellcst tbo battle afar off, thou art paw¬ 
ing ill the valley, like the old war-horse. Go, and bo 
with thee I Thou wilt be none the worse for it. Thou art 
too old to foil in love, too poor to buy a bishoprie, and too 
righteous to have one given thee-" 

“ Art thou iu euruest P " 
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** What did I say to tiieo in the ffardcn ? Oo, and sne 
oar Bon> ojul sontl me news of Uini.” 

Ah ! flhame on my worldly-mindcdne^rt ! T had for¬ 
gotten all this time to inquire for liiin. How is the youths 
rovorond sir ? 

Whom do you mean f" 

Philaiumou, our spiritual non, whom wn sent down to 
you three moiitha said Painbo. ** Kiseu to honor 

he iB, by this iime^ I doubt not ? ” 

** IIg ? Ho is gone ! ** 

“Gone?'' ^ 

the wretchj with the curse of Judos on him. Ho 
had not boon with, us tliroo days before iio beat mo openly 
in the patriaroh^a courts cast off the Oliristian faith, and 
fled away to the heat!ion woman, Uypatia, of whom ho is 
enamored." 

Tiio two old men looked at each other with blank and 
horror-Htrieken facoB. 

Eiiajiiortjd of Hypatia said Arscjiiiia at hwL 
‘^It is imposaiblo [" Botibed Pamho* ‘'Tho boy must 
have been treated harably, unjustly ? Some one has 
wronged hiru^ and lie was accustomed only to kindness, 
and could not bear it. Cruel num tin it you are, and un¬ 
faithful fifcewaivls, Tho Lonl will require the uliild's blood 
at your hatids I" 

Ay,^’ said Peter, rising fiercely, that is tlio world^s 
justice I Bknio mo, blame tho pulrii'rcJi, blaiuo any and 
every Olio but tho siiiiier. As if iv liot liciid and a hottesr 
heart were not eiiougli to explain it all J As if a young 
foul had ncyer before been bewitched by a fair face ?" 

“Oh, my frionds, my friends," cried Arsonius, “why 
revile each other without cause ? I, I only am to blame. 

1 advised you, Pamhol—-I sent him—I ought to have 
known—what was I doing, old worldling that I am, to 
thrust the poor innocont forth into the temptations of 
Babylon ? This cornea of all my achemings and mj plot¬ 
tings I And now his blood will be on my head—as if I 
had not sins enough to hear already, 1 must go and add 
this over and above all, to soil my own Joseph, the son of 
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my old agOj to the Midiaoitca I Here^ 1 will go with yon 
—now—at once—1 will not rest till I find him, clasp hU 
kneoB till ho pities my gray hai^! Let Heraclian. and 
Orestes go their way for aught I care—I will find himj I 
fifty* 0 Abmlom, my son 1 would to God 1 had died for 
thee^ my son I my son I" 
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THK BOWBE OF ACBABIA. 

The house which Pelagia and the Amal had hired aftet 
their retiiru to Alexaudria, was one of the mont splendid in 
the city, TJiey hfwl been now lititig tlioro three niontha or 
more, and in that time PoIagia^B tasto hful aupplicd the 
little which it needed to ooiivtsrt it into a iwiradise of luay 
luxnry. She licrHclf was wealthy ; and her Uothic guests, 
ovcrburdoiicfl with Bomwi spoils, the very use of wliich 
they could not imderataTid, freely allowed Ijer and her 
nymph a to throw away for them tlio trt'aaurcs which they 
had won in many a fcfirfnl tight, Wiuit n^aiter ? If tiicy 
had enough to eiit, ami more than ofiough to tlrijilt:, how 
could the useless siiiplua of their riehea bo better epont 
than ill keeping their ladies in good humor f , , , And 
when it was all gone . - - they would go sonjuwhere or 
other—who cared whither ?—and win more, Tlie whole 
world was beforo them waiting to he phmdered, and they 
would fulfil their mission, whensoever it suited tliem. In 
the meantime they were in no hurry, Egypt furnished in 
profusion every sort of food which could graiifj; palates 
far more nice than theirs. And as foi'wiue—few of them 
went to bod Hohor from ono Weeks's end to auatlier. Could 
the souls of warriors have more, oven in the halls of Val¬ 
halla ? 

So thought tho party who occupied the inner court of 
the house, one blazing afternoon in the same week inwluch 
CyriPs messenger had so rudely broken in on the repose of 
the Scetis, 

Their repose, at least, was still untouched. The great 
city roared without; Orestes plotted, and Cyril counter^ 
plotted, and the fate of a eoutinoAt hung—or seemed to 
hang—tremblmg in the balance; but the turmoil of it no 
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more tTonbled those lassy Titans witLin^ than did the roll 
and rattle of tho carriago-wheela disturb the parakoots and 
Bunbirda which peopled, under an awning of gilded wircj 
the innoT court of Pelagians house* Why should they fret 
thcniflolirfiH with it all p What was every freah riot, elocu¬ 
tion, coTiRpiracy, bankruptcy, but a sign—that the fruit 
was growing ripe for tho plucking ? Even Heraclion's 
rebellion, and Orostes^a Buspected conspiracy, were to tho 
younger and coaraor Goths u sort of child^a play, at which 
they could look on and laugh, and bet, from morning till 
niglit; whilo to tho luoro iciuniing heada, auch as Wulf 
aTid iSniid, they wore but signs of tho general rottenness— 
new cracks in those grojit walls over which they intended, 
with a simple and boyish consciousness of power, to mount 
to vietin'y when they cluH^e, 

j\iul hi the nieantinuu till the right opening oiTcmi, 
what was there better than to eat, drink, and sleep ? And 
cortaiJily they had diosen a charming retreat in which to 
fulfil that lofty miKsion, dohiiuns of purple and green 
porpliyry, aiuotig ^vhildl gleauied the white Ihiilja <d deli- 
eAt(» statute, siirroiuide^l a l^asill of wab^r, fwl hy aju'rputual 
jet, which fipririkk>il with cool B]>niy the leaves of tho 
oranges and iiMoiosaa, iiiinglifig ita murmurs with tho 
warblings of Uic troi^ic binia which ncNstlod among the 
brunches. 

On one aide of the foniit:iiii, under the fthiule of a hroad- 
leaved palinetbi, lay tlm Anial’a miglity limbs, Btretchod out 
on cusliioim, his yellow hair crowned with vinedeaves, hia 
hand grasping a golden CLip, which hml been won from 
Indian Itajaha hy Ptirthiau ChosrooH, from Clioarcoa 
RoTnuu generals, from lEomnn geiierfkU by the heroes of 
sheepskin ami horsehido ; while Ikdagia, by the side of the 
sleepy Uercules-Uiouyaoa, lay hmiiiiig over lllo brink of 
the fountain, lazily dipiting her Ungers into tho water, and 
basking, like the gnats which hovcretl over ita surface, in 
the mere pluasure of exiRtenoc. 

On tho oppoaitc briAk of the liastn, tended each by a 
dark-eyed Hebe, who Ailed the wiiie-cu})S,^and helped now 
and then to empty them, lay tho eapecial friends and com- 
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ponione iti arma of tlio Anialj Goderio ilio son of Efincnric, 
and Agilmund tho eon of Cniraj who both, like the Amal, 
boosted a deecont from g^ods ; and Itvat, but not leoAi, that 
moat important atnlaJl bnt siuu'od porsouage^ Htnid tho son 
of Troll, reverenced for eunuiiig beyond the butib of men ^ 
for not only could he innke anti moud all matters, from a 
pontoon bridge to a goltl bracelet, shoo horses anti doctor 
them, idnumi all disoDscs out of iruiii and beast, carve runes, 
interpret war-tin tens, rorutcll weather, raise tho winds, and 
ftnally, eojiqiior in tho iNittlo of meutl-horj^s all except 
Wulf the st)U of OviJa; but Up htnl aetually, during a so¬ 
journ among the Iiulf-fiviliKod Miesogotfia, pickod up a 
fair share of Ijatiit and Greek, ami a rough kuowletlgc of 
reading and wriiijig. 

A few yawls off lay old Wn)f upon hm biwik^ his knees in 
the air, bis hands crossed boJiiml his hejwl, keeping up, 
even in his sleep, a ludf-LMns^uons eornmeiit of growls ou 
the following intellectual oouvorsation :■— 

Nohlo wine this, is it not ? ” 

Perrect, Who iKiuglit it for us 'f** 

Old Miriiun Tjonglii itj at sfunc grout tax-fiiriner's 
I'lio fellow was biUikrujd, and Aliriafii saiil she got it for 
the lisif what it was worth/' 

“ Serve the jionuy-turning rascal right. The old vixen*- 
fox took care. 111 warrant her, to gut her profit out of the 
bargain/' 

''^fever mind if slm did. Wo ca> afford to pay like 
men, if we earn like men." 

** We sbau^'t afford it long, at this rah^/' growled Wulf, 

‘'Then we'll go and earn more, I am tired of doing 
nothing-” 

People need not do nothing, nnlesa they choose," said 
Goderie* Wulf and Ihod coursing fit. for a king, the other 
morning on the Baud-hilU, I luul hod no appetite for a 
week before, and I have been ue sharp-set as a Dauubepike 
ever eince/' 

Coursing ? Wliatj, with thoso loiig-logged brush-taileil 
brutes, like a fox upon stilts, whioli the prefect cozened 
you Into buying,” 
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All I oan Bny iB, tliat ire pnt np a herd of thoBe—what 
da you call them here—deer with goat's home ?” 
"Antelopes 

" Thut*B it—and the curs ran into them as a falcon does 
into a skein of ducks. Wutf und I galloped and galloped 
OTCT those accursed sand'hcaps till the horses stuck f^t; 
and when they got their wind again, we found each jmr 
of dogs with B> dcor down Itotween them«-«and what can 
man want more, if ho cannot get hghting ? Yon ate them, 
so you nee<] not snoer,” 

“ Woll, dogs arc the oiijy tliirigs worth liaviiig, then, 
that this Aloxiuidria docH produce/' 

" hlxeept hiir liulies ! ” put in one of tho girls. 

** Of cffurse. I'll except the women. But the men- ** 

“ The what ? I have not seen a man since T came hero, 
except a dock-worker or two—jiriests and fine gentlemen 
they are all—and you don’t call them men, snrcly ? 

What on earth do they do, heside riding donkeys 
" Philosophise, they say/^ 

" What's that ? 

I'm sure I don’t know ; some sort of slaveys quill-driY* 
ing, I suppose." 

"Pelagia ! do you know what philosophiziilg is 

N^o—and I don't care." 

" I do,” quoth Agilmund, with a look of au peri or wisdom; 
** I saw a phiiosqphtT the oLlier day/' 

“ An(f what sort #f a thing was it ?” 

“ I’ll tell you. I was walking down the great street there, 
going to the harbor ; and T saw a crowd of boys—men 
they call them here—going into a large doorway. So I 
asked one of them what was doing, and the fellow, instead 
of answering me, pointed at my kgs, and set all the other 
monkeys laughing. So 1 boxed his ears, and he tTmibled 
down/' 

" They all do so here, if you box ihoir ears,” said the Amal 
meditatiToly, as if he had hit upon a great inductiTe law* 

" Ah,” said Pelagia,docking up with her most winniiig 
smile, " they are not such gianta os yon, who make a poor 
Kttle woman feel like a gazelle in the lion's paw I ” 
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''Well—it atmck me tliat, as I spoko in G^hic^ the boy 
might not hare undemtood me^ being a GriBok, So I walked 
in at the doOTi to gave questiongj imd boo for myself. And 
there a fellow held out bia hand—I auppoao for money. So 
I gave him two or three gold pieces, and a box on the ear, 
ut which he tnmhlod down of course^ but seemifd very well 
aatlahed. So I walked in.” 

** And what did you see 

“ A great hall, largo enough for a thousand hcroei, full 
of thiise J^gyxjtian raaeala aeribbiing with iK-noHa on tablets. 
And at the farther end of it the Tfiost beautiful woman 1 ever 
aaw—with right fair liair and blue eyes, talking, talking—1 
could not understand it ; hut the donkevridcirs seemetl to 
think it very fine ; for they went on looking first at her, and 
then at their Uibleta, gaping like frogs in drought. And, 
certainly, sho looked as fair ua the sun, and talked like an 
Alnmo-wifn. Not that T knew what it about, hut one 
can HOC somehow, you know^—Ho J felf asleep; and when I 
woke, and came out, T met atune one who niitlersfcmd me, 
iLud he told me that it was the fiunous inanjen, the great 
pliijosopher. And thafs wliat I know alnmt pltilpsophy.”' 

** Slie wofl very much wasted then, on such Boft-handod 
Atarvolings. Why docBii^t she marry liioine hero P" 

^^dJeoauso there are none hero to marry/^ suhl Pelagia ; 
'' except some who ai'o last nettetl, I fancy* alrcmly/' 

** But what do they talk about, ai^d toll pcoplq to do, 
those phJlosopliers, Pelagia ? ” ' 

" Oh, they don’t tell any one to do anything,—at least, 
if they do nobody cverdfxis it, as far as 1 i^nsee ; hut they 
tidk about suns and stars, and right and wrong, and gbos^ 
and spirits, and that sort of thing ; and about not enjoying 
oneself too much. Kot that I over saw that they were any 
happier than any one else/' 

** She must haTe h^en on Alruna-maidenj" said Wnlf, 
half to himself. 

She is a veiy conceited creature, and I hate her," said 
Pelagia. ^ 

" I believe yon," said Wulf. 

"What is an Ahruna-maiden ?" asked one of the girla* 
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** Something as like you as a salmon is like a horse-leecb. 
Heroes^ will you hear a eaga ? ” 

** If it h a cool one," said Agilmiind ; about ice, and 
pinc-troesj and snow-storms. I shall bo roiAstod brown in 
throe days more/' 

“ Oh,” said tho Amal, “ that wo wore on the Alps again 
for only two hours, sliding down those snow-slopes on our 
shiekls, with the sled whistling about our ears ! That was 
sport!” 

'*To those who ooiild keep tJicir seatj” said Goderh;, 

Wlio went head over heels into a glaeier*erack, and was 
dug out of fifty feet of stiow, and had to be put inside a 
frcah-killutl liorae before ho oould be brought to life ? ” 

Not you, surely,” said Pelagia, “Oil, you wonderful 
creature I what things you have done and suffered I'' 

'‘^Well,” said tho Amal, with a look of stolid self-satis¬ 
faction, I snppo&o 1 liayo seen a good deal in my time, 
ch?” 

" Yes, my Hercules, you liave gone thi'ough your twelve 
labors, and saved ytair p(K)r little Hesioue after them all, 
when she was chained the rtick, for the ngly sca-monsters 
to cat; and she will cherish you, and keep yon out of scrapes 
now, for her own sake ; ” and Pelagia throw her arms round 
the great hnll*neck, atid drew it down tf> her, 

'^Will you hear my ijaga ?” said lYulf iniinatieaitly, 

*'Of course we will,^' said the Amal ^ ** anything to pass 
the time.” * 

“But let it be about snow," said Agilniund. 

** Not about Almna-wivc'i 

About them, too,” said Oodoric ; “ my mother was one, 
so I must nooda staud up for them.” 

“ She was, boy. Do you bo her sim. Now hear. Wolves 
of the Goths ! ” 

And the old man took up bis little lute, or os he would 
probably have called it, and began chanting, to his 

own acoompanimimt. 

Oww tbfl camp Urea 
DiWl.lt J witli henxia, 

Under the l>tituiu banlc 
Waruk Id tbe atUDir-tmich, 
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Sv^CiiTiiefD hAnrd 1 

Men of tb« LoitifbeardB, 

CunnlTiR KDil AtuctenE, 
Ha]ier*flveet-voiced^ 

BoaiiiiB' tho wolf-cub, 

Siwtnif tho liorn^owl out* 
Qii^klaf^ the ^now-wreatliH 
Down from tbe plue-bonifh^ 

Up tu tlin Btar-noof 
Bajijp oiU ttieir wiiifr. 

Mrvf WEnll zaea 
Oror thB loellow 
Bledffinj; from Scanluid m) 

Como untu ; 

Sln/floff of Onmbara 
Fteya''n bdoTOd, 

Mfichor of AyOi • 

Mother of llxir. 
t^iriKlnjg t.vt Wehdol mno, 

Afnbti Jhiid Aftnt ; 

How to the Wjiitlfglk 
Went they wJ(b ivar-wiifd^^ 
nro ye^ ^trutiKi^rn, 

Akul ninny arowp; 

Fay im now loll and f^^i 
doikiynn], micl rLntpit mid becTTtti 
ai tlie raveu-B meal 
INdv Uio eljurp biirti cluom.'‘ 

Clutching flm dwarfwor% 
ChiLching: tM tmJloolE'H bIioU, 
Qtrdtnit ei'iiy iron utit 
Forth forod tho Win Jin all. 

Fared tli4 A1riiina''ri hooii. 

Ayo and Ibor. 

Mad of heart atahrin} they ; 

Loiul we|Jt the wfrnien all, 
t^ud tlie Ali'umi-wlfo i 
Qorti waa their ntwl* 

Out of the mornlnif laud^ 

Over tlie tmowilnfbi, 

SdauUful FreyacaHie, 

^IppfDic to Rcorinj;. 

White were tbs mfiorlaada^ 

And flYiaeo before her; 

But (creen were the moorldudfl^ 
And bioomlnff hehliuL hOTt 
Out of her fri^ldDii tocka 
Bhakinj^ the aprlnf ftoweinl^ 

Out of her j^QTmeaita 
ShaklnB^ the south wind, 

Araund Jn the Lirchea 
Avaklni^ ttis (hrudtlee, 

And maklnir enaiFte houae^treii aU 
liDfitc for thnlr tieroeft bome^ 
Lorlng and iDve-Klirlag, 

Came aha to Beoringt 
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CkniA unto Qambttm^ 

WlHHt qf Vulte— 

** TfllOt wby weepest tbou I 
F4r la ttw wid^btne. 

Hjgh up (n the EU1D''1 ioidu^ 

H««rd I thy weeping." 

^Stop not thy weepingi 
Till one can fight sevefu, 

SuEie have 1^ taeroeu tail, 

Flmt In the sword-play; 

ThJu day at the Woudeli' hands 
Eagles rouab tear them; 

While their meChera^ Ifaxioll-wieaty, 
Huet gniiifl far Uire Weadela'** 

I 

Wept the Alrtlho-wife; 

Kissed her fair Fpeya— 

*FAr alF in the tnurnlng land 
IlhfhJn ValludlA, 

A window atAPdH open. 

Its aiU la tho anaw-pcakd» 

ItH pcHstM aio Lho wHter-jupouU 
Storm-nick its Imti^U 

oLoutl-tLuke4 alxjve it 
Are piled for tlit roodog* 

Fur up to the Elfiii-hotne, 

High In the wide-blue 
fimIleH out eficti morning tbeim 
Odfa AJIfutEior ; 

From under the ehiud-caveBt 
Smiles out OD the hornefl^ 

SmXlieflout on (diuatohrmaewlyiei AH. 
Smiles on the brwd-inaree, 
flETilles on the smith's work; 

And thelra Is the sword-luck. 

With them i* the glory— 

So Odlu hat^i ewom it— 

W^ flreb in iiiomlng 
Shml meet him noJ greet hhcL** 

Still (ho Almri wopt— 

Who then eluUi greet him t 
Women alone are hero: 

Far on the moarlunda 
Behind the war-llndeua. 

In vain tor the bill's doom 
yfaidti Wtnlt heroes sU, 

One against seiren." 

Bwieetly the Queen laughed— 

‘Hear thou my couneel now j 
Take to thee ounnlog, 

BelovflcWcKf Freya* 

Take thou thy wamen-totk, 

Haldene and wItoh : 

Over your anklea 

1a» on bbo white war-hOMi 


1 
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Oner j<nir iKMonw 

jUlDlc up tbe hiunl jnaU-nett i 

Ofvr jour Kps 

l^t Imi^ treiiiM ttIUi cunnlti|f ^ 

Bo ww^biwtB full bearded 

Kloe OdlEL Hhall deoM ytn^ 

Wliod oS the KTvy eea-beodi 
At suiirln ye ^reet hhn" 

KKght*! eon «« drtTlof; 

Hta goldoD-hatred lioniea up. 

Over llie Raiitern flrf.ha 
HUili tiAohed their mainM. 

Smltad from the doud-eavea out 
AlUather Odin^ 

Waiting the hattle-Rjurt: 

TreyA atWHl by bJniJ 
* Who aro these heroeB ta1]» 

Ludty-llmbed LotiKbeardii t 
Over the hwhoh’ bath 
Why cry tliny to lua 1 
Bqdw liJioiild bo cr^blnf^ futk 
WolvTps sTioiili ba full-fetl, 

Wbone'Bir hiicIl, inad-haariedi 
BwfTVB hantlfl In the sword-plaj*** 

Sweetly lAughed Freyo— 

** A ilhihb tbou hoat^lvoii thinm^ 

Shamee uefCher th«o nor them. 

Well they coo wear It 
Give them Uie victory, 

Fint have they Uiea | 

Give them the victory, 

YolDBfBllaw miae 1 
iraideD» and wivofi ora th oe o 
Wives of tho Winlls; 

Few OTD their hrlxriifl 
And fur on the wor'rood. 

Bo over tha swans' both 
^eycry unto thoe." 

Royally lauj^ed hetbon; 

Dear was that craft to hh^ 

Odin AUfether, 

Bhakloff the cloudo. 

*CunQjiij; ore women all, 

BaM Aud [mportimata 1 
Iton^fbeardi their name slmll be^ 

HawDa dull tbonh them: 

When the womim ore heroefl, 

What muHt the Dien ba lUce t 

^lelrs fa the vlotofy; 

No need of me I 

'' There I ^ iaid Wnlf, when the song waa ended ; fi 
that cool enough for you P " ' 

* Ttit punning legend moj ha seea bi Paul WarneMd*i Geiitf L/£itffobaf- 
danm. The metre and langtufe are tpteaded as Imltatlooi of chOM of tiio 
aarlfer Sddalo poema. 
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** Bather too cool; eh, Pelagia ? " said tlie Amol, laugh* 
ing, 

“ Ay," went on the old man, bitterly enough, ^^soeh 
were your niothcru ; and Httch were your eisiors ; and such 
your wives must bo, if you intend to \mi much longer on 
the face of the earth—womon who care for something 
better thjwi good eating, strotig drinking, and soft lying*" 

*^A11 very true, lb-ince WuIf," said Agilmund, “butl 
don't like the saga after all. It was a groat deal too like 
what Pelagia bore aaya those philosophors talk about— 
right and wrong, and that,‘sort of thing." 

** I don't doubt it," 

“Now 1 like a really good saga, about gods and giants, 
and tho fire kingdoms and the snow kingdoms, and tho 
jEsir making men ouil women out of two sticks, and all 
that.” 

“Ay," said tho Amal, “Bomotliing like nothing one 
ever saw in one's life, all stark mml ofid topsy-turvy, like 
one's dreams when one hiis been drunk ; some thing grand 
which you cannot underetmid, hnt which sots you tJdakiug 
over it all tho morning after." 

“'Well," said Godorio, “my mother was an Alruno- 
woman, so I will not bo the bird to foul its own nest, But 
I like to hear about wild beasts and ghosts, ogres, and fire- 
drakes, and nicors—something that ouo could kill if one 
had a ^lianco, os one's fathers had*" 

“ Your fathers ’bould novor havo killed nicons," said Wulf, 
" if they had becii~” 

us—I know," Sr-id tho Amal. “Now tell me, 
prince, you are old enough to bo our father; and did yon 
ever see a nicer ? " 

“ My brother saw one, in the Northern three fathoms 
long, with the body of a bison-bull, and the head of a cat, 
and tho beard of a man, and tiiska an ell Long lying down 
on ita breast, watching for the fishermen ; and he struck it 
with an arrow, so that it fled to tho bottom of the sea, and 
never came up again.-^ 

“ What IB a nicor, Agilmund P " asked one of the girls, 

A sea-devil who eata BoilorBi There used to be pleiR^ 
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of tliem where our fathers came from, and ogrea too^ who 
came out of t}ie fone iuto the haU at uight^ when the war¬ 
riors were sleeping^ to euok tlieir bloody and stoul along, 
and steal along^ oiul jump ui>on you—so 

Folagia, during the saga, Jiad remained looking into the 
fountain, and playing with tlio watur-drope, in assumed 
, indifference. Perhaps it was to hide buniiug blufilieg, and 
Bomething very like two hot tours, which fell unobserved 
into the ripple. Now she l<Kjkcd up middenly—- 

** And of course you have killed some of these dreadful 
creatures, AmaJrJc ? ' 

never had such good luck, darling* Our forefathers 
were in such a hurry with tliom, that by the time we were 
bom, there was hanlly one left.” 

Ay, they were men,” growled Wulf* 

" As for nio," went on the Amal, “ the biggest thing I 
ever killed woe a snake in the Donau fons. How long was 
he, prince P You had time to seCp for you sat eating your 
dinner and looking on, wliilo ho waa trying to crack my 
bonesp^* 

** Four fathom," aiisworcd Wulf. 

" With i\ wild bull lying by him, which ho had just killed, 
I spoilt his dinner, oh, Wulf ?” 

Yes," said the old grumbler, mollified, “ that was a right 
goml flglit.” 

^^Why don't you make a saga about iL then, instead of 
about right and wrong, and such things 

Because I am turTu^l philosopher. 1 slmll go and hear 
that Almna-maiden this affeernooii.” 

“ Well said. Let ua go too, young men : it will pass the 
time, at all events." 

“Oh no I not no! do not 1 you shall not!" almost 
ahrieked Vehigia. 

“Why not, then, pretty one ?" 

She is a witch—she—I will never love you again if yofn 
dfu^ to go. Your only reason is that Agilmund’a report of 
her beauty." ' 

''So ? You are afraid of my liking her goldan locki 
bAter than your black ouee ? " 
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'' I ? Afraid ?" And siie leapt up, panting with pretty 
rageL “Oomo, we will go too—at onco—and brave this 
nnn, who fanoiee hersolf too wise to speak to a woman^ and 
too pure to love a man ! Look out my jewela ! Saddle my 
white mule \ We will go royally. Wo will not be oaliamcd 
of Gupid'fl liveryj my girls—saffron shawl and all! Come, 
and let na sep whotlior saucy Aplirodite is not a match after 
all for Fallaa Athoue and her owl I" 

And she darted ont of tlio olointer. 

The tlireo younger men buTBl into a roar of laughter, 
while Wulf looked with grim approval, 

“ So you want to go and hear the philosopher, Prinoo ?** 
said Smid. 

Whereaoovor a holy and a wise woman speaks, a warrior 
need not be ashamefl of listening- Did not Aluric bid nt 
spare tbo nuns in Home, conirmlc? And though I am no 
Christian as lio was, I thought it no shamo for Odin’s man 
to take their blessing ; nor will I to take this one’s, Smid« 
son of Troll," 
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THE BOTTOM OF THE ABYSS- 

"Here am I, at la«t t” wud liaplifu^l Aben-Ezra to him- 
BoJf* " Fairly and safely landed at tlie very bottom of the 
bottomless; dfsportfji/r myself on the /irm floor of tlie pri* 
mcTal nothing, uiid luiding iny new element, like bop when 
they begin to swim, not so impracticable after alL No moo, 
^gelt or demon, can this day cast it in my teeth that I am 
weak enough to believe or disbelieve any phenomenon or 
theory in or eonecriiirig hciiveii or earth ; or oven that any 
such heavcTU earth, phimginwia, or Uiwricfi exist—or othet- 
wiso. . . • £ trust that is a Biilficien! ly oxiiaustiYO statement 
of my opLiiioiis ? . , » 1 am certainly nut dogmatic enough 
to deny—or to assert eitlicr—that there are sensationB - , - 
far toe numerous for com fort , « , but sis for proceeding 
any further, by induction, dcductiou, analysis, or Hynthesis, 
r utterly dcoliiio tho ofliee of Anicbue* and will spin no more 
cobwebs out of my own insult]—if I have iiny* SoiiHations ? 
What are they, but parts of oneBcIf—if onp lias a Bclf*t Wfiat 
put this chihFa fancy into ouu^s heuth tlmt there is anything 
outside of one which prtKluces tlicni ? You have exactly 
similar feelings in your dreams* and you know that there is 
no reality corresponding to tliem—No, you don*tI How 
dare you be dogmatic enough to afirrm that ? Why should 
not your dreams be as real aa your waking thoughts f Why 
should not your dreams bo tlio reality, and your waking 
thoughtj the dream ? What matter which ? 

" What matter, indeed ? Jfer© have I been storing for 
yeora^nnleas that, too, is a dream, which it very probably 
is—at every mountebank which ever tumbled and 

^pered on the philoaophio tight-rope; and they are every 
IS 117 
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Olio of thorn dead dolls, wood on, worhod with wiros, which 
uni j}cti£ioncs pri?ivipiu . , . Kuch philoBophor begs the 
questioti in hand, and then marches forward, ns brave ns a 
triumph, and prides Id ni sell—cm proving it all after wards* 
No wonder that his theory fits tlio nnivorse, when he has 
first clipped the univorso to fit liis theory. Have I not tried 
my hnnd at many a onc^starting, too, no one can deny, 
with the very miniinum tif dipping, * , , for I snpposo one 
cannot begin lower than at simpk^'l am I’. . . - unluae 
—which is equally dtunonstrahltj—at ' I am not L' In- 
collcct^^rdrcaru—tliat I oirerod tlmtsweet dn^im, Hypatia, 
to deduce oil tilings in heaven and oartli, from the Astro¬ 
nomies of TIip]Kirdiiifi t<j the mimbcr of plumes In iiri areh* 
angers wing, fi‘om that one simido iiroiioaUion, if sho would 
hilt write me out a demonstratioii of it first, aa some sort of 
ftti't ffTth for the apex of niy inverted pyramid, lint she dis¬ 
dained. . , * Peo 2 )lo arc apt to disdain wliat they know they 
cannot do, , * * ' It wiia an axioni/ it was, Mike one and 
ono iriftking two/ * . . How crciss the sweet dream wjia, 
at my telling her that I ilid not ceusidor that any axiom 
either, and that one tiling and one thing seeming to us to 
bo two things, was no moro^irooF that they n-ally were two, 
and not three Inindred and ^ixly-fivcs than a maiL seeniJiig 
to }>o an lionesL man, proved him not to tH> a I'oguo; anti at 
my asking her, fm>reov('r, when t^ho appealed to uiiivei'sal 
expericnoe, liow she proveil that tlio eombined folly of all 
fends resaltwl in wisdom ! 

am 1' an a:siom, indeed I What right have T to say 
that 1 ftin not any one cl^ ^ ? How do it ? How do 

1 know ihat there is any one else me not to bo ? I, or 
ratlier something, feed a number of sonsatioiis, longings, 
thoughts, fancies—the gn-eat devil take them all—frcA^ 
ones every momentj and eueli at war tooth mid noil with 
all the rest; and then on tho strongtli tif this infinite mul- 
tiidicity and contradiction, of which alone I am aware, 1 
am to be illogical enough to stand up, and say, ' I by my¬ 
self Ij' and HWeur stoutly iliat I am one thing, when oil [ 
am cotiscioiis of is tlm devil only knows how many things. 
Of all quaint deductions from experience, that is the 
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qm^intent! Would it not bo moro philotM^pliioal to con¬ 
clude that I, who never saw or folt or heard tlita which I 
call myself, am what I lja\c scon, heard, and felt—aod no 
more and no lese—that aonsation ■wTiiuh I call that horse, 
that dead man, that jsickass, those forty thousand two^* 
legged jackasaca wlio appeiir to In; miming for their livoa 
below there, having got hold of this Siimo notion of their 
being one thing ftich—as \ chooBO to fancy in iny foolish 
habit of imputing to them the wnne disease of thought 
which 1 find in myself—<:rueLry the word! Tfic folly of 
fny anccpitorti—if I over had any^prevcntti tny havitig any 
better expresaioTn , * * AVliy should f not he all 1 feel— 
that aky, thoeo clouds—tlie Avholc nni\erso? Jlcrculos! 
what a crcjitivc genius my setiHorinzri must !—I'll t^^ko 

to writing poetry—a moc'k-epie, in seventy-two books, en¬ 
titled 'The Universe: ot» lUphael Aben-K:crai/ and take 
T[omi'r*s Margites for my model. iroiner's ? Wine I 
AVhy must not the Margrks, like everything else, havo 
been a ^msatiou of my own ! llypatu say Iiomcr*a 

poetry was a part of her , , , only she could noi. prove it 
, * , but I Imvti proved that the Marghes is ii part of me 
, * , not that I bellcYo niy own priwif—sftptieisrn forbid ! 
Oh, would to heaven that the said svliole disagreeablo iinh 
verse were anniliilatf'd, if it were only just to settle fiy fair 
experitnent whether any of niiister ' 1' remained wlieu they 
were gone \ Hiissziml and dogujatist ! Aiul how do you 
know that that would settle it ? And i^it did-^w^iy need 
it be settled ? . , , 

" I dnresiiy there is mi mis wit pat for all this, T could 
write a pretty one myself iu half an hour. Ihit then 1 
flhmilcL not believe it . , , nor the rejoinder to that , . . 
nor the demurrer to that agaiiL ... Ho ... T am lioth 
^Icepy and hungry . - * or rather, ttleepinesa and hunger 
are me. Which is it ! Ilcigli-ho , , . "'and Eaphuel 
dnished hifi meditation by a mighty yawn. 

Tliia hopeful oration was delivered in a fitting lecture- 
, room. Between the bare walls of a doleful fire-acarred 
. tower in tho Campugna of ^omc, standing upon a knoll of 
dry brown grass, ringed with a few grim pines, blasted and 
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b]ack with amoko ; tlicre eat Raj)hael Abc^n-Ezra^ workinf^ 
out the last formulii of the ffreat woi*ld problem—Given 
Self; to find God/' Through the doorleaa stone archway 
he could seo a long vista of the plain below> covered with 
broken trees, traniplod crops, smoking villas, and all the 
ugly soatB of recent war, far ojiward to the quiot purple 
mountains and the silver sea, towards which struggled, far 
in the distance, long dark lines of moving specks, flowing 
together, breaking up, stopping short, recoiling back to 
surge forward by some fresh channel, while now and then 
a glitter of keen white sparks ran through the dense black 
masBOB, •• Th^ Count of ^Africa had thrown for the em¬ 
pire of the world—and lost* 

Bravo old Sun !" said Haphael, how merrily he flashes 
off the aword-hlades yonder, and never cares that every 
tiny sparkle brings a death-shriek after it I Why should 
he ? It is no concern of his. Astrologers are fools. Ills 
buBlness is to ahiiie ; and on the whole, ho is ono of niy few 
satisfactory sensations^ Uow now f* This is quoaGonably 
pleaeant I ” 

Aa he spoke, a column of troops came marching across 
the field, straight towards his retreat. 

If those new senBations of mine find mo here, they will 
infallibly produce in me a new eeusation, which will render 
all further ones impossible. , . . Well ? What kinder 
thing could they do for nje ? . * . Ay—but how do 1 know 
that they would dey ’t ? ^V'hat possible primf is there that 
if a two-legged phantasm pokes a hard iron-gray phantasm 
in among my senBatioiia, those sensations will be my last ? 
Is the foot of my turning pale, anti lying still, and being 
in a day or two converted into crows' flesh, any reason why 
I should not feel F And how do ] know that would hap¬ 
pen ? It seems to happen to certain Bcnaations of my 
bail—or something eke—who caics ? which 1 call soldiers; 
but what possible analogy can there be between what eeems 
to happen to those single sensations called soldiers, and 
what may or may not ifcally hapiien to oil my sensations 
put togethor, which I call me ? Should I bear apples if 
a phantasm seoined to come and plant me ? Then why 
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ihould I di€ if another phautaam seemed to come and poke 
me in the ribe 

Still I don't intend to deny it « . . I am no dogmatist. 
Positively the phantaeme are marching straight for my 
tower I Well, it may be safer to mn away^ on the chance. 
But ae for losing feeling/' continued he, rising and cram¬ 
ming a lew mouldy cmstH into liis wallet^ '^that^ like every¬ 
thing else, is past proof. Why—if now, when I have 
some sort of excuse for fancying in 3 rself one thing in one 
place, I am driven mod with the number of my sensations, 
what will it bo when I am cat#n, and turned to dust, and 
undeniably many things in many places* , . , Will not the 
Bensatioiifl be multiplie<l by—unbearable ! I would swear 
at the tbouglit, if I h^ixl auytliing to swear by I To bo 
transmuted into the sensoria of foriy difTcTciit nasty carrion 
crows, besides two or three foxes, and a lui'ge black beetle I 
I'll mil away, just like anybody else . , , if anybody ex¬ 
isted. Come, Bran ! 

» 4 a a * a « 

Bran I where are you ; unlucky inscparahle sensation of 
mine ? Picking up a dinner ahicady off these dead soldiers ? 
Well, the pity is that this foolish contrailictory taste of 
mine, while it niakca mo hungry, forbids me to follow your 
example. Why am I to take lessons front uiy soldier-phan¬ 
tasms, and not from my canine one Illogical 1 Bran t 
Bran I” and ho went out and whistled iij^vain for the dog. 

** Bran !unUaj>py phantom, who wdllnot ’VTmish by niglitor 
day, lying on my chest even in dreams ; and who w^ould not 
even lot mo vanish, and solve tlio prohlcm—though I don't 
believe there is any—why did yon drag me out of the sea 
there at Ostia ? Why did you not let me hecomc a whole 
shoal of crabs ? How did yon know, or I either, that they 
may not be very jolly fellows, and not lu the least troubled 
with philosophic doubts ? * * * But perhaps there were no 
CTubfl, but only phantasms of crabs. * . , And, on th^ other 
hand, if the crab phantoeniB give jolly sensationa, why 
should not the orow-phantasms P * 8o whichever way it 
tuma out, no matter; and I may os well wait licre, end 
aeem to become crows, os I certainly shall do.—Bran I . * « 
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Why should I wait lor hor ? What plcaaure can it be to 
me to have the foiling of a four-legged^ brindled, lop-eared, 
toad-moutiled thing ulwayii hetwoen what seom to he my 
legs ? There she is 1 Where have you hoeu, madam ? 
Don^t you see I am iu marching order, with staff and wallet 
ready BhouldereLl ? Come 

But tho dog, looking up in liis face m only dogs can 
look, nui to wal'd the btw^k of the min, and up to him again, 
mid back again, initil he frdlowed hi;r. 

What^B tins ? Here is a now Beiisation with a vengc- 
anoe ! Oh, storm and cloull of n taler ial appearances, were 
there nut enough of yon alretidy, that you must add to your 
nuTtibor tliese also ? Uniii I Br^tn ! Could you find no 
other tlay in tho year but tliis, wherc^in to present my ears 
with tho squeals of—ont^—two—three—nine blind pup- 

Bran answcml hy rushing into the hole where her now 
family lay tumbling uud i;qua1li]ig, hringing out one in her 
mouth, and laying It at Ids feet. 

Needless, 1 assure you, I am perfeetly aware of tlio 
state of tlie (mao already. What 1 anotbev ? Silly old 
tldng !—do you faney, tho fine hwlie^j do, that burdening 
tho world with noisy fikencsstss of your pn^cious self, is a 
till rig of whieli t+i ho pnuid ? Why, she’s bnrighig out the 
whole litter ! . . . What was T thinking of lust ? Ah^ 
th c argti metj t Wiifi jcslf-e (>i i tnul i ct<iry, wi w i t, bw^au so I could 
not argue without using tho very terina which T I'epudiated. 
Well. . , . Anti—why djouhl it not )>e contradiidory ? 
Why fiof, ? One must face that too, after alL Whyshould 
not H thing he true and false al^ Y Whatlianii in a tliing^s 
being false? What necessity for it hi be tnm ? True? 
What IS tniUi ? Why should a thing he tlie worse for 
heing illogical ? Why nhould there l>e any logic at all ? 
]^id I over see a little iKiiat flying about with 'Logic* 
labcllod on its hack ? Wlmt do I know uf it, but os a sen- 
patioji of my own mind—if I have any F What proof ia 
that that I ain to obey it, and not it me ? If a flea bites 
me I get rid of that enusation j and if login bothem me, 1*11 
get rid of that too. J^hautusma must be taught to raniah 
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courteouilj^ One's only hope of comfort lies in kicking 
feebly against the tyranny of one's own boring notions and 
aensations—oTory philosophor confesses that—^and what god 
IB loglCj pray^ that it is to bo the sole exception ? . . . 
What, old lady ? T give you fair warning, you must choose 
this day, like any nun, between the ties of limiily and those 
of duty." 

Bran smzed him by the skirt, and pulled him down to¬ 
wards the puppies ; took up one of th« pup]ties anil lifbul 
it towards bini; and then repented tlioaetiofi with iuiotbor* 
iTou luieoiise ion able old bfute! You don’t aetii ally 
dare to expect me to carry your puj^pies for you ?" and he 
turned to go. 

Bran aftt down on her tail and began liowling. 

** I^urtiWcll, old dog ! you have been :i [deasiint dream 
Jiftcr all* . . , But if you will go the way of all pliau- 
tuBma” . . . And lie walkcsil away. 

Bran ran with iilm, leaping and liarking; then recol¬ 
lected her family and ran back ^ tried to bring them, one 
by one, in her mouth, and then to hriug them all at one©; 
and failing aat down and howled. 

“Coin©, Bnui! Come, old girl 

She raced lialfway up to him ; then halfway buck again 
to the puppies ; tht*n towards him sgjiin : and thou sufh 
dcnly gave it up, and dropping hei' tali, walked slowly 
back to the blind sujiplianta, with a deep, reproachful 
growl* ** 

'* * * * 1" fljdd Kaphacl with a mighty oath ; ‘^you lire right 
after all! Hero are nine things come into the world, phan- 
tosms ur not, there it is ; f can't deny it. They arc sonu*- 
thing, and you are aomothiiig, old iLog; or at least like 
enough to something to do itistoad of it; and you are not 
1, and aa good aa 1, and they too, for aught 1 know, and 
have as good a right to lire as 1 ; and by the aevop planets 
and all the rest of it. I’ll carry them 1" 

And ho wc]it hack, tied up the puppies in liis blanket, 
and set forth. Bran barking, squeaking, wagging, leapfug, 
running between hie logs and upsetting him, in her agonies 
of joy. 
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** Forward I Whitber you will, old lady ! The world is 
wide. Yon aball be my guide, tutor, queen of philosophy, 
for the Bake of this mere common of yours. Forward, 
you new Hypatia ! 1 promise you I will attend no Iccturos 
but yours tlda day !" 

He toiled on, cYery now and then stepping across a dead 
body, or clambering a wall out of the road, to avoid some 
plunging, Bhriekiiig horse, or obscene knot of prowling 
camp followers, who were already stripping and plundering 
the slain* * , . At last, in front of a largo villa, now a 
black and smoking skeleton, ho leaped a wall, and found 
himself landed on a hea^^ of corpses. . . . They wore piled 
up against the garden fence for mmy yards. The struggle 
had been fierce there some three hoors heforo. 

** Put mo out of my mieory 1 In morcy kill mo ! ^moaned 
a Toieo beneath his feet, 

llaphael lookcil down ; the poor wretch was slashed and 
mutilated beyond all hope. 

Certaiiily, friend, if you wish it,” and ho drew bis dag* 
gor. The poor fellow stretclicd out liis throat, and awaited 
stroke With a ghastly smile. Ilaphael caught his eye; 
his heart failed him, and Jio rose. 

“ What do you advise^ Bran ? ” But the dog was far 
ahead, leaping and barking impatiently. 

“ 1 obey,” said llaphacl; and he followed her, while the 
wounded man called piteously and upbraidiiigly after him. 

He will not hafo long to wait. Those plundererB will 
not be as sr^ueamis]! as I. . . , Strange, now ! From Ar¬ 
menian TCEniniscences I should have fancied myself oa fr^ 
from such tender weakness os any of my Canaanite-slajing 
ancestors. . . . And yet by some mofo spirit of contradic¬ 
tion, I couldn^t kill that fellow, exactly because he asked 
me to do it. . . . There is more iu that than will fit into 
the great inverted pyramid of ^ I am 1/ . . , Never mind, 

. let me get the do^s lessons by heart first. What next, 
Bran P Ah 1 Could one believe the transformation ? Why, 
thb is the very trim villa which I passed yesterday morning, 
with the garden-chairs standing among the fiewer-beds, just 
as the young ladies had left them, and the peacocks and 
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Bilver pheasants mnning abont^ wondering why their pretty 
mietresaes did not come to feed them. And here ia & 
trampled mass of wreck and oorruption for thu girk to 
when they venture back from Botne^ and complain how 
horrible war is for breaking down all their ahnibH^ and how 
cruel ^Idlers must be to kill and cook all their poor dear 
tome tuTtle-dovCB I Why not ? Why should they lament 
over other tliiugs—which tliej can just as little mend—and 
which perhaps need no more mending ? AIl ! there lies a 
gallant fellow underiicath that fniit-troe !" 

Baphacl walked up to a ring of dead, in the midst of 
which lay^ half-sitting against the trunk of the treCj a tall 
and noble officer^ in the first bloom of manhood, ilia caafjue 
and armor, gorgeously inlaid with gold, were hewn and 
battered by a hundred blows ^ his shield was cloven through 
and through ; his sword broken in the stiffened hand which 
graspwl it still* Cut off from his troop, lie had made hia 
last stand beiicath the tree, knee-deep in the gay summer 
flowers, and lb ere he lay, bestniwn, aa if by some mockery 
—or pity—of mother nature, with Hided roses, and golden 
fruit, shaken froni off tlic boughs in that hist d ft idly struggle, 
Raphael stood and watchftl him with a sad sneer* 

'^Weil I—you have sold your fancicil personality dear ! 
Jiow many dead men ? * , , Nine . , . Eleven ] Con¬ 
ceited fellow ! Who told you that your one life was worth 
the eleven which yem have taken ? " 

Bran went up to the corpse—-perln^Jt from its Bitting 
poflture fancying it still living—smelt tlio cold cheek, and 
recoiled with a mournful whine* 

“ Eh ? That is the right way to look at the phenomena, 
is it ? Well, after all, I am sony for you , , . almost like 
you. . • . All your wounds in front, as a man^ should be. 
Poor fop I Lais and Thais will never curl those dainty 
riiigleta for yon again I What is that bas-relief upon your 
shield ? Venus receiving Psyche into the abode of the 
god^ I . i , Ah! you have found out all about Psyche's 
wings by this time. • • ■ How do k know that ? And yet, 
why am I, in spite of my common sense—^if I have any— 
talking to you as you, and liking you, and pitying you, if 
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you lira nothing noir, and prohahly nOTer were anything ? 
Bran ! What right had you to jnty liim without giving 
your reaaona in dno fortrk, m Ilyputia would hare done ? 
Forgive me, bit^ however—whether you exist or not, I can¬ 
not leave that collar ronntl your neck for those camp-wolveii 
to convert into strong liquor,” 

And as he spokCj he bent down, and detached, gently 
enough, a magnideent necklace. 

“ Wot for myself, I assure you. Like At6's goldon apple, 
it shall go to the fuirest* Here, Bran I *’ 

And ho wreathed the jewels round the neck of tho mastiff, 
who, ovidcnlly exulted in her owji eyes hy the Imrdou, leaped 
and barked forward again, taking, appai'ontly as a matter 
of coureoj the road btwk towards Ostia, by which they had 
como thitlier frem tho sea* And as he followed, coroloBB 
where he went, he contiiuted talking to himself aloud after 
the manner of rest less, aelf-diseontcuted men, 

..." And then man talks big about his dignity and hie 
ijitelkct, and his heavenly pai'cntage, and his aspirations 
after the unseen and the l)caiitiful, and tlie inlinite—Hind 
everything else unlike himself. How can ho j^rove it ? 
Why, thcae poor bltwikguards lying about are vesry fair speoi- 
mena of humanity.—And how much have they been botherod 
since they wore born with asjii rations after anything in- 
fijiite, except infinite sour wine ? To eat, to drink; to 
destroy a certain number of their species ; to rcpr^jduco a 
certain hum her oK^lio same, two-tliirds of wliom wiJI die 
iu infancy, a dead waste of puiit to their inotlicis, and of 

expense to their putative s*res , , , and tJicn-what says 

Solomon r What hofullsthem befalls hnists. As one dies, 
so dies the other ; so that they have all ono breath, and a 
man has no prc^emiiienco over a t>cast; for all is vanity. 
All go to OTIC pliwe ; all are of tlie dust, and torn to dust 
again. Who knows that the breath of mart goes upward, 
and that tho breath of the beast goes downward to the 
earth ? Who, indeed, my most wise ancestor ? Not I, 
certainly. Etaphael Ahcn-Ezni, how art thou better than 
a beast ? What pre-eminence hast thou, not nnercly over 
this dog, but over the icas whom thou so wantonly cursest f 
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Man must painfully win houso, clothes^ Are, , . , A 
pretty proof of his wisdom, when every ilea him the wit 
to make my blanket, without any labor of hia own, lodge 
him a-groat deal better than it lodges me t Man makes 
clothes, and the Aeaa live in them. , . , Which is tho wiBor 
of the two ? - - . 

bnt—man is fallen. . . , Well—and the flea is 
not. So much better he than the man 5 for he U what 
ho was intended to he, and bo fulfils tho very dofluition of 
virtue - . . wbioh no one can say of us of tlio red-ochre 
Tchu And even if tho old mytfi be trpo, and tfio man only 
fell, because ho was set to do higher work than the flea; 
what does that prove^hut that lio could not do it ? 

But his arts and liis sciences ? . , . Ap:^o ! Tho very 
Bound of til ose grown-c hi [droll's rattles to rnfL me sick, , , , 
One conceited usfl in a genenition inrrciiising lalwr and 
sorrow, and dying after all even m tho fool dies, and ten 
million brubiB and slavcB, jufitwhere their forefathers were, 
and where their ehilflren will be afi.er them, to the cnrl of 
the farce. . . * The thing that has been, it is that which 
shall be and then? is no new thing under the sun. . , , 

And as for your palju'cs, and cities, aiul temples. , , . 
look at this Canijiagna, and judge, Flea-hiti^s go down 
after a while—and so do they. What are they but the 
bumps which wc liuimut fleas make in the ohl eartli’a skin ? 
* , , Make them ? We tnily can so th^im, as (lo^ canse 
ilca-hites. . . , AV^but nw all tlie works of mail, but n sort 
of cutaneous disurdcr hi this nnliealthy enrtli-hide, and w'c 
attU 50 of larger fleas, running about among its fur, wlneh 
wo call trees ? Why should not tho eartli ln> an imimal ? 
How do T know it is not ? Becaufie it is too big ? Jbdi 1 
What is big, and what is little ? Bmuise it has not tlic 
Bhaj>o of one ? . . . Look into a fIshernmuV net, aiid see 
what forms are there ! Because it does not speak ? , ^ . 
Pechapa it has nothing to say, being too busy, Perbai>s 
it can talk no mnro sense t!ian we. . * . In both CEisea 
it Bhowa its wisdom by hohling ila tongue. Because it 
moves iJi one neoeaaaTy direction P * , * Itow do T know 
that It does P How can 1 tell that it is not flirting wiUi all 
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the seven fipheree at oncOj at this moment P Bat if it does 
—BO mnch the wiser of if that be the beat direetion for 
it. Oh, what a baae satire on ooradres and our notions of 
the fair and fitting, to eay that a thing cannot be aUve and 
rational, just because it goes steadily on upon its awn road, 
instead of skipping and scratnhliiig fantastically up and 
down without method or order, like ns and the fleas, from 
the cradle to the grave 1 BoBidea, if you grant, with the 
rest of the world, that fleas are less noble than wc, hecause 
they are our parasitcB, then you are boimd to grant that 
we are less noble than the *oarth, because wc are its para¬ 
sites* * * . Positively, it looks more prolaihlo tlian anything 
1 have seen for many a day, , * * And, by the bye, why 
should not earthquakes, and floods, and pestilences, bo 
only just so many ways whiiih the (mnning old brute earth 
has of scratching herself, when the human fleas and their 
palace and city bites gtst t<jo troublesofue ? ” 

At a turn of the nmd ho was aroused from this profit¬ 
able metlitation by a shriek, the Bhrillness of which told 
him that it was a woman's-* lie looted up, and saw dose 
to him, among the stnoiitdering ruins of a farm house, two 
ruffians driving befoi'c them a young girl, witli her hands 
tied Ijehind lier, while the poor crtiaturo was looting hack 
piteously after soutethirg among the ruins, and struggling 
in vain, bound as she whs, to escape from lier captors, and 
return,^ * 

** Conduct unJtKfcifiable in any flttaii,—tdi. Bran ? How 
do I know that, though ? Why should it not he a piece of 
excellent fortune for tier, if she hiul tmt the equanimity to 
see it ? Why—what will happen to her ? Hhc will be 
taken to Borne, and sold as a slave. . . . And in apite of a 
few discomforta in the transfer, and the prejudice which 
somdperaona liave agfiinst staiuling an hour on the catasta 
to he handled from head to foot in the minimum of cloth¬ 
ing, ahe will most probably end in being far better housed, 
fed, bedizened, and pampered to licr heart's desire, than 
ninety-nine out of a hundred of her sister-fleHa . . till 
she begins to gi^w old . . . which she must do in any 
oascu . . . And if she have not contrived to wheedle her 



THK BOTTOM OF THE ABYSS* 


189 


maater out of her liberty^ and to make np a pretty little 
purse of tsavingBj by that time—why, it is her own fault 
Eh, Bran ? " 

But Bran by no moana agreed with hia view of the case; 
for after watching the two ruffian a» her head stuck 

on one aide, for a minute or two, aho anddcnly and silently, 
after the mMinerof mastiffa, sprang upon them, and dragged 
■ one to the ground. 

Oh! tliat is the ' ht and licautiful,' in this ouse,. as 
they say in Alexandria, is it ? Well—I obey. Yon are at 
least a more practical teacher^ than ever Hypatia wfts. 
Heaven grant that there may bo no more of them in the 
mins!'' 

And ruahing on the second plunderer, ho laid him dead 
with a blow of his dagger, and thon turned to the first, 
whom Bran was holding down by the throat, 

" Mercy, mercy 1'' shrieked the wretch. “ Life I only 
life ! 

** There waa a fellow luilf a mile back begging me to kill 
him : with wliich of you two am I to agree ?—for you can't 
both bo right.” 

" Life I Only life I ” 

A carnal aiipotite, which man must learn to conquer,*' 
said Raphael, as he iiiiscd the poniard. . , , In a moment 
it was over, aral Bran and lie rose—Where was the girl ? 
She had rtisliod back to the mins, whither Raphi^l fol¬ 
lowed her j while Bran rart to the puj>pn5i, wliieh he had 
laid upon a stone, and commenced her maternal cares, 

“ What do you want, my poor girl i*” aakod ho in Latin, 
"I will not hui-t you.” 

“ My father ! My father !” 

lie untied her bruised and swollen wrists ; and without 
stopping to thank him, she ran to n heap of fallen stones 
and beams, and began digging wildly with all her little 
strength, breatlilesaly calling Father ! ” 

'' Such is the gratitude of flea to flea I What is tliere, 
now, in the mere fact of being aeciiatomcd to call another 
person father, and not master, or slave, which should pro¬ 
duce euch paasion as that F • . . Brute habit! * , * What 
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services can the smtl mun rcnflor, or havo reiidorod, which 

inalco him worth^- Here is Bran ! . , - What do you 

thiuk of tbatj iny femolo philosopher 

Bran sat down and watched too* The poor girFs tonder 
handa were bletMiiiig from the etonesj while her golden 
treasoa rolled down over her eyes, and entangled in her im¬ 
patient fingers; hut atill she worked frantically* Bran 
seonied snddcnly to eomjirehentl the case, ruslied to the 
rescue, and begun digging too, with all lier might* 

Raphael rose Avith a isiirng, and joined iu the work. 

“ ILuig these brute inatincts ! Tliey make one very hot. 
Wlmt vfiVi that 

A feeble tnomi rose from under the stinics* A liuman 
limb W 2 irt uncovered * The girl threw lieraelf on tlio place, 
sliri eking her fatlier's name* Ihipbiiel juit Jicr gently biiok, 
and exerting bis whole strength, drew out of the nuns a 
stalwart elderly man, in the ilress of an oflieer of higliranfc. 

lie still brcatlieiT. Tlie girl up hia lietwl and 

covered him witli wild kisses. lhi]}liael looked round for 
water; found a spriitg and u hrokoji sherd, and Ijatheil 
the Avounded man's temples till he opoiie^l Jus eyes, and 
showed signs of returning life. 

The girl still sat byliim, fondling her refiovcTxsd treasure, 
and bathing the grisizlml face in Indy tejtis. 

“It is no biisiriCBS cf luinc,” tyud Raphael. “Oomc, 
Britn V’ 

TJ*c girl sprang up, threw lierself at his feet, kissed his 
handsi called him Jier diivumr, her deliverer, sent by (rod. 

‘'Not in the Jeast, rnj chitiL You most tliaiik my 
teacher the dog, not me*” 

And she toi>k him at his word, and throw iier soft arms 
round Bran's neck ; and Bran understood it, and wagged 
her tail, and liokod the gontle face lovingly. 

“ Intolerably absurd, all this ! ” said Raphael* " I 
must bo going. Bran.” 

“ You will not leave us ? You surely will not leave an 
old man to die here ?” 

" Why not P What hotter thing could happen to him p 
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" Nothing/' murmured tho oflicerj who hsd uot epokon 
before. 

** Ah, God I he is my father 1" 

** He IB my father 1 ” 

« WeU!" 

*'Tou must save him ! You shall, I say 1** And sho 
Boized Raphael’s arm in the imporiouKiiOriS of her puasion, 
Hu shrcigged his slioulilers : but felt^ he know not why, 
Diarvollously inclined to obey her. 

" r may as well du this as anything else, hnvijig nothing 
else to do. Wlittljer now, sir 

“ Whither you will. Our troops are disgraced, our eagles 
taken. We aro your pritjouers by right of wiir. We fol- ' 
low you," 

my fortuiio! A new n'SponsihiTity ! Why cannot 
I stir, without live anirnak, from u]iward, attaeliing 
theiiiHelves to me ? Th it not enough to Jmve nine blind 
puppies at my hack, and iin old brute at niy wlm will 
persist in saving niy life, that I inu^t bt? buryh^netl over and 
alwvewitha n'^iK^^dahle iddorly rebel and his daughter ? 
Why am T not allowtHl by fate to care for nobody but niy- 
aelf ? Sir, 1 give you both your fiwiom, ^i’be worhl is 
wide cuongh for us all, T really iujk no ransom," 

“You seem philosoj>hieally disposed, niy friend." 

“IP HeavoTi forbid 1 I liave gone j'iybt through that 
slough, and emnn out sheer on the other'"side. For sweep¬ 
ing the lust lingering taint oC ft out of me. I have thank, 
not sulphur and exoreisnis, but your srddit^rs and tlieir 
moming’a work. PhiJoaopby is sux>erfl«o«8 in a Tvorld 
where all are fools." 

“ Do you include yourself under that title ?" 

“ Moat certainly, my best sir. Don't fancy that I make 
any exceptiofifl. If I can in any way prove my folly to you, 

I will do it." 

Then help mo and my daughter to Oatia," 

“A very fair instance. ^ Well—my dog happens to be 
goingthat way ; and after all, you seem to have a sufficient 
abare of humau imbecility to be a very lit companion 
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for me. I hope, though, you do not set up for a wiao 
man 1 ” 

God knows—no 1 Am I not of Ileraoliftn'B army ?" 
''^Truo ; and the young lady here made horaelf ho great 
a fool about you, that she actually infected the very dog^" 

So we three foola will forth together*" 

^'And the greatest one, oa usual, must help the rest. 
But X have nine puppies in my family already. How am 
I to carry yon and them ? " 

** I will take thorn," said the girl; and Bran, after look¬ 
ing on at the Iranafer with a somewhat dubious face, seemed 
to satisfy herself that all was right, and put her head con* 
tentedly under the girVs hand, 

** Eh ? You trust her, Brjiu ? " satd Baphaol, in an un* 
dor tone. ''I must really emancipate myself from your 
instructions if yon require a Bimilar simplicity in me. 
Stay! there wanders a mule without a rider; we may as 
well press him into the service." 

lie caught the nude, lifte*! the wounded man into the 
saddle, and the cavalcade set forth, turniJig out of the 
highroad into a by-lunc, winch the oilicer, who seemed to 
know the country thoroughly, assured him would lead them 
to Ostia by an unfrequented route. 

Tf we arrive there before sun down* we are Haveil,"eiiid he. 
^^Aiid ill the meantime," uTiswered liaphael, “between 
tho dqg and dagg*ir, which, as T take care to in¬ 
form all comoTB, la delicately jioisoued, wo may keep our- 
aelvea clear of ifiaraudcrs. And yet, what a meddling fool 
I am I" he went on to lu'mself, IVhat possiblo intereat 
can I have in this unciroumciBed r&hol! Tho least evil is, 
that if we are taken, which we niost probably shall be, I 
Bhall he crucified for helping him to csi'apo. But even if 
we get safe olT—here la a fresh tie between me and those 
very brother floaa, to bo rid of whom I have chosen beg¬ 
gary and starvation. Who knowa where it ma-y end t 
Pooh I The man ig like other men. Ho is certain, before 
the day U over, to prove ungrateful, or attempt the moun* 
tebank-hoToiOj or give me some.other excuse for bidding 
him good-evening. And in the meantime there is some* 
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thing quaint in the fact of finding so aobor a reapeotability, 
with a young daughter too, abroad on this fool's errand, 
which really makes me curious to discover with what 
variety of dca I am to class him.'' 

But white Abeu-Ezra was talking to himself about the 
father, he could not help, somehow, thinking about the 
daughter. Again and again he found himself looking at 
' her- She was, undeniably, most beautiful. Her features 
were not as regularly perfect as Hypatia's, nor her stature 
BO commanding; but her face shone with a clear and joyful 
determination, and with a tender and modest thonghtfhb 
ness, such us he liad never beheld before united in one 
countenance; and us she steppeil along, fivmly and lightly, 
by her father's side, looping np her scattereil tresii»eB as she 
went, laughing at the struggles of her noisy burden, and 
looking up with rapture at lier father's grfwhially brighten-. 
ing face, liapliaol could not iiolp stealing glance after 
glance, and wtws siirpriM^d to find tliom returned witli a 
bright, honest, smiling gnbtitndc, wliiuh met liim full-eyed, 
as free from prudery as it was from coquetry, , - , A lady 
she is," said ho to himself; ^^'but evidently no city one. 
Tlioro is nature—or aomothiug else, there, pure and un-^ 
adultcrnted, without any of man's additions or bcautifica^ 
tions/ And us lie looked, he began to feel it a pleasure 
such afl Ilia weary heart had not Liown for many a year, 
simply to watch lier- , , . 

''Positively tlicro is a fooHsli enjoyiSent aftef all in 
making othor fleiis smile, . . . Assthailani I As if I had 
not drank all that ditch-water cup to the dregs years 
ago I" 

They wont on for some time in silence, till the officer, 
turning to h im— 

"And may I ask you, my quaint proaerver, whom I 
would have thanked before but for this foolish faintneas, 
which is now going oil, what and who you are P" 

" A flea, sir—a flea—nothing more-" 

" But a patrician flea, surely ; to judge by your language 
and manners P " , * 

"ifat that exactly. True, I have been rich, as the aay* 
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lug I nitty be ncli ttgnin, they tell me, when I em foe! 
enongh to chooec.” 

“ Oh, if we were but rich !'' sighed the girl. 

** Yon would be vc^ry unhappy, my dear young lady. 
Believe a flea who has tried the expcrimoiit thoroughly/' 
Ah! but we could rauBom my brother! and now we 
can find no money till wo get back to Africa." 

'' And none tlien," eaid tlio officer, in a low voice. You 
forget, my poor child, tliat I mortgaged the whole estate 
to raise my legion. We muHt not shrink from looking at 
thhigtt tlu'y are/' 

All I and lio is prisoner I he will be sold for a slavo^ 
perhaps—ah! pcrliapa cniviffcd, for he is not a Roman ! 
Oh, be will lie crucified !” and she burst into tm agony of 
weeping. . . . Suddenly she clashed away lier tears and 
looked np clear aiidbriglit once iiKjrc, Wo 1 forgive me, 
father I God will protect His own 

dear yming huly," said Raphael, you really 
dislike such u pros]iefit fi>r your brotlier, and arc in want 
of cl few dirty <!oin« whun^wltli to jirovent it. perhapa I 
may bo able to fiml yf>u them in Ostia." 

ftho looked at liiiii iiiureduloiiBly, as her eye glanced over 
hia rags, and tlmn, lilushing, beggc^l his j^anloii for her 
unspoken thoughts, 

Woll, HA you choose to flui>pose. But my dog has been 
so civil to you already, that perhaps she may have no objec¬ 
tion to make y^K a of that iiefiklucc of hers, I 

will goto the Jtalibis, and wo will make alt right; bo don't 
cry. I hate cryii^g ; and ttic piippiea are quite chorua 
enough for the present tragedy," 

The Jtabhia f Are you a Jew ? " aakod the officer, 

“ Yos, sir, a Jew. And you, I prohumo, a Christian; 
perhaps you may have scruples about receiving—your sect 
has generally none uboat taking—from one of our stubborn 
and unbelieving race. Don't be frightened, though, for 
your consciQncc; I asBuro yon I am no more a Jew at 
heart than 1 am a C/h^istian/' 

“God help you then 1" 

^ “ Some one, or something, baa helped me a great deal 
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too mncht for thrco-and^hirty years of |)ampering. But, 
pardon mo, tliat wjmj a strange speech for a Christian,'^ 

“You must be a goodJew, air, beforo you can bo a good 
Christian." 

“ Possibly- I intend to bo neither—nor n good Fttgan 
either. My dear sir, let us drop the subject. It is beyond 
me. If I can be aa good st brute animal as my dog 
tJierc—it being firat demoustruted tliat it is good to bo 
good—I shall bo very woU content," 

The officer looked down on Jiim with a stately, loving 
sorrow* llaphael (;aug]it Ins e^c, and felt that he woe in 
the presoncG of no com in on man, 

“ I must take care what I say here, I snspeetj or 1 shall 
bo entangled shortly in a regular Soeratio dialogue. . . , 
And now, sir, may I return yotir question, at id ask who 
and what are you? I really havo no iutentiou of giving 
you up to any Cicaar, Antioch us, Tiglalrli-Pilesar, or other 
Ilea-dovouring flea, * . * They will fatten well enough 
without your blood. 8o 1 only iiiit as a student of the 
great nothiug-in-gcncnvl, which men call the universe." 

“ I was prefect of a legion this morning, AVJiat I am 
now, you know tm well os I." 

'‘Juflt what Ido not, lam in deep wonder at seeing 
your hilarity, when, by all flea-iinalogies, yon ought to be 
cither behowling your fate like Achilles on the sliores of 
Styx, or pretoudiug to grin and hoar it|rtfl I was taught 
to do when I played at StohuRm. Yon arc not of lliat 
sect certainly, for you confessed yourself a fool just 
now." 

“ And it would be long, would it iiot, before you made 
one of them do as mucfi ? Well, bo it so, A fool I am; 
yet, if God help ns as as Ostia, why should 1 not be 
cheerful ? 

“ Why should yon ?" 

“ What better thing can happen to a fool, tKan that 
God should teach him that ho is oiiei wheti be fancied him¬ 
self the wisest of the wise? Listen to me, sir. Four 
months ago I was blessed with health, lionor, lands, frienda 
—all for which the heart of man could vrish* And if, for an 
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inflane ambition^ I hare chosen to risk all those, against the 
Bolemii waraingB of the truest friend, and the wisest Baint, 
who treads this earth of (lod'^g—should 1 not rejoice to have 
it proved to me, even by such a losBoa as this, that the 
friend who never deceived me before waa right in this case 
too ; and that the God who has chocked and turned me for 
forty years of wild toil ajid warfare, whenever I dared to 
do what was right in the siglit of my own eyes, has not 
forgotten me yet, or given up the thankless task of mj 
education 

And .who, pray, is this pooTlcss friend ? " 

** Augustine of Hippo,'* 

** Humph 1 It hfld been better for the world in general, 
if the great dialectician hod exerted his powers of perana- 
don on Itoraolian himself.” 

" He did so, but in vain,” 

“ I don't doubt it. I know the sleek Count well enough 
to judge what effect a sermon would Imvc upon that smooth 
viilpino determination of his. . , . ^ An iTistrument in the 
hands of God, my dear brother. . . . Wo must obey His 
call, even to the death,* etc., etc.” And Eaphael laughed 
bitterly. 

"You know the Count ?” 

"As well, sir, as I care to know any man/* 

am sorry for your eyesight, then, sir/* said the Pre¬ 
fect sev^ly, " if ^ hfw been able to diBcern no more than 
that in so august a ichoracter.” 

"My dear sir, I do not doubt Jiis excellence—nay, his 
inspiration. How well ho divined the perfectly fit moment 
for stabbing his old comrade Stilicho I But really, as two 
men of the world, wo must bo aware by this time that every 
man has his prioc/* . . . 

Oh, hush ! hush ! ** whispered the girL You cannot 
guess how you pain him. Ho worships the Count, It 
was not 'ambition, as ho pretends, hut merely loyalty to 
him, which broughu him here against his wUh” 

'*My dear madam, forgiye mo. For your soke am 
■ilenti” , . . 

I'or her sake 1 A pretty speech for me! What next P" 
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said he to himself. ^'Ah, Bran^ Bran, this is jotir 
fault I" 

** For my sake f Oh, why not for your own sake P How 
sad to hear one—one like you^ only sneering and speaking 

evil 1" 

'' Why then ? If fools are fools, and one can safely call 
them so, why not do it ? ” 

Ah,—if God was merciful enough to send down His 
own Son to die for them, should we not be merciful enough 
not to judge their failings harshly !” 

** My dear young lady, sparo a worn-out philosopher any 
new anthropologic theories. \Ve really must push on a 
little faster, if we mtuud to reach Ostia to-night*” 

But, for some reason or other, llaphucl sneered no more 
for a full half-hour. 

Long, however, ere they reached OsUa, the night had 
fallen; and their situation Logan to bu more than ques¬ 
tionably safe. Now and then a woJf* slinking across the 
road towards his glutstly feast^ glided like a lauk ghost out 
of the darkness, and into it again, auawering Bran's growl 
by a gleam of his whihs toelli. 'riieu tlio voices of some 
muvaudiiig party rang eoarso anc] loud through the stiU 
night, and made them hoslt^ito and stop a while. And at 
last, worst of all, the nu^asured trainp of an imperial 
column began to roll like distant tlinnder along the plain 
below. They wore advamnng u|>nn Ostij,! What if they 
arrived there before tho route*! itriny could mlly, and de¬ 
fend themselTCS long enougli to rc-cnibark ! . * , What if 
—a thousand ugly possibilities began to crowd up* 

** Suppose we found the gatc3S of Ostia shut, and the 
Impertwists bivouacked outside?” said Baphael half to 
himself. 

"God would protect His own,” auBwered the girl; and 
Baphael had no heart to rob her of lier liope, though he 
looked upon their chances of escape as growing smaller 
and smaller every moment. Tho poor girl was weary; the 
mule weoiy also; and as tb.ey crawrled along, at a pace 
which m^c it certain that the fast passing column would 
be at Ostia an hour before them, to join vanguard of 
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the puFSueis, and aid them in investing the town, she had 
to lean again and again on Itaphaers arm* Ker ehoeSj 
unfitted for so rough a journey, had been long since tom 
off, and her tcnrler feet wero marking every step with 
blood, Hapliael know it by her faltering gait; and re¬ 
marked, too, that noitlieraigh nor murmur passed her lips* 
Hut aa for helping iier, ho could not; and began to curse 
tho fancy wliieh liad led liiin to eschew even sandals as 
unworthy tho solf-d open donee of a Cynic* 

And 80 they crawled along, whilo Ibipliacl and the Pre¬ 
fect, eaqb guessing the U'r^ihlo tlioughts of tho otlier, wore 
thankful for the darknees whicli hid thoir despairing coiin- 
touaiicea fn)tn tlio young girl ; slie, on tlio other hand, 
chatting cheerfully, almost laughingly, tfi her silent father. 

At last tho poi^r girl stepin^d on sonic utono more sharp 
timn usual—and, witli a muldeu writhe and Khviekp sank to 
tho gnnmd, ItiLphiwil lifted her up, and she triiHl to pro¬ 
ceed, but ttarik down again. . . . What wits bo done ? 

I ex[icettHl this,*^ siiid the Prtdcct, h\ a slow stately 
voice, “lli'ttr me, sir! Jew, tJhristian, or philosopher, 
God Bceuis to have iK'stowed on you a hwirt which I can 
trust. To your cure T oomniit this giH—your property, 
like me, by right of war. Mount her njwin this mule* 
Hasten with her—wliera you will—for (Irkl will be there 
also. And may Jle bo deal with you as yon deal with her 
henceforth. Aivoid and disgraced soldier can do no nioro 
than die/* 

And be mtnle an effort to dlsinount : hut, fainting from 
his woundfl, a ink upon the neck of tlic mule. Itaphael and 
his daughter caught him in tlmir anus. 

** Father! Father ! Irnpoesiblo I Cnic] ! Oh—do you 
think that I would have followed you hither from Africa, 
against your own cntrcjititis, to dcaert you now 
" My daughter, I coramund ! ” 

Tho girl remainod firm and sound* 

'' How long have you learned to disobey me ? Lift the 
old disgraced man down, sir, and leave him to die in the 
right placc-^n the battle-liefd whore his general sent 
him**' 
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T]ie j^irl sank down on tho road in an agony of weeping. 
** I must help myself, I see,*^ said her father, drapping to 
tho ground* ‘‘ Authority vanishes he fore tdd ago and 
humiliation. Vietoria I hiie your father no Bins to btiswot 
for already, that you will Btjnd hiju beforo lua God with 
your blood too upon liis hwul ? 

Still tliogirl sat Airtieping oti tho grfjund ; while llaphael, 
utterly at hia wita^ ejid, tried hard to ]jorainujlo himself that 
it was iu> concern of hia. 

“ I am at the service (►f either or of Ijoth, for life or death; 
only bo so good aa to Bcttlo it (piickly, . , , I!eUJ hero it 
is settled for ue, with nveugennee I 

And as ho fliK>ke, tiie iritnip and jingle of hnrsemen j’aug 
along the hino, apprfutehing rafiidly. 

Jji an instant Victoria Inwl simuig tr* her feet—weakneas 
and pain liail vanished. 

** There is one eluuicc—mno elmnw liim ! Lift him 
over tho hank, sir! Jjift Jnm over, wliilo 1 run forward 
and meet them. My death will dt'lay them long enough 
for you to save hint 1 

Death crieil Jfaplitud, seizing lier by the lU'in. “If 
that were all-” 

God will protect I lid own/^ answer chI she calmly, lay¬ 
ing her Huger on her li]}B ^ and then hrcakjjig from hid 
grasp in tho Btrengt.h of her heroism, vfuiialicd ijito the 
liight. ^ ^ 

Her father tried to follow her, but fell on his face, 
groaning. Raphftel lifted him, strove to drag him up the 
steep bank ; but his kjiocs knocked together ; a faint sweat 
seemed to inoltcifvery limb. . . . There was u pause, which 
seemed ages long. . . . Noiirer and iiojirer camo tho tramp¬ 
ling. ... A sudden gleam of the moon revealed Victoria 
standing with outspread arms, right before the horses' 
heads. A heavenly glory seemed to bathe her from head 
to foot. ... or was it tears sparkling in his own eyes? 

. , . Then the grate and jar of the horse-hoofs on the road, 
as they pulled up suddenly. . . . Ihe turned his face awaj 
aud shut his eyes. . . . 

“ What are you ? ” thundered a voice. 
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Victoria, the daughter of Majorioas the Prefect.” 

The Toico was low, but yet ao dear and calm, that eveiy 
ayllable rang through Aben-Ezra'a tingling earfl. . , • 

A flhont—a shriek—the confiiaed murmur of many roices. 
» . . Ho looked up, in spite of himself —a horseman had 
sprang to the ground, and clasped Victoria in his arms. 
The human heart of flesh, lusleep for many a year^ leaped 
into mad life within his breast, and drawlug his dagger, he 
rushed into the throng— 

** Villains 1 Hellhounda ! I will balk you 1 She shall 
dio first t” f 

And tho bright blade gleamed over Victorians head. * , * 
He was struck down—blinded—half-stunned—but rose 
again with the energy of madness. . ^ . What was this f 
Soft arms around him. . , , Victorians I 

"Save him ! spare him ! Ho saved us I Sir ! It is my 
brother ! Wo arc safe I Oh, spare tho dog 1 It saved my 
father 1 ” 

"Wo have mistaken each other, indeed, sir 1” said ft gay 
young Tribune, in a voice tromhling with joy. Where is 
my father ?” 

" Fifty yards behind. Down, Brsm I Qnietl 0 Solo¬ 
mon, miiio ancostur, why did you not prevent me making 
auch an egregious fool of myself ? Why, I shall be forced, 
in eelf-juatification, to carry tlirough tho farce 1” 

Thcrq is no usovtolling what folio wed during the neart five 
oiinuteB, at the cud of which time Paphaol found himself 
astride of a goodly war-liorsc, by the side of the young 
Tribune, who carried Victoria before him. Two Boldiers 
in the moantime were supporting the Profeet on hiB mule, 
and convincing that Btubbom bearer of burdens that itwoB 
not quite so unable to trot aa it bad fancied, by the combined 
arguments of a drench of wine and twos word-points, while 
they heaped their general with blessings, and kissed his 
hands and feet. 

Your father^a soldiers seem to consider themselves in 
debt to him : not, aurely, for taking them where they could 
beet run away ? ” 

Ah, poor fellows!” said the Tribune; "we have had 
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as Toal a pamo among us ae I ever read of in Arrian or Poly¬ 
bius^ Bui be bus been a father rather than a general to 
them. It ia not often that, out of a routed army, twenty 
gallant mon will volunteer to ride back into the enemy's 
ranks, on tho chance of an old nian^a breathing stUL" 
**Then you knew where to find us f" said Victoria, 

** Some of thoiiL knew* And ho himself showed us this 
very by-road yestortluy, when wo book up our ground, and 
told us it might be of service on ocuasion—and so it has 
been.” 

But they told me that you*were taken prifloiier. Oh, 
tlie torture I have suffered for you 

SiUy child J Did you fancy my fatlier's son would bo 
taken alive ? I and the first troop got away over the 
garden walls, and cut our way out into the plain, three 
hours ago*" 

‘'Did I not tell you," said Victoria, leaning toward 
Raphael, that God would protect llin own 

“ You did," answered he ^ and fell into a long and silent 
meditation. 



CHAPTER Xiy. 


TITE HOCKS OF THE KIllKyS. 

These four motktliH hml bcmi busy uud cvoutFuI enough 
to iTyimtiti tnul to PliilwiifnorL ; yet the ovejitH uiui the 
buHJncHs were of m grutluu! hikI UTiiform n tenor, that it ib 
fta well to pruis tpiiokly over tljcm, uiid hIiow what had hap^ 
pened priiieipalJy by its eHeets. 

n’ije robust !»id fiery (iDsort-ltul w»w now rntstanjorphofiod 
into the xiulo luul tTuniglitfiil student, oi^prossed with the 
weight of eio'eful thought and weary memory, Put tlioBo 
rememb ranees w<*ro all rueuiit on oh. With his entrance 
into Hyjiatiii's icictun^rotim, and into tlie fairy realms of 
Greek thought, u new life liact begun for him ; and the 
l^ura, and Patnbo, and AreeriiiiH, seemed ilitn phantoiE^ 
from BO mo anteiuitid exitateiiee, whicdi filled day hy day 
beloro the inruah of now and startling kuowlodgo. 

But though the friends and seories of his childhood had 
fallen biujk ho swiftly intti the far horiaoii, lie was not lonely. 
His liefV't found ildoveliejv if uot a healthier home, ilian it 
had ever known before. For during tho&o four peaceful 
and busy nLonths of study tbero had sprung up between 
Hypatia and the beautiful boy pneof tiioso purcandyet paa- 
sionate friendahipa—call them rather, with St. Augustine, 
by the sacred name of love—which, fair and holy as they 
are when they link youth to youth, or girl to girl, reach 
their full perfection only botwooii man and woman. The 
unaelfish adoration with which a maiden may bow down 
before some strong and holy priest, or with which an en¬ 
thusiastic boy may cling to the wise and tender matron, who, 
amid Lho turmoil of tJid world, aud the pride of beanty, and 
the cares of wifehood, bonds down to him with counsel and 
enQouragementp'—earth knows no fairer bouda than these^ 
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save wedded love itself* And that socond relation^ motherly 
ratlier than ai&terly, hod bound Pliilaninion with a goldcu 
chain to the wondrous maid of Alexandria. 

From the commencement of fiis attendance in her 
lecture-room ehe Iwd Buited her discourgea to whut ahe 
fancied were his oapecial Bpiritual needs; and many a 
glance of the eye towards him, on any peculiarly important 
Bentence, set the poor boy*s heart beating at that sign that 
the words were meiuit for him, Ihit before a month waa 
poft, won by the intense attention with whicJi he watched 
for every ntteranee of iiera, she Jiad persuaded licj^/ather to 
give him a place in the libntry m one of his imjnlfi, among 
the youths who were cniploycul there daily in trariiwiribing, 
HA welt EiA in sttLdyings the aufiiiors then iti fashion. 

She saw him at first but noldotn—more fudtiorn than she 
would have wished ; btiishoflmwled tlie tongue of seaiidah 
heathen as well txs Cliristian, and eontented hersidf with 
inqiiiriTig daily Jroni her fatlicr ahoni tlie jn»grriw of the 
boy. And when at times hIio entered for a moment ilie 
library, where he sat writing, or passed him on lier way to 
tlje Museum, a look was inU^rohaiigefl, on her pvrt of most 
gracious approval, and on his of adoring gratitude, which 
was enough for both. Her spell wiia working Kiircly ; and 
she was too eoiilldetit in her own clause and her own powers 
lo wish lo burry that transforinutioji fur wliieh she bo 
fondly hoped. t ^ 

''He must begin at the beginning*” (hought slic toiler- 
self. “ Matheiiiaties and the I'ariuenides arc emuigh for 
him as yrt. Without a training in the liberal seienccs he 
cannot gain a faith worthy of those gods to whojn some 
day 1 shall present him; and I should hnd ills Christian 
ignorance and lanaticism transferred, whole and rude, to 
the service of those gods whoso shrine is nnupproacluiblc 
save to the spiritual man, who has passed through the buc- 
ces&ivo vcBtibulofl of science and philosophy*^' 

But soon, attracted herself, ns much os wishing to attract 
him, she employed him in copying mniiuscripts for her 
own use, She sent hack Ins themes and declaTnations, cor^ 
rected with her own hand; and Philummon laid tliem by 
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in Ida little garret at Endeamon'a house aa precioua badgii^ 
of honor after exhibiting them to the reverential and 
envioiis ga^ ol the little porter* So he toiled on> early 
and late^ connting himself well paid for a week's intonBe 
exertion by a ainglo smile or word of approbation^ and went 
home to pour out his aoul to his host on the one inex- 
haustible theme which they had in common—Hypatia and 
her perfoctiona. He would have raved often enough on 
tlie same subject to hia follow-pupils^ but he shrank not 
only from their artificial oity manners, but also from their 
morality, for suspecting w]dch he saw but too good cause. 
He longed to go out into the strcots, to proclaim to the 
whole world the treuBuro whi(;h he liad found, and call on 
all to come and aliare it with him. For there was no 
jeaLouay in that puTO love of hia* Could he have aeen her 
lavishing on thou sands far greater favora than aim had con¬ 
ferred on hinij he would liavo rejoiced in the thought that 
there were so many more bh^t beings upon earth, and have 
loved them ail and every one as brotJiers, for having de¬ 
served her notice. Her very beauty, when his first fiuah 
of wonder was past, bo ceased to meTition—ceased even to 
think of it. Of courso she mnst be beautiful. It was her 
right; the natural complement of her other graces; but it 
was to him only what tlio mother's smile is to the infant, 
the sunliglit to tbo skylark, the mountain breeze to the 
huutej—an inspiring element, oil which he fed uncon¬ 
sciously, Only whon lie doubted for a moment some 
cspeclidly startling or fanciful assertion, did he'become 
really aware of the great loveliness of her who made it; 
and then his heart silenced hia judgment with tho thought 
^Could any but true worils come out of those perfect lipsF 
—any but royal thoughts take shape within that queenly 
head ? . • • I'oor fool! Yet was it not natural enough ? 

Then, gradually, as she piwsed the boy, poring over hia 
book* in some alcove of the Museum Gardena, she would 
invite him by a glance to join the knot of loungers and 
questioners who dangled about her and her father* and 
fancied themselves to be reproduemg the days of the 
Athenioii sages amid tlie groves of another Aoudemuot 
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SometimeBj OTen, she had beckoned him to her eide na she 
Bat in eome retired arbor, attondoil only by her father; and 
there botdo paasiug observation, oarneat and personal, how¬ 
ever lofty and measured, made him aware, as it was in-< 
tended to do, that bIic had a deeper interest in him, a 
livelier eympathy for him, than for the many ; that he was 
in her eyes not merely a pupil to be iiiBbuctcd, but a soul 
*whom she desired, to educate. And those delieioue gleams 
of sunlight grew more frequent and nioro protnioted ; for 
by each she aatisfiod herself more and more that ahe had 
not mistaken either bis powers or his susceptibilities; and 
in eoclt, whether in public or privtitc, Pbilammon acemed 
to bear himself more worthily. For over and above the 
natural oaso and dignity which aocom|>aTiios physical beauty, 
and the modesty, self-res truiiit, and deep ear nest nesa which 
ho hud acquired under the tliscipline of the Laura, his 
Greek character was developing itself in all its q ruck ness, 
Buhtlety, and verBiitility, until lio seem oil to Hypatia aome 
young Titan, by the wide of the ilipiiant, liusty, and inBiit* 
cere talkers who made up her cJtosen circle* 

But man can no more live upon Pialonfo love than on 
the more prolific apecies of that common ailment; and for 
the first month Philammon would have gone hungry to hia 
couch full many a night, to lie awake frcmi Ijiiser causes 
than philosophic nioditation, bad it not been for his mag¬ 
nanimous host, who never krst heart fc^r a tnoment, qither 
about himself, or any ether human bring* Ah for Pldlam- 
moii going out with him to earn his bread, he would not 
hear of it* Hid ho suppose that he could moot any of 
those monkish rascalB in the street, witliout being knocked 
down and can ted off by maiiii force ? And besides there 
was a sort of impiety in allowing ao hopeful a student to 
neglect the '' Divine Inoflablo" in order to supply the base 
necessities of the teeth. So ho should pay no rent for !iis 
lodgings—^positively none; and as for eatables—why, he 
must himBelf work a little harder in order to cater for 
both* Had not .all hia neigl^bors theh' httors of children 
to provide for, while he, thankate the immortals, liad been 
far too wise to burden the earth with animals who would add 
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to the ugliuetes of their father iho Tartuteftti hue of their 
mother ? And after M, rbiiammoji could imy him back 
when lie became a grout sophist^ and made money, sa of 
course he would acme day or other ; and in the mountimej 
something might turn up^thingii were always turuiug up 
for those whom the gods favored; and besides^ he had 
fully ascertained that on tlm day on which he 6rat met 
l^Iiilainmon, the planets were faYorable, the Mercury being 
ill something or other, ho forgot whai, with Helios, which 
pprtetidud for Philainnion, in his opinion, a similar career 
with that of the glorious apd devout Emperor Julian* 

Philammon winced somewhat at the hint ^ which seemed 
to have an ugly vcrisimiiltfide in it: but still, philosophy 
ho must learn, and bread he nnust eat; so he aubmitted. 

But one evening, a fow days after he had been admitted 
as Theon^s pupil, he found, much to his aatonisliment, 
lying on the table in his garret, an undeniable glittering 
gold piece. He took it down to the porter the next morja- 
ing, and begged him to discover tlie owner of the lost coin, 
and return it duly. But wliat was his surprise, when the 
little man, amid endless capers and gesticulations, informed 
him, with an air of mystery, that it was anything but lost; 
that his arrears of rent had been |)aid for him ; and that, 
by the bounty of the upper powers, a fresh piece of coin 
would be forlhcoming every montli! Jn vain Philammon 
demanded to ki^uw who was Ids benefactor. Eudsmon 
resolutely kept the secret and inipreeatcd a whole Tartarus 
of unnecessary curses on his wife if she allowed her female 
garrulity—thougli the poor creaturo eeeiiied never to open 
her lt|>s from morning till night—to betray so great a 
mystery. 

Who was the unknown friend ? There was but one per¬ 
son who could have done it. . . . And yet ho darod not— 
the thought was too delightful—think that it was she. It 
must have been her father. The old man had asked him 
more than once about the atate of his purse. True, he had 
always retomed evas^e unawora i hut the. kind old man 
must have divined the truths Ought he not—must he not 
^^‘go and thank him ? Ho ; perhaps it was more courteous 
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to ftay nothing* Tf he—she—for of course *ahe had per- 
mittodj perhaps advised^ the gift—had intended him to 
thank thenij would they have so carefully concealed their 
own gcneroBity ? . * , Be it 80^ theji. But liow would he 
not repay them for it! Jlow delightful to bo in her debt 
for anything—for evorytLing ! Would tliat he (jould hayo 
the enjoyment of owing her existence itaolf ! 

So ho took the c(»iTi, boiiglit unto himself a cloak of the 
most philosopluc fiialiiou^ and went his way^ aueii lua it was, 
rejoicing. 

But his faith in ('liriiitiuni ty ?, What had lu^onje of that ? 

What usually hji])]>ciiw in such casi’s, Jt was not d«td ; 
hut nev4frtheless it hailfuDcu fast asleep for the time being. 
He did not disbelieve it; he would luivc bocTi shta^ked tfj 
hear such a tiling asHcrkid of him ; hut ho hu])p<mcd to lie 
busy believing ftonietliing else—geometry, conic si'cfcicms, 
cosTnogonlcs* paycbctlogiLw, and whatnot. And so it befell 
that be had not just tlien time to believe in Uhrirtimiiiiy. 
Ho rerolleotcil at times iU cxistenec; but even then he 
neither afhnned nor denied it. When lie hiul solvinl tho 
gi*4'at questions—those which Hypatia set forth ns the roots 
of all knowledge—how the world was nuule, siud what was 
the origin of oviU and wdmt his own i>em)uali(y was* ami- 
that being sr^ttled—wlictber )io biu! viio, witfi a few i-ther 
preliminary matters, thou it would lie time to ret:rru, with 
his enlarged light, to the study of (dirisfiauiiy : mid if, of 
course, Christianity sIioilUI be found to ho at variaiice with 
that enlarged light, ua ilyimtia scemnl to think , , , Why, 
then—What then ? . - * He would not think about such 
disi^ecable possihilitics^ Sndicient for the lUy was tlio 
evil thereof. Possibilities? Tt was imjioaaible- . , - Phi¬ 
losophy could not jiMead. Hml not Hypatia defined it, 
as man's acarcli after the unseen ? And if he found the 
unseen by it, did it not ootno to just the same thing m if 
the nnsoen hml revealed itself to him ? And ho must hnd 
it—for logic and matliematics could not err. If every step 
was oorroct, the conclusion miiat be correct also ; so ho 
must end, after all, in the riglit path—that is, of conrae, 
Buppoatng Christianity to be the right path—and return to 
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figbt the ChuToh^B battles, with the swoi'd which he had 
wrestled from Goliath the Philietitie* . . . But he hod not 
won the sword yot; and in the meanwhile, Icammg wae 
weaiy work; and sullicient for the day was the good, as 
well as the e^il, thereof. 

So, enabled by his gold coin each month to doyote him¬ 
self entirely to study, he became very much what Peter 
would have coarsely termed a heathen. At first, indeed, 
he slipped into the Obristiim churches, from a habit of 
conscieuce. lint habits soon gi'ow sleepy ; the fear of dis¬ 
covery and recapture made his attcTidance more and more 
of a labor. And kcopiTig IjiTuself apart as much as pos¬ 
sible from the congregation, os a lonely and secret wor¬ 
shipper, he soon found himself as separate from them in 
heart m in daily life. He felt that they, and even more 
than they, those flowery and bombastic pulpit rhetoricians, 
who wore paid for their sermons by the clapping and cheer¬ 
ing of the congregation, were not tliiukiug of, longing 
after, the same things oa Idinself, Busides, lie never spoke 
to a Christiao; for the nogrt^sa at hia lodgings seonied to 
avoid him—whether from modesty or terror, he could not 
tell; and cut off thus from the outward " communion of 
saints/^ ho four*d himself fast parting away from the in¬ 
ward one. So he went no more to church, and looked the 
oGier way, ho hardly knew why, whenever he paaseil the 
Cffisarenm ; anduCyril, »(ud all his mighty organisation, be¬ 
came to him another world, with whicli he had even less to 
do than with thotfo planers over his bead, whose mysterioua 
movemcTits, and symbolisms, and induencea Hypatia's lec- 
turefl on astronomy were just opening before hiabewildered 
imagination. 

Hypatia watched all this with growing self-aatialactioti, 
and fed herself with the dream that through Philammon she 
might see her "wildest hopes reolhsed. After the manner of 
women, ahe crowned him; in her own imagination, "with alt 
powers and excellences which she would have wished him 
to possess, os well as with those which he actually mani¬ 
fested, till Philammon would have been aa much astoniehed 
aa self-glorified could he have seen tlic idealised carioatura 



TITE ROCKg OF THE 


^9 

of hitnBelf which the Bweet enthnaioBt had painted for her 
private enjoyment. They were bliaeful months those to 
poor Hypatia* Orestes, for flome reason or other^ had neg¬ 
lected to urge his snit^ and the Iphigenia-saurifice had re^ 
tired mercifully into the buckgrouud* Perhaps she should 
he able now to accomplish all without it* And yet—it was 
so long to wait ! Yeai^ might j>a 0 s before Pljllainiiion''a 
education was matured, aud with them golden oppoituui' 
ties which might never recur again* 

she sighed at times, ^'that Julian htwl livetLfl 
generation later ! That I could have brought all my hard- 
earned treasures t^i the feet of the *Poet of the Bun, and 
cried, 'Take mo!—Horn, warrior, siati^sman* sage, priest 
of the filod of Liglit! 1'ake thy slave ! Command her— 
send her—to martyrdom, if tliou wilt!' A pretty price 
would tliat have been wherewith to buy the honor of being 
the meaiiCAt of thy aj^obtlcs, tJie fellow-lahfjrcr of lanibli’ 
chus, Maximus* Tjibanitis, and the choir of sages who up* 
held tha throne of the last true Camr I ” 
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CKAPTER XV. 
jf EPinc rx)cfoocuai A. 

HtpAtTia had always abided care^fally diicnssiDg with 
Pbilammon auy of those points on which she diSored from 
hia former faith. She was content to let the diyino light 
of philosophy penetrate by ita own power, and educe ita 
own conclusions. Hut one day, at the very time at which 
this history re-opena, she was tcTiiptofl to apeak more openly 
to her pupil tlian sho yet had done, Jler father had intro- 
fluccil him, a few daya before, to a new work of hers on 
Matliematies; ai\d the delighted and adoring look with 
whicli tliQ boy wolcomtd lier, as he nuit her in the Muaoum 
(liLTfieus, pardoELubly tempted her eurif^sity to inquire what 
miracles lier osvn wisdom might have already worked, *She 
stopped in her walk, and motioned lier father to begin a 
conrersatinn with Phihimmon. 

*^Well!” asked tlieold ina]], wiih an cneouragingaiiiilo, 
^^aud ]iow does 4ur iniiiii like his new-*' 

" Yon moan, my conic sections, father ? ^It ia hardly fair 
to expwst an unbiassed iiuiiwer in my preHcnco.” 

Why Bo ? Hiiid Philanimoiu Why ahould T not tell 
yon, aa well as all the world, tlic fresh and wonderful field 
of thought which they hare opened to me In a few short 
hours ? " 

AVhat then ?” askod Hypatia, smiling, aa if she knew 
what the answer would be. In what does my commen¬ 
tary differ from the original text of Apollonma, on which 1 
have so faithfully based it ?" 

'' Oh, as much as a'Hving body differs from & dead one. 
Instead of mere dry disquisitions on tlie proportioi of linea 
ajiif^ curves, 1 found amine of poetry and theology. Hveij 
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dull mathematical formula aoomed. traobfiguredj aa if by a 
miraclej into the symbol of some deep and noblu principle 
of the unseen world," 

** And do joit think that he of Perga did not see as much ? 
or that we can pretend to surpass, in depth of ingight, the 
sages of the older world ? Be sure that they, like the poeta^ 
meant only spiritual tilings, even when they seem to talk 
* only of physical ones, and concealed heaven under an 
earthly garbj only to hide it from the eyoa of the profane ; 
while we, in those degonerato days, must interpi/it and 
display each detail to the dull ejy*s of men." ^ 

“ Do you think, iny young friend," askal I'Jieon, that 
mathematics can be yalual^bj to the philosoplicr othorwiao 
than as vehicles of Bpiritual truili I Are wo to study 
nunibera merely thait wo may be able to kt^p accounts; 
or as Pythagoriis did, in onlcr b> dodiico from their 
laws the ideas by winch tho universe, man, Jliviniljr itself, 
consists ?" 

''That sotjms to mo cerhiiidy to bo tlio nobler pur¬ 
pose*" 

“ Or conic sections, that we inuy know better how to con¬ 
struct machinery; or rather to devise from tficm symbols 
of tho relations of Deity to its various emauations 

“You use your dialectic like fSfjcratca Jiimsolf, my fa¬ 
ther," said 1 [y]iatiu* 

“ tf I do, it is only for a temporary pu*poao. I ^lould 
be sorry to accustom Philammon to supiHwae that the ca^ 
Bonco of philosophy was to be found in those minuto invea- 
tigatioiis of worrls and analysoi of notions, which seem to 
constitute Plato's chief |>owct in the oyoa of those who, 
like the Christian sophiat Augustine, worship his letter 
while they neglect his spirit; not seeing that those dia¬ 
logues, which they fancy the shrine itself, are but vestU 
buloa-" 

Say rather, Tcils, father." 

** Vefla, indeed, which wens intonded to baffle the rude 
gaze of tho carnal-mindod but still vestibules, through 
winch the enlightened soul might be led up to tho inner 
sanctuary, to the llesperid gardens and golden fruit'of tlie 
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TimseuB and the oraelf^. . . . And for myself, were but 
those two hooka left^ I care not whetlicr erety other writing 
in the world perished to*morrow," * 

** You must except Komor, father," 

** Yea^ for the herd. . . , But of what would he be 
to tlicm withput aomo apiritual nommentory ? ” 

'' ITo would tell them as little, perhaps, as the circle tella 
to tho carpenter who draws one with hia eompassee." 

And what is tho meaning of the circle ? " asked Fhil- 
ammon, 

“ It may have infinite moaniiigB, like every other natural 
phonomenon ; and deeper meanings in proportion to the 
exaltation of tho soul which beholds it, But^ consider, b 
it not, AS ti^o one perfect fignre, tlio very symbol of the 
totality of the Hpirltual world ; which, like it, is indivbihle, 
except at its circumfoTence, whoro it ia limitcil hy the dead 
gross phenomeuaof acnauoua matter I and even as the circle 
takes its origin from one centre^ itself unBeen,“-a point, as 
Euclid dcfijiee it, whereof neither parts nor magnitude can 
bo predicated,’-does not the worhl of spirits revolve round 
one abysmal being, unseen and tindefinablo—in itself, as I 
have so often preached, nothing, for it is conceivable only 
hy tho negation of all properties, even of those of reason, 
virtue, force ; and yet, like tlio centre of the circle, tho 
cause of all other cxiakTuces 

“I said^Philammon; for the moment, cwtainly, 

the said abysmal Deity struck him as a somewhat chill and 
baricn notion , * . Imt that might T>o caused only hy the 
dnlness of hb own spiritual pcrcreptions. At all events, if 
it was a logical conclusion, it must bo right. 

" Let that bo enough for the jire&ent. Hereafter you 
may be—I fancy that I know you well enough to prophesy 
that you will be—able to recognize in the equilateral trian¬ 
gle inscribed within the circle, and touching it only witli 
its attglcB, tho three anpra-sensual principles of existence, 
which are contained in Deity as it manifests itself in the 
physic^ uni verso, cornoiding with its utmost limits, and 

(llilf utotmdluig ipeet^ JiuiiullT sttrOniLtwl to rtaeJaa, Hjpktla^ * 

■uocttiior. 
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yetj like itj dependent on that utvseeu central. One which 
none daro name." 

Ah I" said poor Philammonj blushing scarlet at the 
sense of hia own dalitcsa, I am^ indeed^ not worthy to 
have such wisdom wsated upon my imperfect apprehension. 
, , p But> if 1 may daro to ask . . . docs not ApoHqnius 
regard the circle, like all other ourves, as not depending 
primarily on ita own centre for tts oxistenco, but as gen¬ 
erated by the section of any cone by a plane at right angles 
to its axis ? " 

But must wc not draw* or at least conceive a cifclo, in 
order to produce that cone Y And is not the axts'^of that 
cone determined by the centre of that cinjle 

Philatntnon stood rebuked. 

“ Do not be ashamed; you have only, unwittingly, laid 
open another, and pcrhniwi, an tioep a symbtd* ('an you 
guesa what it is 

Phil amnion puzzled in vain. 

“ Does it not show you tliis ? Tliat, as every conceivable 
right section of the cone diaejoses the ciiidc, so in all which 
is iur and symmetric you will disi*ovcr Deity, if you but 
analyse it in a right and synnmdric dire^dion 

Beautiful 1 ” said Pluhunnton, while tlJc ohl man 
added— 

And does It not show ue, too, liow the one jjerfect and 
onginal pliilosopliy iriay l>c ^liHc^^vcrell in jill groat writers, 
if we have’ bnt that scientific knowledge, wliich will’enable 
ua to extract it 

^^True, iny father: but Just now, I wish Philammon, 
by Buch thdughtfl m I liave Buggeated, to rise to that higher 
and more spiritual ineight into nature, which reveals her to 
ua as instinct thronghoiit—all fair and noble forms of her 
at least—with Deity itself ; to make him feel tliat it is not 
enough to say, with tlie Christians, that has made tho 
world^ if we make that very assertion an excuse for believ¬ 
ing that Hia presence hna been ever since withdrawn from 
it" 

Christians, I think, w&uld hardly say that," said Fhi- 
UmmaiL 
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in worda. But, in fact, they regard Deity aa the 
maker of a dead machino, which, (nieo made, will move of 
itself thenceforth, aivl repudiate oa horotice every phileao- 
phic thinker, whether Grnostio or Platouist, wlio, nnaat- 
iahod with bo dead, harroii, and sordifl a conception of the 
glorious all, wiahes to honor tho Deity by acknowledging 
Ilia univor&al prcBencc, and to believe, honestly, tho asHcr- 
tiou of tholr own Scriptures, that He lives and moves, and 
h;u 9 Ilis being in the iiJiiversc.^^ 

Philamnion gently suggested tliat the paBsago in question 
wofl worded somewluit (liiEorefitly in the Scriptnre* 

“ True, Hut if the otio*bo true, its converse will be true 
also* If the uni verso lives and moves, anti lias its being in 
Him, must Jle not riccesajirily pervade all things P" 

“Why ?—Forgive my dulnt^s, and explain/' 

“HcoaiiHC, if He did not perviide all things, those things 
wbieh He did not pervade would he as it were interstieeain 
His being, and in so far, without Him/' 

“True, but still they would bo within Ills ciroumfer- 
once/' 

“ Well argued. Bat jet they would not live in Him, 
hiit fn theniHclves. To live in Him they must he perviided 
by Ilis life. Do yon think itpossible™^loyou think it even 
reverent to aftiriii that tJjcro can lK^ anything within tho 
inlinito glory id Deity which lias the power of excluding 
from the space twhich it oeeupit's tliat very being from 
wliiel/it draws its wortli, and which must have originally 
pervaded that thing, in mder to bestow on it its organijsa- 
tion and ita life ? Does He retire afttsr creating, from the 
Bpac;es which He (wjciipicd during creation, redueod to the 
l)a«e ncoc^ity of making room for Ilia own univerae, and 
endure the suffering—for the analogy of all material nature 
tells iia that it is sufforiTig—of a foreign body, like a thorn 
within the flotih, Bubaisting within Ilis own subs tan eo ? 
Rather helLovo that His wisdom and splendor, like a aubtle 
and piercing fire, insinuatos itself ctenially with rcsiatlesa 
force throngh every opganiKcd atom, and that were it with¬ 
drawn but for an instiant from the petal of the loeanest 
flower, gross matter, and the dead chaos from which it 
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WBB formed^ would be all whiuJi woiJd remain of iU loveli- 

nosBi . . . 

—she went on, after the method of her Hchool^ 
who preferrocl, like most decaying onca, htiraugiu^s to dia- 
lecticj uiid. Hynthouis to induction. . . > *^Luok at yon 
lotus-flower, rising like Aplirmlite from* the wave in which 
It IiBS slept throughout the niglH, and saluting, with bend¬ 
ing swan-iicck, that sun which it will follow [oviiigly around 
the sky, Ts tliero no more there than hriittj matter, pipes 
and fibres, color and shape, amt tlio rneatiinglesg life-in- 
<lcath wliich men call vcgtJtaLmji ? N^ftose old Kgyptian 
priests knew better, who rjmld see in the tmmfu’fr and the 
form of those ivory pohds and golden wUmiiia, in tlial 
mysterioiiB daily birth out of tlie wave, in that nightly 
baptism, from which it rises each morning nr-horu to a 
new life, tlic signs of soniu divine idea, boitio niystcri- 
0118 law, common to the flowur iUelf, to the wliitu-rohed 
pricutess who hold it i?! tlui temple Htos, and to the goddess 
to whom Uicy both were consecrated. . , . Tfic flower of 
Isis! « . . All!—^wclb Nature hna her Rail symbols, as 
well as her fair ones. Aiu3 in proportion as ii misguided 
nation luta forgotten tbo worship of lior to whom they 
owed their greatness, for uovel iiud barbaric su])ei'hLitioiw, 
BO has her sac roil flower gi^own rarer and nn>E'c I'are, till 
now—fit emblem of the worshi]> over which ii used to shed 
its perfume—it Is only to be found iiitgiirdeus sucli as 
these—a curiosity to tho vulgar, and, to such !ls mo, 
a lingering momimont of wisdom and of glory past 
awav,’' 

Pidlaniinon, it may bo soon, was far atlvanced by tbia 
timo ; for ho bore the allusions to Isis without tlio slight¬ 
est shudder, Jlay—’ho dared even to oifer couBolatioa to 
tho beautiful mourner. 

The philosoidicr,^^ ho said, will liardly lament the loss 
of a mere outwaril idolatry. For if, oa you seem to think, 
kheiv wore a root of spiritual truth in tlio symboliam of 
nature, that cannot die. And thnst tho lotus-flower must 
Btill retain its meaning, us long as its aDCcica exista on 
earth,” 
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** Idolatry !" answered shoj with a smile. My pupil 
must not repeat to mo that woTu>^ut Christian calumnyi 
Into whatsoever low superstitious the pious vulgar may 
have fallen, it is the Christians now, and not the heatheue, 
who are idolaters. They wlio ascribe miraeulous power to 
dead men's bones, who make temples of charnel-houses, 
and bow before the images of the meanest of mankind, 
have surely no right to accuse of idolatry the Greek or the 
Egyptian, who embodies in a form of aymbolio beauty 
ideas beyond tiie reach of words I 

Idolatry ? Do I worship tlic Pharos when I gaze at it, 
as I do for hours, with loving awe, aa the token to me of 
the all-cmi(^tiering might of Hellas ? Do I worship the 
roil on which Homer's words are written, when I welcome 
with delight the celestial truths which it unfolds to me, 
and even prize and loro the material book for the sake of 
tlie message which it brings ? Do you fancy that any hut 
the vulgar worship the image itself, or dream that it can 
help OT hear ihem ? Docs the lover njinlake his mistross'fl 
pieturo for the living, speaking reality ? Wo worship the 
idea of which the inutgo is a synilioL Will you blame ua 
because we use that symbol to represent the idea to our 
own affections and omoLiouB instead of leaving it a barren 
notion, a vague imagination of our own intellect ?" 

“ Then,” asked Philamruon, with faltering voice, yet 
unable to reatraiu his curiosity, ** then you do revereuoo 
the heitthen gods ? ” 

Why Hypatia should have felt this question a sore one, 
puzzled Pliilamuion ; but sho evidently did feel it as auch, 
for she answered haughtily enough— 

** If Cyril had askcrl me that question, 1 should have 
disdained to answer. To yon I will tell, that before I can 
answer your question you must learn what those whom 
you cA heathen goda are. The vulgar, or rather those 
who hnd it their iuterost to calutnniato the vulgar for the 
sake of confounding philoaoplicm with them, may fancy 
them mere human be mgs, Bub|cct like man to the suf- 
" feriugs of pain and love, to the limiiatxonB of personality. 
We, OB the other hwd, have been taught by the prits* 
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©vfll philoaoplim of (Tfoece^ by the pricsta of ancient Egypt, 
and the sages of Babyloiij to recogniao in them the nniver- 
aal powers of nuti^ro, those child ren of the all-qnickenttig 
Bpirit, which are but various emanatiouti of tlie cue prim¬ 
eval unity—say rather, various phasoapf that unity, as it 
has boon variously coiiceivinl, neeoryliiig to tlie difTerences 
of climate and race, by the wise of different natiouB. And 
thus, in our eyes, lie wlio rcvcrcjjccs the many, worshipB 
by that very act, with the highest arid fullest adoration, 
the one of whose perfection they are tlic partial antitypes j 
perfect each in Lhetjj solves, but^euch tlio uuago of .only one 
of its perfections.'^ 

Why, then/' Baid Philainmon, nmeh relieved by tliia 
explanation, do yon so disliko ChriBiianity ? may it not 

bo one of the many methods-" 

'' Because,” she atiswm^d, iutorruptiiig liini impatiently, 
'^because it denies itsidf to be ono of those many jnctliods, 
and etukes its exisUmee on the doiiuti ; berauae it arrogates 
to itself the exclusive revelation of the lUvinc, and eannot 
see, in its self-conccit, iliut i(s own doctrines disprove that 
agauiiLption by tlieir similiirity to tlmso of all ereedw. There 
is not a dogma of the (laliloans which may not be found, 
under some form or other, in tionie of thr>se wry religtona 
from which it pretends to disfhiin Imrrowing*” 

Except,” siiid Thcoii, *^its exaltation of all which is 
human and low-born, illiterate, and lev ell Wig,” 

Except llmt—— But look ! bora eoities Romo one 
whom I cannot—do not choose to meet* Turn this way— 
quick I” 

And llypatia, turning polo ns death, drew her father 
with nnphilosophic huate down a sidewalk. 

Tes,” she went on to herself, as soon as she hail recov¬ 
ered her equanimity, ‘'Were this Galilean superatition 
content'to take its place humbly among the other 'reli- 
giouoB licitas'' of the empire, one might tolerate it well 
enough, aa an anthropomorphic adumbration of divino 
things flitted for the base and toiling heni; porhaps pecul¬ 
iarly fitted, because pccufiarly fiattcring to them# But 
now—*” 
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'' There m Miriiun again,”sai<l Philammon^ right befora 
MB ! ” 

“Miriam ?” asked Hypatia severely, Yon know her, 
then ? How is that ? ” 

“She iodgoB at hludsemoji’^a housc^ as 1 do^” answered 
Philamnion frankly, “Not that I ever interchanged, or 
wifili to interohaiigo, a word with so haso a creature." 

“Do not 1 I charge you !” said Hypatia, almost im- 
jdoringly. Hut there was now no way of avoiding her, 
and perforce Hypatia and her tormentrees mot face to 
face. 

“One'word! one niomehtj beautiful lady," began the 
old woman, with a ehwish obeisance. “Nay, do not push 
by so cruel ly, I Imvc—see what T have for you I" and she 
licld out, witli a mysterious air, The Rainbow of Solo¬ 
mon," 

Ah ! I knew you would stfjp a moment—not for the 
ring's BJtke, of course, nor even for the sake of one whe 
onco offered it to you,—Ali 1 and where is he now ? Doail 
of love, perhaps ! At least, hero is his last token to tho 
fairest one, tltc criiul one. . , , Well, perhaxm she is right. 

* * . To be an cinpross—an emjn'esa ! , , . Par finer tlian 
anything tho poor ifew (X^uld have offerc<h , , . But stilh 
, , , An empress need not be above hwiring her subject's 
petition. , , 

All this ulcered rajudly, luul in a whcOflling under¬ 
tone, with a continual snaky writliing of her wholh body, 
except her oyo, wliifh scci^ed, hi the intense fisity of its 
glare, to nU as a fulcrum far ail lier liuihs ; and from that 
eye, long os it kept its mysterioiiH hold, there was no 

eecapiTig. 

“ What do yon mean? What have I to do with this 
ring ?” asked Hypatia, half frightened, 

“ ife who owned it once, offers it to you now. You 
recollect a little black agate—a paltry thing, . . , If you 
have not thrown it away, as yon most likely have, he wishee 
to redeem it with this ppol ... a gem surely more for 
anch a hand us that," 

** He gave me tho agate, and I shall keep it." 
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But this opal—worthj oh worth ton thousand gold 
piocos—in exchange for that ])alt;ry broken thing not worth 
oue?^ 

1 am not a dealer, like you, and have not yet learnt to 
value things by their money price. If j^hat agate had been 
worth money, I would never have accepted it*" 

''Take the ring, take it, my darling," whispered Theon 
impatiently j "it will pay all our debts*" 

" Ah, that it will—pay fcliom all," unawerod tlie old wo¬ 
man, who seemed to have mysteriously oYerheard him, 

“ What I—my father I Woi^Jd you, too, ooun^l me to 
be BO mercenary ? My good woman," she went on, turn¬ 
ing to Miriam, "I cannot oxpont you to irndoratatid the 
reufion of my refuKal, You iind I have a diHercnt stttndanl 
of worth. But for the sake of tlic talisniau engraven on 
that agate, if for no other miaon» I cjinnot give it up." 

" Ah ! for the sake of the talisman ! Tluit is wis<\ now I 
That is noble 1 Like a plitlosoplier ! Oh, ] will not say a 
wonl more. Let the l»ttuitiful }>rophcteS3 keep the agate, 
and take the opal tito ; for htoo* tluTC \\i a charm on it also ! 
'rhe name by which Kolomon compelled Uk' demotiri to do 
hk bidding* Tj<Jok I Wliat might you not now, if you 
kTiftw how to use that! 'fo have gnsit, glorir>iifl angola, 
with six wings eiw^h, bowing at yonr feet whensoever yon 
called them* and Haying, ' Hero am J, mistresa ; send mo.’ 
Only Icmk at it I" f ^ 

Hypatia took the temptiug hail* a^rd e\aniinefl it with 
more curio&ity than she would Julvc wkbed to coufeas; 
while the old woman went on— 

“ But the wise lady knows how to ukc the bljml^agatc, of 
course ? Abon-Kzra told her that, diii he not f " 

Hypatia bhiahed Bomewhut j she Wii» ashamed to confcHS 
that Aboii'EjsTa hod not rcvt^aled the secret to her, prob¬ 
ably not believing that tliero was any, and that the talis¬ 
man had lieen to her only a curioua plaything, of which 
ahe liked to believe one day that it might possibly have 
some occult virtue, and the next day to laugh at the notion 
as unphilosophinal and barbaric; so slio answered, rather 
aeverely, that lier flecrcta were her own property. 
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** Ah^ them T she knows it all—the fortamate Udy I And 
the talieman has told her whether Heraolian hua lost or 
won Borne by this time^ and whether she is to be the 
mother of a new dynasty of Ptolemies, or to die a virgin, 
which the Pour Angels avert I And surely she has had 
the great dEemen come to her already, when alie mbbed the 
flat side, has she not ? " 

''Go, foolish woman! I am not like yon, the dupe of 
childish superstitions." 

" Childish superstitions 1 Ha ! ha 1 ha 1" said the old 
woman, as she turned to go, with obeisances more lowly 
than ever. "And she has not seen tlio AugiJs yet I . ^ . 
Ah well t perhaps sonic day, when sho wants to know how 
toaso the tolieman, the beautiful lady will condescend to 
let tlie poor old Jewess show her the way, ” 

And Miriam disappeared down an alJey, and plunged 
into the thickest shruljberuis, while the three dreamers 
went on their way. 

Little thought lEypatia that the moment the old woman 
had found herself alone, she had dashed herself down on 
tlic turf, rolling and biting at the leaves like an infuriated 
wild beast. ..." I 'will have it yet 1 I will have it if 1 
tear out her heart with it 1** 



CHAPTER XVI • 

YKNUa AlfD PALLAS. 

As Hypatia was piiaaing across to her Jocitu re-room that 
afternoon, ahe stopped midway by a procession of 
fiomo twenty Goths and da niseis hearied by PelagiH horaolf, 
in all her glory of jewels, sUawh, ami snow-white mule ; 
while by hor side rtrtie the Arnab his lojig legs, like those 
of Oang-llolf the Norseman, all hut touching the ground^ 
aa he creshed down with his weight a del if-ate little barb, 
the best finhatitute to be found iti Alo^xafuiria for the huge 
black chargers of his tiativo land. 

On tliey came, followed by a wondering and admiring 
mob, straight to the door of tlie Afuscum, and stopping 
began to dismount, while their slaves took cliarge of the 
mnloB and horflee. 

There was no eecape for Hypatia ; prido forbade her to 
follow her own maidenly instinct, mid to recoil among the 
crowd behind her ; and in another moment the Anial had 
lifted Pelagia from !ier mule, and the rivul beauties of 
Alexandria stood, for the iirst time in tlJbir lives, fcoe to 
facOp 

*'May Athene befriend yon this day, Ifypatm!" eaid 
Peh^^ia, with her swcioteat Hniile. ** I have brmiglit my 
guards to hear somewhat of your wisdom, this nitemoon, 

I am aiixiouB to know whether you can teach them any¬ 
thing more worth listening to than tho foolish little eongs 
which Aphrodite taught mo, when she raised me from the 
flea-foam, as she rose herself, and named me Pelagia." 

Hypatia drew herself up to her stateliest height, and 
returned no answer. 

*'I think my bodyguard* wall wolf bear companson with 
Touia* At least they are the princes and descendants of 
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deiLiefl- So it is but fitting IhEit they should enter belore- 
your pTOviuciale. Will yon shoMr thein the way 

No.anawor* 

** Then I muet do it myauU. Come^ Anial I and she 
swept up the stcpa^ followed by the Goths, who put the 
Aloxandriaxis aside right and left, as if they had heen chil¬ 
dren, 

“ Ah ! treaehorous wanton that you arc !" cried a young 
mau^s voice out of the murmuring crowd* ** After having 
pliuiderod ub of every coin out of which you could dupe 
usj here you are uquundering our patrimonies on bar¬ 
barians ! ” 

**Oiv 0 ua back our prosents, Pelagia,'' cried another, 
“ and ymi are welcome to your herd of wild hulls I" 

“ And I will I" cried sho, etopping Buildenly ; and 
clutching at her dial ns and hra^sclcts, sho wiia on the point 
of divsliing them among tlio astoniehed crowd— 

*^Tliei*e ! take your gifiw ! Pelagia and her girls scorn 
to be debtors to hoys, while they arc worshipped by men 
like these ! ” 

But tlio Amal, who, luckily for the students, had not 
understood a word of this conversation, seized her arm, 
asking if slio were mad* 

“Mu, no!” iiaiitfd alic, inarticulate nitli paasion. 

Give mo gold—every coin you have* Tlicae wretches 
are twitting me what they gave me before—More— 
oh Amal, you understand mo ? ” And she clung implor¬ 
ingly to his arm* 

Oh ! lloroos I each of you throw his purse among 
these fohbws! they say that wo and our ladies are living 
on their spoils! ” And he tossed his pnrse among the 
crowd. 

In an instant every Goth had followed his eicample: 
more than one following it up by dashing a bracelet or 
necklace into the face of some hapless philosophaster* 

I have no lady, my young friends,"' said old Wulf, in 
good enough Greek, *^and owp you nothing: so I shall 
keep my money, as you might have kept yours; and as 
you might, too, old Smid, if you had been as wise as L" 
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" Pon^t lie stingy. Prince, fnr the honor of the Qotha," 
said Sin id, laughtiig. 

“If I take in gold I pay in iron,” answered Wulf, draw- 
3 ng half out ol its sheath the huge broad blade, at the 
oiniuouB brown etaina of whiah the «tndcntry recoiled; 
and the whole party swept into the einjity lectnroToom, 
and seated themseWes at their case in the front ranks. 

Poor Hypatia I At first slie dotcrinined not to loctiire 
—tlioii to send for Creates—tlioii to call on lier studonU 
to defend the aanetity of thi» MuBOLim ; hut pride, ma well 
as prudence, iwlvised her hett^ir; to retreat would be to 
eonfess herself eorir^uerod—to tliagraco philosophy—to low 
her hold on the minds of all wnverors. No ! she would go 
on and brave everything, insults, ovon violonco; and with 
tremhling limbs and a pule check, she moimtcdtiic tribune 
and began* 

To lior surprise and delight, liuwever, her barharian 
auditors were yiurfcrtly well behaved. I^olugia, in childish 
goo<l humor at her tniiui]>li, and perhaps, too, detcrminc^l 
to show her contempt for her iMlversary by giving lier every 
chance, enforced silence and attention, and elieekcd the 
tittering of tlie girls, for a full lmlf*liour. Hut at the end 
of that time the heavy breathing of the slitintHjring Amah 
who had been twice awoke by her* I'tsaoondcil uiicln^ckwl 
through the lectiire-rt>om, anil deepeneil into a snore j for 
Felagiajiersclf wild ad fudt fidleep as ho. Ihit now iyiothcr 
censor'took upon himself tlic ofllce of keepings onler. Old 
Wulf, from tlio inonieut ITy[)atJa ha<l begun, hud never 
taken his eyes off her face ; mid agiiin and the 

maiden's weak heart hud been cheered, os she saw flio smile 
of stunly intelligence and honest satisfuctioii which twin¬ 
kled over that acarreil and bristly visage ; while every now 
and then the gray heard wagged approval, until she found 
herself, long before the cud of the oration, atldrcasing her¬ 
self straight to her new admirer. 

At lost it waa over, and the students heliind, who had 
aat meekly through it all^ without* the sliglitcat wish to 
“ upset” the intruderB, who had so thoroughly upset them, 
rose buTTiedlyj glad enough to get safe out of so dangerous 
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a neigliborhood. But to their Bstonishmont^ aa welt ae to 
that of HypatiUj old Wutf rose almf and Btnmbling along 
to the foot of the tribune^ pulled out his puraej and laid it 
at Hyputia^B feet. 

^‘What ifl this?" asked sboj liaJf terrified at the ap¬ 
proach of a figure more rugged and barbaric than she had 
eror beheld before. 

My fee for what I have heard to-day. You are a right 
noblo maiden, and may Yrcya send you a husband worthy 
of yon, and make you the mother of kings I" 

And Wulf retired with h’s party, 

Openhoniiige to her rival, l>eforo lier very fhoe 1 Pela^La 
felt quite inclined to hate old Wulf, 

But at least he was the only traitor. The rest of the 
Gotha agreed uiianimoualy that Hypatia was a very foolish 
person, who wris wJisting her youth and beauty in tidkiug to 
doukey-riden?; and Pelagia i^emounU'd her mule, and the 
Goths their liorscBt i(ir a triumphal profession Immeward, 
And 3 et her heart was sad, even in her triiTin]>h, Kight 
and wrong wore ideas as unknown to lior as they were to 
hundreds of thousandtt in her day. As far oa her own eon- 
BcioustiesB was poucorner], she was us destitute of a soul ue 
the mule on which she r-xle. Gifted by nature with bound- 
IcBd frolic and good-hnuior, wit and cunning, her Greek 
taste’ for the phyaitjully beautiful and graceful developed 
by long until aho Jnwl become, without a rival, 

the moat perfect ]>anitoinimo, dancer, and musician who 
catere<l h'tr the liixurfoustfiatcs of tlie Alexandrian theairea, 
she had li''cd sitico her ohihlhood only for enjoyment and 
vanity, iTiid wished for nothing more. But her new af¬ 
fection, or rather worship, for the huge manhood of hei' 
Gothic lover had awoke in her a new object—to keep bini 
—to live for him—^to follow him to the ends of the earth, 
even if he tired of her, ill-used her, despised her. And 
slowly, day by day, WuIPb sueers had awakened in her a 
dread that perhaps the Amal might deapiae her. * . . 
Why, she could not ^ess : but what sort of women were 
those Alrunas, of whom Wulf sung, of whom even the 
AioaI and hie men epoke with reverence, as aomethiiig 
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nobler^ not only tLan iier^ but even than themselveaP 
And what waa it whioh Wnlf had reuogni^ed in Hypatia 
which had bowed the stem and coarae uld warnoT b^ore 
her in that public homago ? « . » It was not difficult to 
say whflrt^ * , , But why should that make Ilypidk or any 
one oIbo ~ attractive ? . . . Ami the poor little child of 
nature gazed in deep bewildunnoni at a crowd of new 
* questions, aa a butteilly might at the pages of the hook 
on which it has Boltled, and was sad and disroiitcnte<l— 
not with herself, for wjia aho not Pelagia the perfect 
but with these strange faucit^ whicih came into other peo¬ 
ple's heads, ^—Why should not every one be asliappy aa they 
could ? And wlm know Imttor than sbe how to be happy, 
and to make otliers liappy ? , , , 

"Look at that old monk ehuiding oji the [lavement, 
Amalric ! Why does ho ataj'e ho a1* luo ? Tell him to go 
away.” 

The person at whom bIio pointed, a delifsate-featured old 
man, with a vcnei'uble white beard« Heeniod to hear her ; 
for ha turned with a sadden starts and tlroii, to Pelagians 
astonishment, put hfs haodn before his face, and burst 
convulsively into tears. 

"What does he mean hy behaving in that way ? Bring 
liiui. here to me this niDniorTt! 1 will know cried ebe, 
petulantly catching at the new objecsi, in ordiT to escape 
from her own thonglds. • 

In a ihoment a floth had led up the weopor, who*came 
without demur to tlie side of l^clagia^s iiinle. 

" Why were you so nido as to burst out dJ^iug in my 
face ?” asked she petulantly. \ 

The old man looked up sadly and tenderly, and an¬ 
swered in a low voice, meant only for lier ear— 

" And how can I help weejnng, when I see anytliing as 
beautiful as you are dostiued to t)io dames of hell for 
ever ? ” 

‘‘^The flames of liell ?” said Pelagia, with a shudder. 

** What for ? ” » 

" Ho you not know ? ” aaked the old man, with a look of 
Bad aurprise. Have you forgotten what you are ?” 

is; 
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'' I ? I never hnrt a ily I" 

“Why do you look bo terrified, my darling? What 
have you been saying to her, you old villain ? '' and the 
Amal raised his whip. 

** Oh I do not strike him. Come, como to-morrowj and 
toll me what yoo mean.” 

Jiio, wc will have no monks within our doors, frighton- 
ing silly women. Off, sirrah ! and thank the hwly that you 
have eseaped with a whole skin." And the Airial eanght 
the hridlo of T'clagia's mule, and pualic<l forwartl, leaving 
the old mini gating sadly after thoirj. 

liut Iho beautiful HiTinbr was evidently not the object 
whiehhad brought the old tTionk cjf the desert into a neigh¬ 
bor! lood so strange and iingcnial to his liabits; for, recover¬ 
ing himself in a few inonieiitB, lie hiirricd on to the door of 
the iM II sc Tim, and there planted hiTiisclf, scanning earnestly 
the fsees of the imsHers-out, and meeting, of course, with 
his due share of Htinleiit ribaldry. 

Well, old eat, and what mouse arc you on the watch 
for, at the hole’s moulli here 

‘"Just come inside^ and see wheUier the mice will not 
singe your whiskers for ytui. ...” 

" Here is my mouse, gentlemen." amvverod the old monk, 
with a bow and a smile, aa lie bid his Imnd on Philainmon'^B 
arm, and pruBented to !iis natfuiiahed eyes the delicate feat¬ 
ures and high n'tTriitiiig loreliciul of Arseiiiua, 

“ Afy fatlier," i^j'iod tlie boy, in the first impulso of affec- 
titunite rcajogrition ; atuf then—ho Inid expected some such 
meeting all 'dong, hut now that it wm come at last, ho turned 
pale iis,;’cath. The studenta saw hb emotion. 

“ Hands off, old TTeautontiiuoroiimeiios 1 lie holongs to 
our guild now 1 Alouka liavc no more Inimncss with sons 
than with wives. Shall wo hnstlo him for you, Philam- 
mon 

“ Take care bow yon show off, gontlomen : the Cloths 
are not yet out of hearing 1 ” answered Philammon, who 
was learning fast hoTT to give a smart answer; and then, 
fearing the temper of tho yoliiig dandierf, and shrinking 
from tho notion of any insult to one so roverond and so 
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beloved as AraoniuBj ha di'uw ilteold man ^antly K.\\iiy, an<! 
walked up iho etreat with him in Hilenoot droiidiiig what 
wus com 111 g. 

Ajjd are tlicso your friatids 

Hcavon forhiil! ^ have nothing iii eoiiimon with Buch 

Aiiittuila hut ilesh mid bloody and a Beat ui thu looturo- 
roDin 

Of the heathen woman ?” 

Philammonj after tUo ftuihion of yonng men hi feur, 
rushed despemlolY into the subjoat himseif, just beejiuBc ho 
dreiMlcd ArKcnins'u oiiLerhig on it quietly. 

Yce, of the bcfitben woimin. Of course you have Been 
Cyril beforo you came hither ?” 

'' I have, and -” 

“And/' wont on Pliiluinnion, Jntorrupting him, “you 
Imvc been told every lie which pr«rlojic<\ stupidity, and 
I'xsvengo can invent. Tliut \ have tnuiiplvd tm tlie aroi 5 B— 
wierificod to all the deities in the punlherni—find pndjtibly'' 
—(and lie blushed (WJiirlet)—tliat that jiuri^i^t uiul hcdicst 
of beingK—who, if kIio were not what people call u piigim, 
would bo, and deserves to bts, worshi[qit!!l ns the qut^oii of 
saints—that she—and T-” aiul ho sttqqiofh 

“ Jliirve I said that I believed what 1 may have heitrd 

Xo— aud thcrernw*, fis they are all sttuplo and sheiT 
falsehoods, there is no juore to lie Bftid on the Buhjcct. Not 
that I slnill not bo delightiul to auswur iviy questions of 
yours, mydeiirt^st father-'' * 

“iTavu I askeil any, my ehiid ?" 

“No, Howe may as well olumgo tljo sub^sqt for Iho 
pj^jsciit,”—and he begam overwlieliniug the old Diin wdtli 
inquiries about himself, I'atuho, and each and all of ihu 
inliabitantfl of the Jjaura : to wbieli ArsenI ub, to the boy's 
iidmito relief, answared coni [ally and minutely, and even 
vouchsafed a smilo at some jmt of Phihuninoifs on t]>e con¬ 
trast between the monks of Nitria and those of Scetis, 

m 

Arseniue w*tB too wise net to see well onongh wlmt all 
this flippancy meant i and too wise, also, not to know that 
Phitammen's version was probably quite as near the truth 
os Peter's and Cyrirs; but for reasons of his own, moroly 
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replied by an oifectionate look^ and a compliment to Fhi- 
1ammotifs growth* 

** And yoi you ecom thin and polo, my boy-^ 

“ Stady/' said PhilammoTij study* One cannot bum 
the midnight oil Y^thont paying some penalty for it* . . * 
However, T am richly repaid already; 1 shall be more so 
hereafter*” 

Let iia liopo so. But who are those Ooths whom I 
passed in tho Htrects just now 

Ah I my fathorj” said Pliilammon, glad in his heart 
of any ctxcusG to turn tlio (^oiivLTMtion, and yet half uneasy 
anti fluapicious at Arsonius's evident doterruinatioii to avoid 
tho very ohjeet of his viBit, Jt must have been you, then, 
whom I saw stop anti spealc to Pclugiii at the farther ond of 
tho street. W J i at wort 1 h i *ou Id y r>i i poiSMi bly Jiavo luw L whore- 
with to honor wucli a ereatiini 

** <1 Oil knows. Stmie Boeret symiiatliy touched iny hojirt. 

* * . Alaa ! poor child ! But liriw<'ameymi to know lier?” 

"All Al(‘xandrui knows the sbainelosH abominatioiij” 
intcmipled a voice at their oil>ow—none other than that i)f 
the little porker, who hiwl beoutltMlging and Twsitchmg the pair 
the whole way, and coulil no longer rust min his longing to 
meddle* "And well it had bce?i for many a rich young 
man bad old Miriinn never brought licr over, in an ovU day, 
from Athens liitlicr." 

"Miriam • 

" Yes, monk ; a namo not unknown, I am toli, in pal-* 
flcca as well as in slave-nnrkcts,” 

" An cjfilAyed old Jewess ?” 

"A bKo is, as her name might have informed 

you; and JU9 for her eyes, 1 couaider them, or used to do 
flo, of course—for her injured nation have been long ex¬ 
pelled from Alexandria by your fanatic tribe—as altogether 
divino and demoniac, let tho base imagination of monks 
call them what it Hkea.” 

But how did you know this Pelagia, my son F She u 
no fit company for su«h as yon,” 

Philammon told, honestly enough, the story of his Nila 
jouniey, and Polagia^s invitation to him* 
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Toa did not finrely anoopt it ? ” 

Heaven forlbid that Hypatia's aoholar should bo de¬ 
grade himself! ” 

Araenins shook his head sadly. 

Yon would not have hod me go ? " . 

** NOj hoy, lint how long haet thou icamod to oall thy¬ 
self Hypatia's aoholur, or to cull it a degradation to visit the 
most sinful, if tliau niightest tlierohy hrlTig hark u lust 
lamb to the Good Hhephord ? Novcrtluslcas, thou art too 
young for such employment—and she meant to tempt theo^ 
donbticss.'' « 

“ I do not think it. Sho Boemwl struck by my talking 
Athenian Greek, and havuig cotno from Atfiens/' 

"And how long sinco sho camo from Athens?” said 
Arsenins, after a paiigo* AVho knows ?” 

"Just itfter it wilH siw^ked by the bur bar laj is/* said the 
little ixjrti'r, wlio, bcgiimiiig to Buspoct n mystery, wjw jKH>k- 
ing and peering like an exeiteci jmrrot. " The old dome 
brought her hither among a cargo of oJLptive hoyB mid girls,” 

The time agrtm - . , Oiiii thiri Miriam be found ? ” 
''A Bapiejit and eourt.cons f[iieBUon for n monk to ask I 
Do you not know that Cyril *‘xi>elletl all Jews ft>iLr months 
ago P” 

"True, true. • . . Alusl” said the old man to himsolf, 
'^howlittle the rulerB of tliiB world guess tbetv own power I 
They mpvo a finger earelesKly, and forge# that that ^finger 
may crush to tleaLh hiuidreda whose njinit*s they never 
heartl—and every soul of them as preciious in God's sight 
as Cyri/s own/' ' , 

** What is the matter, my father ?” asked PI mammon* 
“You seem deeply moved, Mbgut this woman. . . 

“And she is Miriam's slave !” 

“IleT freed worn an thia four years past,'* said the porter. 
“ Tho good lady—for roasons doubtless exec I lent in them- 
eelyea, though not altogether patent to tho philosophio 
mind—thouglit gocxl to turn her loose on the Alexandrian 
republic, to seek what she jnight detour.” 

Qod help her \ And you are certain that Miriam k 
not in Alexandria P ” 
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Tlio littlQ porter turned very red^ and Philammon did 
BO likowiae ; but lie remombered his promise^ and kept ^t. 

‘'You both, know aomothing of hor^ I Qm aoc. You 
cannot dcceivo an old statcaniftTij Birl” —turning to the, 
little porter with ^ look of authority—“ poor monk though 
ho bo now. If you think fitting to toll me what you know, 
1 promise you that neither she nor you ehall be losera by 
your confidence in me. If not, I shall find moans to dis¬ 
cover*" 

Both stood silent. 

" Pliilummon, my son,! and art thou too in league 
a^iust—no, not agaiuRt me; against thyself, poor mie- 
guided boy ? " 

“ Against myself ? ” 

“ Yes—I have said ik But unloas you will trust me, I 
oaiinot truHt you," 

“I have proinisct]/' 

r, air statesiiuui, or monk, or both, or neither, 
have .swoni by the immortal gods 1" said tlie porter, look¬ 
ing very Ivig. 

Arseniufi paused* 

“Tliere arn those who hold that an oath by an idfil, be¬ 
ing TiotViirig, is of itself void* I do not agree with them. 
If tluni thinkeMt it sin to break tliine oath, Lo thee it is Bin, 
And for thee, iiiy pfjor eliihl, thy promise ia sacrod, wore 
it mmle to Isejiitot Jiiinsi lf, But hear me. Can pither of 
yon, by jmkiiig tbiK womjin, he so far almolvinl us to give 
me speeeli of her Y Tell her—that is, if she be in Alexan¬ 
dria, whiclf Ood grant—all that h»*s puRSod between na 
here, uisd toll her, on the eolenui twitli of a Christian, tlmt 
ArseniuB, wliose name she ktiows well, will neither injure 
nor betray her, AVill you do this ?" 

"Arsenins ?” said tlio little porter, with a look of min¬ 
gled awe and pity* 

Tlio old man smiled* Arsenins, who whs once called 
the Father of the Emperors. Even slio will trust tlmt 
name." " 

I 

" I will go this moment, sir ; I will fiy !" and off rnslied 
the little porter* 
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"TUo little fellow forgets,'* said Arseniua, with a smllo, 
'' to how much ho haa confessed alreiidy, and how easy it 
i^re now to trace liini to the old hag's lair^ > . . l^hilam^ 
moiij luy son. . , , I have mauy tears to woop over thce^ 
but they must wait a while. 1 havo theo ^fo now/' and tlio 
old man clutched his arm. ** Thou wiltfnot leave thy poor 
old father? Thou wilt not desert mo for tho licathwi 
* woman ? ” 

“ I will stay witli you, I promise you, indeed J if—if yon 
will not say unjuBt things of her.” 

'' 1 will speak evil of no oiiOj uccubo no one, but myqclf. 
I will not say oiuj harsh woi\l to thee, Jiiy [UK>r boy. Unt 
listen now ! Thouktiowoftt thtt thou can»est from Athens- 
Knowest thou thub it was 1 who brought tlioe hither?*' 

'' You?” 

" J, my sou ; hut when I brought thee to the Tiuura, it 
Bcomcd right tliat thou, as tho sou of a tiohle gentleman, 
shouldest liciir notliiiig of it. Hut Ml rue ; dust thou tcc- 
ollect father or mother, brother or Hister; or anytliiiig of 
thy home in Athena 
No,” 

''TlmukK l>e to (lod. Hut, Plulamiiion, if thou iiadst 
had a sister—hush ! And if—I only Sivy if—— 

" A aiater ! ” inteiTUj>ted Pliihimintm. I'elagitii ?” 

" God forbid, my sun ! But a sister tliou liiulst oucci— 
Bome three years older than tliee she 

“ Whitt! di<l you know her ? ” * 

“ I saw her but once—on otio sad day.—Poor cluldren 
both ! I wiUnot amlden you by tt'Jliugyou wluH njid liow/' 
And why did you not bring her hitlier witli nit^? You 
Buroly bad not the heart to part us ?” 

“ Ah, my son, what right had an. old monk with a fair 
young girl ? And, indeed, even had I had tlio coanigc, it 
would have been impossible* Theire were others, richer 
than I, to whose covotouBiiess her youth and beauty eeemod 
a preoions prize. When I saw' her but, slie was in company 
with an ancient JowesB. HeaTeti grwit that this Miriatu 
may prove to bo the ojio I ” ' 

^'-And X have a sister 1” gasped Philammon, his oyoB 
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with tears. We mu&t ^iid her I Yon wOl help 
me ?— ^ow —this moment I There is nothing else to he 
thought ofj spoken of^ done^ henceforth, till she is found I" 

Ah, my son, my son ! Better, better, perhapa, to le&Te 
her in the haude lof God ! What If slio were dead ? To 
discorer that, woirld he to disoorer noedleaa sorrow. And 
what if—God grant that it bo not so I aho had only a name 
to lire, and were dead, worse than dead, in sinful pleas* 
nre-” 

We would Bare her, or die trying to save her I la it 
not enough for me that sh(^ is my sister 

Arsenins shook his head. lie little knew tho strange 
new light and warmth wdiich his words hsA poured in 
upon tlie young heart heaide liim* , , , “A sister! ” 
What roysterious virtue was there in that simple word, 
which made Philammoii^s brain reel and liis heart throb 
madly ? A sister ! not merely a friciul, un equal, a help¬ 
mate, given by God llimrielf, for loving whom none, not 
even a monk, could hlamo him,—Not merely somothing 
delicate, weak, beaniifiil,—for of ooiiraosJm rnt^st be beauti¬ 
ful—whom he might cherish, goidc, BUpport, itelivor, die 
for, and find death delinLous. Yes—all that, and more 
than that, lay in tho sacred word. For thoso divided and 
partial notions had Hitti d across his mind too rapidly to stir 
such passion as rnored him now; even the hint of her sin 
and danger hud ^iccn heard heedlessly, if hoard a]} aiL It 
was tfie word itself which bore its owti message, its owo 
spell to the heart of the falLLerlesH and motliorlcss foundling, 
aa he facwWor the first time the dot.‘p, everlasting, divine 
reality rf kindred, * ^ ^ A sister! of his own floeh and 
blood—horn of tho samo father, the Barue mother—his, his, 
for ever !" How hollow and fleeting seemed all “ spiritual 
sonships," spiritual daughterhoodp/^ inventiona of the 
changing f^cy, the wayward will of man 1 Arsenins— 
Pli^ho—ay, Hypatia herBeJf—what were they to him now ? 
Here was a red relationsliip. * * , A sister I What else 
iraa worth caring for hpon o^h P 

“ And she was at Athens when Pelagia waa ”—he cried at 
last—perhaps knew her—let us go to Pelagia herself I" 
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^'HeaTcm forbid I" said AraeniufL We mnet wait at 
leaet till Miriam’s answer comes*’’ 

I can show yon her house at leaat in the meanwhile ; 
and jou can go in yotirself when you wiJl. I do not ask to 
enter. Come I I feel certain that nw finding her is in 
some way bound up with Pelagia, 1 not met her on 

the ^file^ had you not met her in the street, T might never 
have heard tliat 1 had a sister* And if she went with 
Miriam, Pelagia must know lier-^slio may he in that very 
house at tiiifi moment! ” 

Arsenins had Iu'r I'easons for inspecting tliat Plulammon 
was but too right. But lie contented himself witli yielding 
to the boy’s exeitemeni, anrl set off witii him in the direc- 
tien of the dancer's house. 

They wore within a few yards of the gnto, when hurried 
footsteps boliind them, and voictis calling them by name, 
matle them turn ; and behold, eviLleiitly to the disgust of 
Araonius ns much as Philamnum hiuisolf, Peter tho Reader 
and a largo piirty of monks I 

PhilainTnoji’s impulso was to oseape : ArscniiiB him¬ 
self caught him by the arm, ami scenu'd iiicliurd to hurry on, 
‘^'No !” thought the youth, *Mtm I not a free man, and 
a pliiloBOpher and facing round, he awaited iliu enemy* 
Ah, young apostate ! 8o you Inu'o found him, rever¬ 
end and ill-Liscd. air. Praised be llea^u for this rapid 
Bucceaa J " ' 

My good friend/’ asked Arsenins, in a trembling voice, 
** what brings you liens ? ” 

Heaven forbid that 1 should have allowed j'^ur sanctity 
and ago to go forth without some guard against t]i«» insults 
and violence of this wretched youth and his profiigate com¬ 
panions. We have been following you afar off all tho morn¬ 
ing, witli hearts full of filial solicitude*” 

” Many thanks ; but indeed your kindness has been 
superfluous* My son hero, from whom I have met with 
nothing but affection^ and wliom, indeed, I believe for 
more innocent than report declared*lHni, ia about to return 
peaceably with me* Arc you not, l^hilommoii ?” 

Alae ! my father,” said Philamnion, with an effort. 
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how cm I find courage to aa/ it ?—but I camiot retant 
with you/' 

** Oannot return ? ** 

I vowed that 1 would never again cross that threshold 


till 


ft 


** And Cyril docj ITe bode me, indeed he bode mo^ as* 
sure you that he would receive you back as a son, and for¬ 
give and forget all the past/' 

Forgive and forget ? That is niy part—^iiot his. Will 
he right me against tliat tyrant and his crew ^ Will he 
pTOolaim, me openly to be np innoiicnt and persecuted inaUj 
unjustly beaten and driven forth for olkeying liis own coni- 
mands ? Till he does that^ I sliall not forget that I am a 


free man/' 

A free muii!'' said Peter, with an unpleasant araile; 
" that remains to be proved, my gay youth ; and will need 
more evidence than tliat smart philoso]>]]ic cloak and those 
well-curled locks which you huvo adopted since L saw you 
laaL" 


Kemaius to be proved ?" 

Arsen ius made au imploringgcsture to I'eter to bo silent, 
sir. As I foretold to you, this one way alone 
remains; the blame of it. if there be blame, must rest on 
the unhappy youth wliOt54s perversity voiulcrs it noeesaary*" 
^^For God^a sa^o, spare mo!" crietl the old man drag¬ 
ging Peter aside, while Phitammon stood asioQishcd,^dividod 
botwef&i indignatioji and vague dread. 

Did I Tiot toll you again ajid ugaiti that I never could 
bring mys^lMo cal) a Clirlslian mau my slave ? And him, 
above all^ my spiritual son S'" 

^'And, most reverend air, whose zeal is only surpaeeed 
by your tenderness and mercy, did not the holy patriarch 
assure you that your scruples wore grcuiulloes ? Do you 
think that cither he or I cau have leas horror than yon 
have of slavery in itself P Heaven forbid ! But when an 
immortal soul is at stake—when a lost lamb is to be brought 
bock to the fold—sundy you may employ the authority 
which the law gives yon for the* salvation of that precious 
charge committed to you F What could be more conclu- 
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BiTfl th&a hiB HolitieBa^s argument this morning ? ' Ohria- 
tians am bound to obey the laws of this world for con- 
eeienee' sake, e^^en. though, in the abstract, they may dis¬ 
approve of them, and deny their authority. Then, by 
parity of reasoning, it must be lawful &r them to take the 
advantage which thoso same laws offer them, when by so 
doing the glory of Qod may bo advanced/ ” 

Arsenius still hung back, with oyea brimming with 
tears ; but Philamnion himself put an end to the parley, 

** What 13 the meaning of aH this ? Are you, too, in a 
conspiracy against mo ? 8i>caTk, Arsenius 1 

** This is the meaning of it, blinded sinner ! cried Peter. 
''Tliat you arc by law tlic slave of Araeniua, lawfully 
bought with his money hi the eity of Raven tia ; and that 
lie has the power, and, as I trust, for tlie sake of your 
salvation, the will aluo, to compel you to accompany him.” 

Pliibmmonrecoifoil aeroHB the fwivcment, with eyes haah-^ 
ing defiance. A slave ! Tlie liglit of heaven grew black 
i(> him. ... Oh, that Hypatia might never know hia 
slmme t Yet it was impOBSible. Too dreadful to bo 
true. . . . 

“You Hcl” almost Hhriekc<l he. “lam the son of a 
noble eitimi of Athens. Arseuius told me so, but this 
moment, with bis own lips !” 

All, but ho bought you— Iwmglit wu in the public 
market^; mid be can prove it ' 

“Hear me—hear mo, my son I” cried the olJ man, 
apringhig towanl him. rhilaininon, in Iiis fury, miatoak 
the greture autl thrust him fiercely hark. 

“ Your Bon !—your slave! Do not inault thcwiame of 
son by applying it to me. Yes, sir ; your slave in body, 
but not in soul! Ay, scizo mo—drug home the fugitive 
—scourge him—brand him—chain him in the mill, if you 
can; but even for tliat the free heart has a remody. If 
yon will not let mo live as a pbiloeopher, you shall see me 
die like one I ” 

“Seize the fellow, my^ brcthreftl” cried Peter, while 
ArBenius, utterly unable to restrain either party, hid his 
foce and wept. 
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*' Wretches tcried the hoy; ^^you shall never take me 
alive, while I have teeth or nailii left. Treat me as a brute 
bewt, and I will defend niysell as such I ’' 

" Out of the way there, rascals 1 Place for the Prefect f 
What are you sq^iahblLng' about here, you unmannerly 
monks P" shouted peremptory yojccs from behind. Tbs 
crowd parted, and disclosed the apparitors of Orestes, who 
followed ill his robes of alhce. 

A sudden hope flashed before Pliilammen, and in an 
instant he hod bunjt through the mob, and was clinging 
to the Prefect's chariot. , 

I am a frec-ljoru Atlnmiaii* whom these monks wish to 
kid Dap back into slavery! I claim your protection I ” 

"And you ahull have it, rig!it or wrong, my Imndaome 
fellow* By Heuvon, you are much too good-looking to be 
mode a monk of! What do you mean, you villains, by 
attempfiijjg to kidnap frci^ mm Y Is it not enough for you 
to lock up every mad girl whom yon can dupe, hut you 
nmst- 

“ Ki 3 master is here present, your Kxcellency, who will 
swear to tlie punOmsc. 

'' Or to auylbing else for the glory of God. Out of the 
way ! And take care, you tall scontidrel, that I do not get 
a handle against you. You have been one of my marked 
men for many a luonth. Off ! 

His Tnaster demands tlio rights of the law os a«Homan 
citizenV' said Peter, pushing for won I Arsenins. 

** If he bo a Hontan citizen, let him come and make his 
claim at tlip<#ibune to-morrow, in legal form. But I would 
have you remember, ancient sir, that I shall require you 
to prove your eitiKcmhip before we procec^l to the questiou 
of purchase.'*^ 

‘'The law does not demand that/^ quoth Peter. 

“ Knock that fellow down, apparitor 1 ** Whereat Peter 
vanished, and an ominous growl rose from the mob of 
monks* 

" What am I to db, most noble sir ? ^ said Philam* 

moD. , * 

“ Whatever you like, till the third hour to-morrow—if 
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yon m fool enongh to appear at the tribune. If you will 
take my advice^ you wtU knock down these fellowB right 
and left, and run for your life,” And Oreates droTo on^ 
Philammon saw that it was his onlyohance, and did so ; 
and in another minute ho found himeeU rushing headlong 
into the archway of Folagia^s house, with a do^en monks 
at his heels* 

As luck would hare it, tho outer gates, at which the 
Goths had just entered, wci^o still open; hut the inner ones 
which led into the court heyond were fast. He tried thpm, 
but in vain. There was an ojjen door in the wall on his 
right: he rushed throiiglj it, into a long range of stahles, 
and into the arms of Wulf and 8nnd, who were unsaddling 
and feeding, like true warriors, their own horseB. 

"Souls of my fatliers I” shouted 8mid, "here's our 
young monk come back ! What brings you hero head over 
heels in this way, young curly-pale ? ** 

** Save mo from those wrcLchea ! pointing to the monks, 
who were peeping into the doorway* 

Wulf seemed to unrh^rstand it idl in a moment; for 
snat^diing up a heavy whip, lie ruiiihed at the foe, and with 
a few tromendoue atrokca cleared the doorway, and shut*to 
the door* 

Philammon was going to explain and thank, but Smid 
stopjied his mouth* m 

“ Never mind, young one, you are on r guest now. ^Come 
in, and you shall bo as wcleonic as ever. See what comes 
of running away from us at first” 

“ You do not floeni to liavo benefited mucJi by leaving 
me for the monks,” said old Wnlf* Come in* by the 
inner door. Smid 1 go and turn those monks out of the 
gateway.^' 

But the mob, after battering the doorfor a few minutes, 
had yielded to the agon i^edentroatios of Peter, who assured 
them that if those incarnate fiends once broke out upon 
them, they would not leave a Cliristion alive in Aloxandria* 
So it was agreed to leave a few to 4atch for Philammon’s 
coming out; and the resf, balked of their prey, turned 
the tide of their wrath against the Prefect, and rejoined 
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tJie mass of tlicir party^ who wcro still hanging round hm 
chariot^ roady fur ittiselnef. 

In vain tho hapless sfiepherd of tlio people attempted to 
drive ou. The apjxiritora were frighteiiod and hung back ; 
and withonb tlieir Volp it wtLS impossible to force the horses 
through the muss ^of tossing urms and beards in front* 
The matter was evidently growing serioua. 

The bitterest rutfiaiiH in aJl Nitria, your Excellency^ " 
whispered one of the gnurds, with a pale face ; *^and two 
hundred of them, at tliu least* TIic very same aet, 1 will 
be swoTHj who nearly murtlf^red DiOBcuroa." 

“ If yon will not allow me to proceed^ my holy brethren,** 
said OrcBtea, trying to look collcctcfl, *'perhax)s it will not 
be contrary to tlie canonB of the Church if I turn back* 
Leave tlio horses' heads alone* Why, in God's uamoj what 
do yon want ?” 

**Doyou fancy wc have forgotten Hicracas ?” cried a 
voice from the rear; andat that name, yell upon yell aro&o, 
till the mob, g^tining courage from iU own noise, bur»t out 
into open threats, “Kevengo for the blessed martyr, 
Hicracaa "^Revenge for the wrongs of the Church !" 
*^Down with the friend of Heathens, Jews, and Barba¬ 
rians!" ^^Down with the favorite of Hypatia!” Ty¬ 
rant !" " Butcher! ” 

And tho lost enitlict m) smote the delicate fancy of the 
crowd, that a gtmerul cry arose ofKill the butcher 1” 
and Olio furious monk attempted to clamber into the chariot. 
An apparitor tore him down, and was dinggcd to the ground 
in his turn The monks (dosed in. The guards, finding 
the enemy number ton to tlioir one, threw down their 
weapons in a panic, and vanished; and in onoHier minute 
the hopes of Hypatia and the gods would have been lost 
for ever, and Alexandria robbed of tho blessing of being 
ruled by the most finished gentleman south of the Mediter^ 
ranean, had it not been for unexpected succor; of which 
it will be time enough, conBtdifring who and what ie in 
danger, to apeak in a future chapter. 
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A STRAY GLEA3f. 

Thr IfUit h\r\& headland of Sarfllnia was fading fast on 
the northwest horiacm, uud a stesidy brccae bore before it 
innumerable nhi^is, the wrecki^of Ueracliau’s artnament, 
plunging and toBsiiig impatiently in their desperate home¬ 
ward rare toward thoooastof Africa. Pair and wide, under 
a sky of cloud loss blue, the white sails glittered on the glit¬ 
tering sea, 04 gaily now, above their lomls of ehanie and 
disappointment, terror ami pain, itg when, but one short 
month before, they bore with them only wild hopes and 
gallant daring. Who nan ealeulatn tho snni of misery in 
that hapless flight P . , , And yet it wiis but one, and that 
one of the lejist known and most trivial, of the tragedies of 
that age of w<iej one j)etty di'ath-Bpiwm among the un¬ 
numbered throes wlncli were shaking to disHolution the 
Babylon of tho West. Her time hail come. Even as Saint 
John beheld her in his vision, by agony aTtcF agony, she 
wjis rotting to her well-earned doom. TJranniziug it lux- 
nrioualj* over all natioiis, she had sat upon the mystic 
beast—building her power on the brute animal api^etites 
of her dupes and slaves i but she had duped herself even 
more than them. She was finding out by bitter It^saone 
that it was to the beast,'* and not to her, tliat her vasBal 
kings of the earth had been giving thoir power and etrength ; 
and the feT«>city and lust which she hml panipetcd so cun* 
ningly in them, hiul become her curso and her dost ruction. 
. . , Drunk with tho blood of the saints ; blinded by her 
own conceit and jealousy to the fact th[it slic hod been crush¬ 
ing and extirpating out of her empire forccTitnrios past all 
which was noble, jumfying, regonerutive, divine, she sat 
Unpotent and doting, the prey of every fresh adventurer^ 

a3y 
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the slave of her own slaves. ...*'' And the kings of the 
earth who had sinned with her, hated the harlot, and made 
her desolate and naked, andduvonred her flesh, and burned 
her with firOi For Ood had put into their hearts to fulfil 
His will, and to a^nee, and to give their kingdom to the 
beast, nntil the oi God should be fulfilled.. 

Everywhere sensuality, division, hatred, treachery, cruelty, 
uncertainty, terror; the vials of God^s wrath poured out. 
Where was to be the end of it all ? asked every man of his 
neighbor, generation after generation; and received for 
answer only, “ It is better to die than to live.” 

And yet in one ship out of that sad licet, there was 
peace ; peace amid shame and terror ; amid the groans of 
the wounded, and the sighs of the starving ; amid all but 
blank despair. TJic great trinunes and quinqueremea 
rusiied onward past tlic lagghig tnmsj[mrts, carelcsB, in the 
mad race for safety* that they Avero leaving the greater 
number of their comrudoE? defencesh'ss in the roar of the 
flight ; but from one little tishmg-^'nift alone no base en^ 
treatioK, no hitter ojtcoi-ations greetoil the passing flash and 
roll of their mighty oars. One after another, day by day, 
they came rushing up out of the norilierTi ofllng, each like 
a huge hundred-footed dn^gon, paniitig and quivering, as 
if with terror, at every loud juilsts of its oars, hurling the 
wild water rightleft ^vith the migfiiy sliore of its beak, 
while^from the bbws some gorgon or elejjhout or 

boar stared out with brazen oyes towanl the coast of Africa, 
as if it, too, like the human beings which it carried, was 
dead to every caro hut tliat of dastard flight. Fast tliey 
rushedyj one after another ; and off the poop some shouting 
voice chilled all hearts for a moment, with the fearful news 
that the Emporor^e N^mipolitan fleet was in full chase. . * , 
And the soldi cub mi board that little vessel looked silently 
and steadfastly into the silent steadfast :Cace of the old 
Prefect, and Victoria saw him shudder, and turn his eyes 
away—and stood up among the rough fighting men, like a 
goddess, and cried albud that the Ijord would protect 
Hie own ” i and they believed her, and were still ; till many ^ 
days and many ships were passed, and the little fishing-- 
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Gfaft^ outatri|yped even hy tiie tranaports and meai^jhantmen, 
as it atraiued and cravlad along before ita single aquare-saUj^ 
iroB left alone upon the sea. 

And where was Baphael Aben-Esra ? 

He was sittings with Brands head between hia knees^ at the 
door of a temporary awning in the T(«ael'& stem, which 
shielded the wonnded men from ann and apraj ; and as he 
sat he could hear from within the tent the gentle Toices of 
Victoria and her brother, as they tended the sick like min¬ 
istering angels, or read to them words of diTine hope and 
comfort—in whicli hie homoleay heart felt that he had no 
share* . • • 

'' As 1 lire, I wonld change places now with any one of 
those poor mangled rufEans, to ha^e that voice speaking 
such words to me . , * and to believe them/ * . . And 
he went on peTQsing the manuscript which he held in his 
hand. 


* 


Well!" he sighed to liimBelf after awhile, at least: it 
is the most complimentary, not to say bopefnl^ view of onr 
destinies with which I have met sin no I tlirow away my 
Kinrse^s belief that the seed of David was fated to conquer 
the whole earth, and set up a second J^man Empire at 
Jemisal^, only, worse than the present one, iiT that the 
dev Us of superstition and bigotry wonld be added to those 
of tyranny and rapine/' 

A hand was laid on his shoulder, and a voice asked, 
** And what may this so hopeful view be ? " % 

Ah I my dear General !" said Raphael, looking np* 
I have a 2 )Oor bill of fare whereon to exercise my oulinaiy 
powers this morning- Had it not been for that shark who 
was BO luckily deluded last night, 1 should have been re^ 
duoed to the necessUy of stewing my friend the fat deoa- 
rion's big boote.'' 

They would have been savoiy Inough, I will warrant, 
after they had passed under your magical hand/' 

** It is a-comfort, certainly, to find that after all one did 

i6 
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learn wmething useful in Alexandria ! So I tvtII eYen go 
forward at onoe^ and employ my artistic skill” 

" Tell me drat what it was about which I heard you just 
now Boliloquizingj as ao hopeful a view of some matter or 
other ? ” U 

“ Honeatlj—if will neither betray me to your boh 

and daughter^ nor consider me qe having in anywise com¬ 
mitted myself—it was Paul of Tarsus's notion of the his¬ 
tory and destinies of our stiif-neckeil nation< Sea what your 
daughter lias persuaded me into reading !" And he held 
up a manuscript of the Epistle to the Hebrews, 

is execrable Greek. But it is Bound philosophy, I 
cannot deny. Ho knows Phito better than all the ladies 
and gentlemen in Aloximdria put together, if my opinion 
on the point bo worth having. 

1 am a plain ^soldior^ and no judge on that point, sir. 
He may or may not know Plato ; but 1 am right sure that 
he knows God.” 

‘' Not too fast,” said Eapliael with a smile, “ You do 
not know, perhaps, that I liave sjieut the last ten years of 
my life among men who jirofessed the same knowledge ? ” 

“ Augustine, too, spent the best ten ycat's of his life 
among such ; and yet Jio is now combating the my errors 
which he once taught.” 

‘^Having found, he fancies, something better !” 

“Having fmufa it, most truly. Hut you must talk ta 
him yourself, and argue the matter over, with one who can 
argue. To me such questions arc an unknown land.” 

“Well ■ , ■ Perhaps 1 may be tempted to do ctcii that. 
At leash a thoroughly converted phiJogopher—for poor dear 
SynesLUS is half heathen still, 1 often fancy, and hankers 
after the wisdom of the Egyptian—will be a enriouB eight; 
and to talk with so famous and so learned a man would 
always be a pleasure ; but to argue with him, or any other 
human being, none whatsoever*” 

“ Why, then ? " 

“ My dear sir, I am faick of syllogisms, and probahilttles, 
and pros and contras. What do *1 caro if, on weighing both 
v\deA, the nineteen pounds weight of questionabte argu- 



A STBAT OIJIAM. 


m 

mentd againstj are overbalanced by the twenty poands 
weight of equally queafcionablo arguments for ? Do yon not 
see that my belief of the victorious propoBitloa will be pro¬ 
portioned to the one overbalancing pound only> while the 
whole other nineteen will go for nethiuff ?" 

'' I really do not.*' I 

“ Happy arc you, then, I do, from many a sad eipe- 
rience* Wo, my worthy sir* I want a faitli past argn- 
menta ; one which, whetiier T can prove it or not to the 
satisfaction of the lawyers, I l)cUove to my own satisfaction, 
and act on it as imdoubtiugly aTid unreason in gly as I do 
upon my own newly rediscoveroa personal identity, I don^t 
want to posBcafl a faith. 1 want a faith which will possess 
me. And if I ever arrived at snoli a one, believe me, it 
would be by some such practical denionstration os this very 
tent has given mo.” 

This tent ? ” 

sir, this tent; within which I have seen, yon and 
your children load a life of deeds us new to me the Jew, as 
they would bo to Hyi^atia the Gentile, I have watched you 
for many a day, and Jiot in vam. AMien 1 saw you, an ex¬ 
perienced officer, encumber your flight with wounded men, 
I was only surprised. But since I have seen you and your 
daughter, and, strangest of all, your gay young Alcibiadc» 
of a son, starving yonrselvea to fiMid those poor rofRans— 
performing for them, day and night, the offices of menial 
slaves—comfortiTig them, os no man ever comfortedT me— 
blaming no Ofie but youi-sclvea, caring for every one but 
yourselves, sacridcing nothing butyourselvefl i and all this 
without hope of fame or reward, or dream of ajipeasing 
the wrath of any god or goddess, but simply because you 
thought it right. . . . When I saw that, sir, and more 
which I have scon ; and when, reading in tliia book here, 
I found most unexpoctodly those vciy grand moral rules 
which you were practiBing, seeming to spring uncon* 
Bcionslj, os natural results, from tlm great thoughts, true or 
false, which had preceded them ; tlfcn, sir, 1 began to sus^ 
poet that the creed which *oould produce such deeds as I 
hare watched witbia the loet few days, might have on ita 
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Bide not merely a slig&t preponderance of probabilitiefl, but 
what we Jews need once to caU^ when we believed in it— 
or in anything—the mighty power of God.'^ 

And aa he spoke^ he looked into the Prcfeot'a face with 
the look of a mauLwrestling in some deadly struggle; so 
intense and terribn was the earnostneas of his eye^ that 
eren the old soldier shrank before it. 

"And therefore," he went on, "therefore, sir, beware 
of your own actioiiB, and of your children's. If, by any 
folly or baseness, such as I ha^e bwh in erciy human be¬ 
ing whom I over met as ye^ upon this accursed stage of 
foob, you shall crush my new-budding hope that there is 
flomethingBomewhere which will make me what I know that 
I ought to be, and can be—If you shall crush that^ I say, 
by any misdoing of yours^ you liad better have been the 
murderer of my firstborn; with such a hate—a hate which 
Jews alone can fed—will I hate you and yours." 

Glod help us and strengthen us !" said the old warrior 
in a tone of noble humility. 

" And now," said Eaphael, glad to change the subject, 
after this unwonted outburst, “we must once more se- 
rionsly consider whether it is wise to hold on our present 
oourac. If you return to Carthage, or to Hippo- 

“ I shall be beheaded/' 

“ Most assuredly^ And how much soever you may oon- 
«der such an event a gain to yourself, yet for thc^ sake of 
your son and your daughter-" 

*‘'My dear sir," interrupted the I'refeot, "you mean 
kindly. But do not, do not tempt mo. By the Count's 
side I have fought for thirty years, and by hU ddo 1 will 
die, as I deserve." 

Victorins I Victoria I" cried Raphael; " help me I 
Tour father," he went on, as they came out from the tent, 
" is stiU decided on losing his own head, and throwing away 
ours, by going to Carthage." 

"For my sake—for our Bakes—father I "cried Victoria 
dhiging to him. ' 

" And formy sake,also, most bcelleniBir,"said Bapfaad!, 
sniliiig quietly. " 1 have no wish to be so tmcouiieous ai 
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t6 urge any help which I may hare eeemed to afford yon. 
^Bnt I hope that you will recollect that I have a life toloBOt 
and that it is ha^y fair of you to unperil it as you intend 
to do. If you could help or saye Heradian^ I should be 
dumb at once. But now, for a mere poftit of honor to de¬ 
stroy fity good soldiers^ who know not^ their right hands 
from thdr loft—Shall 1 ask their opinion ? " 

“Will you raise a mutiny against me, 8ir?"aaked the 
old man Btornly. 

“Why not mutiny against Philip drunk, in behalf'of 
Philip sober? But really, I Mill obey you , , . only you 
must obey us. . . . What is Hesiod^s deHnition of the man 
who will neither eounsel himself nor he cmmselled by his 
friends ? . . - Have you no trusty acquaintances in Cyren- 
aica, for instance ? ” 

The Prefect was stlent. 

“ Oh, hear us, my father I Why not go to Euodias ? 
He is your old comrade—a well-wisher, too, to this . , - 
this expodition. . . , And reoollet^t, Augustine must he 
there now. He was about to sail for Berenice, in order to 
consult Synesins and the Pentupolitati bishops, when we 
left Oarthage.** 

And at the name of Augustine the old man paused. 
Augustine will be thoro ; true. And this our friend 
must meet him. And thus at least 1 shji^uld have bis ad- 
yioe. If ho thinks it my duty to return to Carthage«1 can 
but do so, after all. But the soldiers I 

Excellent sir," said Raphael, “ Syneaius and the Pen- 
tapolitan landlords—who can hardly call their lives their 
own, thanks to the Moots—will be glad enough to Jteed aod 
pay them, or any other bravo fellows with arms in their 
hands, at this moment. And my friend^ Victorius, here, 
will enjoy, I do not doubt, a little wild campaigning against 
marauding blackamoors.’' 

The old man bowed silontlv. The battle was won. 

The young tribune, who had be^ watching his father's 
face with the most mtense, anxiety, caught at the gesture, 
and hunying forward, announced the change of plan to the 
■oldtery. It was greeted with ashont* of joy, and in another 
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five minuteB the Bath were about, the mdder Bhifted, and 
the ship on her way toward the western point of SioUy, 
before a steady northwest breese. 

'* Ah I" cried Victoria, delighted* ** And now you will 
see Augustine I Von mnst promise me to talk to him I 

''This, at least/1 will promise, that wliatsoo Ter the groat 
sophist shall be pleased to say, eliall meet with a patient 
hearing from a brother uophisti Ilo not be angry at the 
term* Hecolleot tliat Jam somewhat tired, like my ancestor 
Solomon, of wistlom and wise men, bliving found it only 
too like ^madness and folly^ And you can nut surely expect 
me to belioTO in man, while I do not yet belioTC in God ? ” 

Victoria sighed, “ T will not believe you. Why always 
pretend to he worse than you are ? 

" That kind aoiils like you niay he spared tho pain of 
finding me worse than I scern* , , , There, lot us say no 
more; except that I heartily wisli that you would hate 
me!'" 

" Shall I try ? ” 

"That must be my work, I fear, not yours* However, 
I shall give you good cause enough before long, doubt it 
not," 

Victoria sighed again, and rt^tirml into the tont to nurse 
the sick* 

'' And now, said the Prefect, turning to Raphael 
and lysson ; " do not mistake me. I may have bcfu weak, 
as worn^ut and hopeless men are wont to be ; hut do not 
think of me as one who has yielded to adversity in fear for 
his own safety. As God hears me, I desire nothing better 
thanto^LC ; and I only turn out of my course on the under¬ 
standing that if Augustine ao advise, my children hold me 
free to return to Carthage and incet my fate. All I pray 
for is, that my life may be sjuired until I can place my 
dear child in the safe ahelter of a nunnery/' 

"A nunnery 

" Yes, indeed; I ha^e intended ever since her birth to 
dedicate her to the service of i^od* And in such times as 
these, what bettor lot for a dofencelesB girl ? ” 

"Pardon me I" said Raphael; "but I am too dull to 
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comprehend what benefit or pleasure jour Deity will deri?e 
from the celibacy of your daughter. . . . Except, indeed^ 
on one sappoeition, which^ as 1 have some faint remnants 
of reverence and decency reawakening in rae just now, I 
must leave to be uttered only by the ^uro lips of sexless 
priests. ” f 

You forget, BIT, that you are spcahing to a Cliristiaa/' 
I assure you, no ! I hod certainly been forgetting it 
till the last two minutes, in your very pleasant and rational 
society. There is no danger henceforth of my making ^so 
silly a miatuka"*^ « 

^^Sir ! ” said the Prefect, reddening at the undisguised 
contempt of Eaphaers maiuier. ^ When you know a 

little more of St. Paur& Epistles, you will cease to insult 
the opinions and feelings of those who olw^y tlumi, by sacri» 
ficing tltcir most precious treasures to God/^ 

Oh, it is Paul of Tarsus, then, who gives you the ad¬ 
vice ! I thank you for informing rnc of the fact; for it 
will gave me the trouble of any future study of his works. 
Allow me, therefore, to return by your hands thia manu¬ 
script of his with many thanks from me to that daughter 
of yours, by tvIiosc perpetual impriaoument you intend to 
give pleasure to your Deity. Tleneefortli the less communi¬ 
cation whieli passes between me and any member of your 
family, the bott-cr.** And he turned awitf* 

“ J3ut| my dear sir! ” said the honest soldier, really 
chagrined, “you must not I —wo owe you too mach, and 
love you too well to part tlius for the caprice of a moment* 
If any word of mine hiis ofleiided you—forgot it, and for¬ 
give me, I bcBccch you 1 and ho caught both EaphaePH 
hands in his own- 

“ My very dear sir," answered the Jew quietly j let me 
ask the samo forgivoaosH of you i and bclieva me, for the 
sake of past pleasant passages, 1 shall not forget my promise 
about the mortgage, , . - But—hero wo muat part. To 
tell you the truth, 1 half an hour ^ago was fearfully near 
becoming neither more nqr less than a Christian. I had 
actually deluded myself into the fancy that the Deity of 
the GalOeans might be, after all^ the God of our old Hetwew 
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forefatlierfl—of Adam and Ere^ of Abraham and David^ 
and of the rest who believed that children and the fruit of 
the womb were an heritage and gift which cometh of the 
Lord—and that Paul was right—actually right—in hie 
theory that the chiroh was the development and fulfilment 
of our old natic^n^d polity^r . . * I must thank you for 
opening my cyea to a* mistake which, had 1 not been besotted 
for the moment, every monk and nun would have con¬ 
tradicted by the mere fact of their existence, and reaerve 
my uasoent faith for some Deity who takes no delight in 
seeing hie creatures stnltifytthe primary laws of their being. 
Farewell ! 

And while the Prefect stood petrified with astonishment, 
he retired to the further extremity of the deck, muitertng 
to himself— 

Did I not know all along that this gleam was too sud¬ 
den and too bright to last ? Did £ n<it know that he, too, 
would prove himself like all the rest—an ass ? . . . Fool! 
to have looked for common sense on such an earth as this 1 
« . , Back to chaos again, Rapliuel Aben-Kzra, and spin 
ropes of sand to the end of the farce ! 

And mixing with the soldiers, he exchanged no word 
with the Prefect aud his children, till tliey reached the 
port of Berenice ; and tlien putting the necklace into Vio* 
toria's hands, vayished among the crowds upon the quay, 
no ODfi knew whither. , 



t 

CHAPTEB IVn^ 

THK PBEPKCT TBSTED, 

Whew we lest of Philammon, his defltiiiy had hurled 
him once more ainojig hi;it old friends the (laths, izi search 
of two ijU]>Drtant Dlements of human comfort, freedom and 
a aiater. The former ho found at once, in a largo hall 
where sundry Goths were lounging and toping, into the 
nearest comer of which ho shrank, and stood, his late terror 
and rage forgotten altogether in the one now and absorb- 
bing thought—His sister miglit be tji that hmise I « , , 
and yielding to so swoot a ]io began faucying to 

himself which of all those guy maidens she might he who 
had become in one moment mom dear, more great to him, 
than all things else in heuvoj) or earth. That fair^haired, 
rounded Italian ? That fierce, luscions, aquilino-faccd 
Jewess ? That dolicate, swart, eidclong-eyed Copt ? }fo. 
She was Atlieniau, like kLinself. That tall, lu^y Greek 
prl, then, from bonouth whose sloci)y lUIs flashed, once an 
hour, luddcii lightninga, revealing deptlis of thought and 
feeling uncultivated, perhapa even unsiiBpectod, by their 
posaesaor P Ucr t Or that, her seeming sister P Of the 
next ? , * . Or—Was it Pelagia herself, most beauti¬ 
ful and most sinful of thorn all ? Tearful thought t He 
blushed scarlet at the hare imagination; yet why, in hia 
secret heart, waa that tlie moat pleasant hypothesis of them 
all P And suddenly flashed across him that obHerratioD 
of one of the girls on board the boat, on his likeness to 
Pelagia. Strange, that ho had never Tccollected it before I 
It must be bo I and yet on what slender thread, woven 
of scatterod hints and suryiisoa, did that ** muet depend 1 
He would he sane! he would wait; he would have patienoe. 

249 ’ 
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Patiencdj with a sieter yet uniound^ perhaps perishing P 
Impoeaible I 

Suddenly tho train of hia thoughts was changed per* 
force:— 

'^Como ! come ind aeo 1 There^s a figlit in the atreeta,** 
called one of the ^Jainaek down tho stairsj at the highest 
pitch of her toicc, - 

I sliaii't go/^ yawned a huge fellow, who was lying on 
hiB back on a Bofa. 

Oh coino up, nty hero/' said one of the girls, Such 
a oharming riot, and the Prefect liimself in tho middle of 
it I AVe have not had such a one in tho street this 
month/' 

“ The princes woTi*t let me kiiook any of tlicso donkey- 
riderfl on the head, and seeing other people do it only makes 
me envious. Give me the wine-jug—curse tho girl I she 
has run upstairs P' 

Tlie slxonting iwul trampling came nearer; and in an¬ 
other minute AVulf came rapidly downstairs, thi’ongh tho 
hall into the harem-court, and into the prefience of the 
Amal, 

* ‘ Prince?—here ia a chance for us, Tlieso rascally G reoka 
arc murderirig their Prefeet under our very windows/' 

“ The lying cur 1 Serve him right for cheating us. He 
has plenty of gimrds. tt by cai/t tho fool take care of 
himself ?'* , 

nflicy have all run away, and I saw some of them hid¬ 
ing among the mob. As I live, the man will bo killed in 
five minutes more," 

** AVTay not ? ” 

'^AVhy should he, when we con save him and win hia 
favor for over ? The men's lingers are itching for a fight; 
it's a bad plan not to give hounds blood now and then, or 
they lose the knack of hunting/' 

Well, it wouldn't take live miniitefi/' 

** And heroes should show that they can forgive when an 
enemy ia in distress." 

^^Very true! Like an Amal tool" And the Amal 
sprang up and shouted to hie men to follow hioL 
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Good-bySj my pretty one. Why^ Wulf,” dried he, aa 
he burst out into the court, “ here^s our monk ugain I By 
Odin, you^ro welcome, my handsome boy! come along and 
figlit too, young fellow; what were tho^ arms given you 
for?” ^ 

He is myman,” aiud WuH, laying ]^a band on Philam- 
mon'a shoulder, ^'and blood he shall tfcte.” And out the 
three hurncd, Pbilammon, in hia present reckless mood, 
ready for anytliing, 

“ Bring your whips. Trover mind swords. Those rascAla 
are not worth it,” shouted the i\niah ua he hurried down 
the passage brandtshing bis heavy thong, some ten feet fn 
length, threw the gate open, and tlio next moment recoiled 
from a donsc orusli of people wlio surged in—and surged 
out again as rapidly as the Gntb^ with the combined forr^ 
of hxs weight and airm, howcij his "way straight througli 
theni^ felling a wretcli at every blow, and followed up by 
hia terrible ofirinpaiHoiiB, 

They wore hut just in tiine. The h)ur white biood- 
Iioraes were pluiigiug and rolling over each other, and 
Orestes reeling in his ebariot-K with a stn^am of hlocKl run¬ 
ning down bis face, and the Jiaiuls of twenty wild moTiks 
clutching at him. “ Monks agaiu ! ” tlurnghl Philaiiinion ; 
and 08 he saw among them more than one batcfnl face^ 
which he recollected in Oyrirs court-yard on that fatal 
night, a flush of fierce revenge ran through him* » 

Mercy!” shrieked the miaorahle J^refect—“I am a 
Christian ! I bwcut tlmt I am a Christian 1 the Bisliop At^ 
ticuB baptised mo at Constjuitiiiopic 1 ” 

'' Down with the butcher ! down with the lieatlieirtyrant, 
who refuses the adjuraiioti on tlie Gospels rather than be 
reconciled to the patriarch I Tear lum out of the chariot! ” 
yelled the monks. ' 

''The cravGii hound I” said the Amal, stopping short, 
"I won't help him I ” But in an inetant Wulf rushed for¬ 
ward, and struck riglit and left; the monks recoiled, and 
Philommon, burning to pri?vetit so shameful a scandal to 
the faith to which be still clung convulsively, sprang into 
the chariot and caught Orostea in his* arms* 
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"You are safe, my lord ; dou^ atmggle," whispered he, 
while the monks flew on him. A stone or two etniok him, 
but they only quickened his determmatioQ, and in another 
moment the whistling of the whips round his head, and 
the yell and backiiferd rush of the monks, told him that he 
was safe. He carried hb burden safely within the doorway 
of Pelagia's house, hito the crowd of peeping and shrieking 
damsels, where twenty pair of tlie prettiest hands In Alex* 
andria seized on Orestes, and drew him into the court- 

" Like a second Hylas, earned oft by the nymphs 1" sim-* 
pered he, ns ho Yanished into the harem, to reappear in 
five minutes, his head hound up with silk handkerchief b, 
and with as much of his usual impudence as ha could 
muster- 

" Your Excellency—heroes all—Iain your devoted slave* 
I owe you life itself; and nu>re, tlie valor of your succor b 
only surpassed by the deliciousnesg of your cure, I would 
gladly utidorgo a second wound to enjoy a second time the 
Bervieca of such hands, and to see such feet busying them¬ 
selves on niy behalf.” 

You wonlihi't have said tliat five minutes ago*” quoth 
the Amal, looking at him very much os a hear might at a 
monkey- 

mind tho hands and feet, old follow, they are 
none of yours ! ” bluntly obseiwed a voice from behind, prob¬ 
ably and a laugh etieued. « 

** My Bavioiira, my brothers 1 ” said Orestes, xiolitely 
ignoring the laughter. “ How can I repay you ? Is there 
anything in whicli my offici^ hero enables me-^I will not 
say to toward, for that would bo a term beneath your dig¬ 
nity as free barbariana—but to gratify you 

G^ive us three days' pillage of the quarter ! ” shouted 
some one. * 

'‘All, true Tidor la apt to underrate obstacles ; you forgei 
your small nambers.” 

" I say,” quoth the ^mal—"I say, take care, Prelect— 
If you mean to tell me that we/forty couldn't cut flU the 
throats in Alexandria iu three days, and yours into the 
bargain, and keep youV soldiera at bay all the time- ** 
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H^f of tljeni woalfl join ns f" cried some one, '' Thej 
are half our own flesh and blood after all! 

Pardon me, mj friends* I do not doubt it a moment* 
I know enough of the world never to have found a sheeps 
dog yet who wonld not, on occasion, help to mako away 
with a little of the mutton which he jgnarded. Eh, my 
renerable sir ? ” turning to Wulf with » knowing bow. 

Wnlf chuckled grimly, and said something to the Am^ 
in Gernmn about being civil to guosta, 

"You will pardon me, my heroic friends," said Oreateg, 
** but, with your kind permission, I will obserre that 1 am 
somewhat faint and disturbed by late occurrencea* To 
trespass on your hospitality furtimr wonld bo an imperti¬ 
nence. If, therefore, 1 might send a slave to And some of 
my apparitors-" 

"No, by all the gods !” roared the Amal, "yon^ne my 
guest now—my lady^a at least* And no one over went out 
of my house sober yet if 1 could hcl]> it. Bet the cooks to 
work, my men 1 Tiie Prefect shall feast with ua like an 
emperor, and woll send him homo to-night as drunk as he 
can wish. Come along, your Excellency; we*re rough fol¬ 
lows, wo Coths ; but by the Valkyrs, no one can say that 
we neglect our guests ! ” 

^^It is a sweet compulsion," said Orestes, as he went in, 

"Stop, by the bye I Didn^t one of you men catch a 
monk ? , 

" Here he is, prince, with his elbows safe behind him/' 
And a tull, haggard, Imlf-uaked monk was dragged forwardu 
Capital ! bring him in* His Excellency shall judge 
him while dmner'a cooking, and Smid shall have thi^ hang¬ 
ing of him* He hurt nobody in the scuffle; ho was think* 
ing of his dinner*" 

" Some rascal bit a piece out of my leg, and I tumbled 
down," grumbled 8mid. 

'^Well, pay out this fellow for It, then* Bring a chair, 
ilaves 1 Here, your Highness, sit tl^pre and judge." 

" Two chaira I" said som^ one j the Amal shan't stand 
before the Emperor himself/' 

By all moans, my dear friends. The Amal and I will 
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act as the two Cmar^t with ditidod empire. I preenme we 
shell hdYo little difference of opinion as to the hanging of 
this worthy/' 

'' llanging^e too quick fdr him/' 

‘^Just what I Was about to remark—there are certain 
judicial formaliti^, ooneidercd generally to be conducive 
to the stability, ir^iiot necossary to the existence, of the 
Roman empire- 

I say, don't talk so miteli," sJiouted a Goth. you 
want to Lave the hajiging of him youredf, do. We thought 
we would save you troubltv*' 

''Ah, my excellent friend, would you roh mo of the 
delicate pleasiiro of revenge ? I intend to spend at least 
four honra to-nifirrow in killing this pious martyr. He 
will have a good time to think, between the beginning and 
the end of the rack." 

"T)o yon hear that, master monk ?” said Smid, chuck¬ 
ing him under the ehiji, while the rest of the ])urty seemed 
to think the whole hnsiiiess an oxiH^lIcnt joke, and divided 
their ridicule openly enough between the Prefect and his 
victim. 

" The man of blood has paid it. I am a martyr," an¬ 
swered the monk in a dogged voice. 

“You will take a good deal of time in becoming one," 

“ Death may be long, but glory is everlasting/' 

“ yrue. I forgot that, and Avill save you the sfjid glory, 
if 1 can help it, for a year or two. Wlin waa it struck mo 
with tlie stone ? ” 

No answ'cr. 

“ Tell mL\ and the moment he is in my lictors* hands I 
pardon you freely," 

The monk laughed. “Pardon? Pardon mq eternal 
bliss, and the things unspeakable, which God has prepared 
for those who love Him ? Tyrant and bntcherl I etruck 
thee, thou second Dioclesian—I hurled the stone—I, Am¬ 
monias. Would to h^ven that it had smitten th^ through, 
thou Sisera, like tho nail of Jacl the Kenite !" 

“ Thanks, my friend. Heroes, you have a cellar for 
monks as wdl as for*wme ? 1 will trouble you with this 
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paalm-singiiig to-Eight^ imd send my appmtom for 
him in the morning*" 

If he begins howling when we are in bed, yoar men 
won't find much of him left in the morning,” aafd the Amsl* 
But here come the slaves, announeing limner/' 

** Stay,” said Orestes ; there is one aiore with whom I 
have an account to settle—that yoimgphilosopher there.”' 

' Oh, he IB coming in, too. He never was drunk in hie 
life, FIl warrant, poor fellow, and it's high time for him to 
begin.” And the Amul laid a good-natured bear's paw on 
FhiJammon'a slioiihlor, who liiirm buck in in5rplexlty, and 
cast a piteous loot towards T\’'iilfr 

Wulf answered it by a shake of the head, which gave 
Philaminon courage to stammer out a courteous refusal. 
The Aimd swore an oath at him wJliich iniule the cloister 
ring again, and with a rjiiiot shovo of ius heavy liund, sent 
him Btuggering half acnisfl the court i hut Wulf interposed. 

“The boy is mino, prince, lie is uo dninkard, and I 
will not let him become one. Would to heaven,” atlded 
he, under his breath, “ that I could siiy the same to Bome 
others. Send na out our supper lieix% when you arc done, 
flulf a shotip or so will tlo beiwecii us* and enough of the 
strongest to wash it down with, 8mid knows my quantity.” 
“ Wliy in heaven's name arc you not canning in 
*' That mob will be trying to burst the gates again before 
two hours arc oiii; and us some one must stand sentry, it 
may ub well be a man who will not have his ears stopped 
up by wino anti women's kisses. The boy will stay with 
me. 

So the party went in, leaving AYulf ami Phil am mgii alone 
in the outer hall. 

There the two Bat for some half-hour, casting etoalthy 
glances at each other, and wondering, perhaps, eacli of 
them vainly enemgh, wlmt was going on in the oppoaite 
brain, Philammon, though Lis heart was full of his sister, 
could not help noticing tlie air of deep sadness which hung 
about the scarred and wcatlier-beaten feattires of the old 
warrior. The grimuess which ho had remarked on their 
first meeting seemed to be now changed into a Bcitled melaji- 
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cholj* The furrowa round hie mouth andojee hadbeoome 
deeper and sharper. Some perpetual mdignatiou seemed 
amouldering in the knitted brow and protruding upper lip. 
He aat there silent and motionloaa for some half-hour^ hia 
chin rcatiug on hie hands, and they again upon the butt of 
hia axe, apparently, in deep thought, and listening with a 
ailent sneer at the cimking of glassea and diahea within. 

Philammon felt too much respect, both for hia age and 
his stately smlneea, to break the silence. At last some 
louder burst of tuerriment than usual aroused him. 

** "WTiat do you call that ? " said he^ speaking in Greek, 
Folly and vanity." 

And what does she there—tlie Alruna—the prophet- 
woman, call it ? " 

Whom do you mean ? " 

** WTiy, the Greet woman whom we went to hear talk 
this morning.” 

Folly and vanity." 

“ Why can'^t slie euro that RoTuan hairdresser there of It, 
then ? " 

Philammon was silent—Why not, indeed !" 

'' Do you think she could cure any one of it ? ” 

** Of wliat ?" 

**Ot getting drunk, and wasting their strengtli and 
their fame, anfl their hard-won treasures upon eating and 
drinking, and fine clothes, and liad women.” 

'‘ She is most purehorsplf, and she preaches purity to all 
who hear her-” 

“ Curse preaching. I have preaehcil for these four 
months.” 

“ Perhaps she may have some more winning arguments 
—perhaps-” 

" I know-i Such a beautiful bit of flesh, and blood aa 
she is might get a hearing, when a grizzled old head-split¬ 
ter like me was called a dotard. Fh F Well, It’s naU 
und.” 

A long silence. 

“ She is a grand woman, f never saw such a one, and 
I have seen many* There was a prophetess once, lived in 
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M island in the Weser-strcam—and when a man saw her^ 
eTen before she epoka a word^ one longed to crawl id her 
feet on all fonTSj and say^ * TherCj tie^ on me; I am not 
fit for yon to wipe your feet upon/ And many a warrior 
did iti , , , Perhapa 1 may ^ve dontf it myeclf, before 
now. . « • And this one is strangely like ber. She would 
make a prince's wife, now/' / 

Philammon started. What now feeling wofl it, which 
made him indignant at the notion ? 

Beauty ? What's body without soul ? What^s beauty 
without wisdom ? What's li^auty without chastity f 
Beast! fool I wallowing in the mire which every hog has 
fouled !'' 

** Like a jewel of gold in a swine's snout, so is a fair 
woman who is without discretion/' 

“Who said that 
Solomon, the king of Israel/' 

“'T never heard of him, "But ho was n right Sagaman, 
whoever said it, Ajid she is a pure maiden, that other 
one ? " 

Spotless as the"—hlcased Virgin, Philaranion was going 
to Biiy—hut cheeked himself. There were sod recollec¬ 
tions about the words. 

Wnlf sat silent for a few miniitoa, while Philammon's 
thoughts reverted at once to the new purpose for which 
alone li^e seemed worth haying, , , . To find hie sister t 
That one thought had in a few hours changed and malured 
the boy into the man* TTitherio he had heeu only the leaf 
before the wind, Ilut puppet of every now impression ; but 
now cii*oum8taiico, which had been l^^ding him ujojtg hi 
such soft fetters for many a month, was become his dea<lly 
foe ; and all his energy and emnning, all his little knowl¬ 
edge of man and of society, rose up sturdily ^^nd shrewdly 
to fight in this new cause. Wulf was now no longer a 
phenomenon to be wondered at, hut au instrument to be 
used. The broken bints which he had just given of dis^ 
content with Pelagians prcBence inspired the boy with sud¬ 
den hope, and cautiously hV began to l^int at ilie existence 
of persons who would be glad to remove her* Wulf caught 
IT 
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ftt the notion, and replied to it with flearehing qneatione, 
till Philammon, finding plain speaking tbo better part of 
canning, told him openly tho whole eYonts of the morning, 
and the mystery which i^reeuiua had half roroaled, and 
then sliudderod Vith mingled joy and horror, as Wulf, 
after raminatmg <iTer the matter for a weary five minutoe> 
mode answer— ? 

“And what if Pelagia herself were yonr sister ?” 
Pliilammon was bursting forth m some passionate an« 
swer, when the old man shipped liim, and went on slowly, 
looking-him thnjtigh and throngh— 

“ Beca^ise, when a penniless young monk clauns kin 
with a woman who is drinking oat of the wine-cupa of the 
Caesars, and filling a place ff>r a share of which kings’ 
da ugh tors luivc been thankful—and will be again before 
long—why then, tliongh an oM man may bo too good' 
natiired to call it all a lio at first sight, he can’t help sup¬ 
posing that tho young monk lias an eye to Ills own personal 
profit, oh ? 

“My profit?” cried poor rbilammon, starting up, 
“Good God! what obj'ect on earth can 1 have, but to 
rescuic lior from this infamy to jmrity and holiness 
lie had touchc<l the wn>ng chord* 

“Infamy? you accursed Egyptian slave!'’ cried the 
prince, starting up in 1 im turn, red witli passion, and 
elutcjiingat the whip which hung over his head, “ fiifauiy ? 
As if she, and yon too, ought not to c^msidor yourselves 
hlest in her heiug allowed to wash the feet f>f an Amal I” 
“Oh, forgive mo!” said Philaminou, terrified at the 
fruits*3f his own clninainesa* “But you forget—you for¬ 
got, she is not married to him 1 ” 

“Married to him ? A freedwonum ? ^fo ; thank 
Freya 1 he Las not fallen as low as that, at least: and 
never shall, if I kill tho witcli with ray own hands. A 
freedwomaii I ^ 

Poor Philammon ! And he IiluI been told hut that morn¬ 
ing that ho was a slave* He hid hia face in his hands, and 
burst into an agony of tears, 

“ Come, come,” aaid the testy warrior, Boftened at once. 



THE TESTED, 


250 


" Wontftn^s tears don^t matter; but somehow' I never could 
bear to make a man ery. When you are cool^ and have 
karnt common courtesy, well talk more about this. So ! 
Hush ; enougli is enough, Uere comes the sujiper, and I 
am m hungry as Lake.” ^ 

And ho commenced devouring like Ids munesake, '^tlie 
gray heaat of the wood/' and forcing, ih his rough hoapi- 
Lable way, PhilammoiL Ui devour also, much agaitist his 
will and stomach, 

''There. I feel happier nowl'^ quoth Wiilf, at JaaL 
"There ia nothing to be done iy this accursed place but to 
cat* I get uo fighting, no hunting, T hitlc women im they 
hate me. T don't know anything, indeed, that 1 cUitiT 
hate, except eating and singing. And now, what with 
those girls' vile uiimaidy harps and flutes, no one cares to 
listen to a true rattli]:g urar^Hong* lliere they arc at it 
now, with their catterwauling, squealing all together like 
a set of starlings on a foggy morning I Well Imvo a 
song too, t() drown feho noise.*' And lie buret out with a 
wild rich melody, acting, hi uncouth gestures and a aiip- 
pressed tone of voice, the scone wliich. the worde de¬ 
scribed !— 


An nlk lonkj£srt out of tho pine formt; 

Ho muffwl up cftt-t. lift KniiiToil (JowD ve«t, 

EiltefiLthy aad btilL 

niM nmnn tavl Mb hnma were bi^avy wiili nuov ; 
1 [oltl luy arrow usivihk uiy imw, 

Stealthy unJ stih. 


And then, quickening his voice, us hia wdiok face hlaacd 
op into fierce excitement— ' 

ThA tmw ft TAttlcHl, tli« 4JWW flew, 

It amotohJs blfult^-booe*^ tbrouj^b iu>d Uirou^, 

HuirAb J 

t iipramF at bli throat Llkv a wolf of the wood^ 

And I wormed my hnwla in the smolcintf blood. 

' Hurrah i * 

w 

Andr with a shout that echoed and rang from wall to 
wall, md pealed away above the roofs, ho leapt to hia feet 
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with ft gesture and look of savage frenzy which made Phil- 
animon rcooil. But tho paEsion was gone in an inBtant^ 
and Wnlf sat down again, chuckling to himself— 

“ There—that is eoinething like awarrior^a song. That 
makes the old hlooli spin along again ! But this debauch¬ 
ing furnace of a dtmate I no man can keep hia muscle, or 
hia courage, or liis i'oney, or anything else in it. May the 
gods curse tho day when drst 1 saw it! ^ 

Philammun said nothing, but sat utterly aghast at an 
outbreak so unlike Wtiirsiiaual caustic reserve, and stately 
aelf-restmint, and shuddering at the thought that it might 
be an instance of that dtemoniac possession to which these 
barbarians were supposed by Christians and by Jfoo- 
Platoniats to bo peculiarly subject. But the horror was 
not yet at its height; for in another minute the doors ol 
tho women^s court flew open, imd, attracted by Wulfs 
shout, out poured the whole Bacchanalian crew, with 
Orestea, crowned with flowers, and led hy tho Amal and 
Pelagia, reeling in the midst, wine-cup in hand. 

There ia niy philosophor, iny preserver, my patron 
saint I ” hiccuped he* Bring him to my arms, that 1 may 
enoircle hia lovely neck with pearls of India, and barbaric 
gold!" 

For God's sake let me escape ! ” whispered he to Wulf, 
as the rout rushed upon him. Wiilf opened the door in 
an iDs^nt, and he dashed through it. Aa he went, the old 
man held out his hand— 

Gome and boo mo again, boy f Me only. The old 
warrior will not hurt you I" 

There 'waa a kindly tone in tho voice, a kindly light in 
the eye, which made I'hilammon promise to obey. Ho 
glanced one look back through tJio gateway oa he fled, and 
just saw a wdd whirl of Gotha and girls, ginning madly 
round tho court in tho world-old Teutonic'waltz; while, 
high above their heada, in the uplifted arms of the mighty 
Amal, was tossing the l^cautiful flguro of Pelagia, tearing 
the garland from her floating liajr to pelt the dancers with 
its roses. And that might be his sister I He hid his lace 
and fled, and tho gate shut out tho revellers from his eyes ; 
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and it is high time that it should shut them out froin 
ours also. 

Some four hours more had passed. The reTellors were 
sleeping off their wme^ and the moon shining bright and 
cold across the court, when Wulf carf^o out, carrying a 
heary jar of wine^ followed by Smld| a goblet in each 
hand. / 

HerOj comrade, out into the middle, to catch a breath 
of night-air. Are all the fools asleep ? " 

’Every mother's son of them. Ah ! this is refreshing 
after that room. What a pity it is that all men are ndt 
born with heads like ours t ” 

Very sad indeed/' said Wulf, filling his goblet, 

** What a quantity of pleasure they lose in tliis life! 
There they are, snoring like hoge. Now, you and I are 
good to finish this Jar, at leuet.” 

'' And another after it, if our talk is not orer by that 
time." 

Why, are you going to hold a council of war ? ” 

“ Thathj as you take it. Now, look here, Smid, Whom¬ 
soever I cannot tmst, I euppose I may tnist you, eh ?” 

Well!" quoth Smid, surlily x)ttttiiig down Ids goblet, 
''that ie a stiiinge question to ask of a man wlio has 
marched, and hungered, and plundernth and conquered, 
and been well beaten by your side for dve-and-twcnty 
years, through all lands between the We&el and Alex¬ 
andria 1" * 

" I am growing old, I suppose, and eo I suspect every 
one. But hearken to mo, for between wine and ill-temper 
out it must come. You saw that Alruna-woman F| 

" Of COUTBO.” 

" Well ? " 

" Well ?" . ‘ 

" Why, did not you think she would make a wife for 
any man F * 

" Well ?" 

" And why not for our Amal 

" That's hia eouceru m well as hers, and hera as well aa 
ouii," 
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** Sho ? Ought flhe not to think heraelf only too much 
honored by marrying a son of Odin ? la ahe going to be 
more dainty than Placidia 

'^Whftt waa good enough for an emperor^a daughter 
must be good eitoligh for 

Good enough ^ And Adolf only a Balt, while Amelia 
is a full-blooded Ahuil—Odin^a son hy both aides ? 

“ I don’t know whether sho would understand that." 

Then we would make her. AVhy not carry her oif, and 
marry her to the Amal whether ehe chose or not ? She 
would be well content eno/jgh with him in a week, 1 will 
warrant," 

“ But there ia Pelagia in the way." 

** Put her out of the way, then." 

** Impossible." 

was tliis moniitig ; a week hence it may not be. I 
heard a prf)miKo rritidc to-uigfit which will <io it, if there he 
the spirit of a Goth left in tlu^ prKir besotted lad whom we 
know of." 

Ob, he is all right at heart; never fear him. But what 
was the promise 

** r will not tell till it is claimed, t will not ho the man 
to siiamc my tnvn nation aod the Idood of tlic gods. But 
if that drunken Prefect re<ndlucts it—why let him recolleet 
it. And what ia more, tim monk-hoy who was hero to¬ 
night -” r 

Ah, what a well-grown lad that ta wimtetl I" 

^^Morc thiui auapeols—and if his story Ia true, I more 
than suspect too—that Pelagia is bis sister." 

Hyi sister ! But what (>f that ? " 

'' lie wants, of course, to carry her off, and make a nun 
of her.” 

" Yon would not let him do such a thing to tlio poor 
ohUd?” 

"'If folks got in my way, Smid, they must go down. So 
much the worse for them : hut old IV'ulf was norer turned 
back yet by man or beast, and he will not ho now." 

After all, it will servo thehusay right. But Amalric ?^ 

Out of sight, out bf mind," 
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** Bnt they say the Prefect means to many the 

“ Ho ? That floented ape ? She would not be auch a 
wretch." 

"But he does mtend; and she intends too. It Jb the 
talk of the whole town. We should has^o to put him out 
of the way first.” ^ 

" Why not ? Easy enough, and a /good riddance for 
Alexandria. Yot if wo made away with him wo should ho 
forced to take the city too; and I doubt whctljer we have 
hands enough for that. ” 

"The guaivls might join us. I will go down to tlitS 
barracks and try them, if you to-morrow. I am a 

boon-companion with a good many of them already. But, 
after all. Prince Wiilf—of course you are always right; we 
all kncjw that“hiit whut^fi the use of marrying this llypaiia 
to the Amal ?” 

"Use Siud Wulf, smiting down his goblet on tho 
pavement " irsc ? 3^011 purblind old hanistor-rat, who 
think of notliiug hut filling your own check-poncheB !—to 
give him a wife worthy of a hero, as Jio is, ijj spite of all— 
a wife who will niako him sober insteutl of drunk, wise 
instead of ti fool, daring instead of a slugganl—a wife who 
cun comnuiud tho rbdi pctiplo for us, and give us a hold 
licro, which if once we get, let iia see who will break it 1 
Why, ’with those two rnlfjig in Alexandria, we might bo 
masters of Afi'ica in thms months. We*d Bond to 8 ]iuin 
for the Wciidels, to move on Carthage; we'd eend up tlie 
Adriatic for the Longbojirds to land ifi PeiitapoHfi ; we'd 
sweep the wdiolc coast 'without losing u man, now it iB 
drained of troojis by tliut fool Heraclian's Ttoman expedi¬ 
tion ; make the Wendels and Loiigbcards shake liuiidB here 
in Alexandria; draw lota for their sbareB of the coaat; and 
then-” 

"And then what ?" 

" Why, when we hod settled Africa, I would call out a 
crew of picked heroes, and sail away south for Asgard— 
rd try that Ked Boa this timo-^aud sec Odin face to face, 
er dio fleai'ching for him.”* 

" Oh I” groaned Smid. "And lisuppoae you would ex* 
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peot me to come too^ iisatead of letting me stop haLfwaj^ 
and settle there among the dragons and elephants. Well, 
well^ wise men are hke moorlaude—ride as far ae jou will 
on the Honnd gi^nnd, jou are sure to come upon a soft 
place at last. However, I will go down to the guards to¬ 
morrow, if my hoa^ don^t ache,'* 

“ And I will aco Vlie boy about Pelagia, Drink to your 
plot!" 

And the two old iTXm-bcads drank on, till the stars paled 
out, and the eastward Bbadows of the cloister vanished in 
the blaze of dawn, . 



CHAPTER XIX. 


JHWB AtiAlKSX 0IIB1ST1AK& 

Tub little porter, after havinj^ carried ArHeniua'a mcasuge 
to Miriam, had nm in searcli of Philanimoti and hiSi 
foflter-fatbcT; and not findings Jlietti, had spent the even¬ 
ing in auch frantic rnahinga to and fro, as produced great 
douhts of his sanity among tlie peo[dc of llio quarter. At 
last hunger sent him home to snppor; at which meal he 
tried to find vent for hia cJtcitcd Feelings in liis favorit-e 
employment of beating his wife. Whereon Miriam’s two 
Syrian slave-girls, attrin:ted by fier screams, eamo to the 
rescue, threw a pail of water over him, and tamed him 
out of doors, lie, nothing {liHcomfitCfl, likened himself 
smilingly to Socrates oonqiiei-cd hy Xaiitqjpe ; an<f, phil¬ 
osophically yielding to circnnistances, hopped alwitt like a 
tamo magpie for a couple of hours at the entniiuvj oF tlio 
alley, pouring forth a stream of light raillery on tliopuusscrs- 
by, which eevcnil tiinoa endsmgered his persounl safety ? 
till at last Phikniinon, hurrying hreathleasly lionie, nisbed 
into hia tims. * 

Hush ! Hither with me ! Your star still prospers. 
She cEdls for you,” 

‘‘Wbo?" 

Miriam herself. Bo secret as the grave. "Yoti she 
will see and speak with. The message of Arnenuis she re¬ 
jected in language which it is unnecoeaary for philosophic 
lips to repeat, Como ; but give her good words—as are 
fit to an enchantress wlio can stay the stars in their oonrfles, 
and command the spirits of tlie third heaven. 

Bhilammon hurried hame with Ebda^inoiu Little cared 
he now for Hypatia^s warhing against Miriam. - , Was 
he not in eeoroh of a akter ? 

m 
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" So, yon wretdij you are back again I" cried one of the 
girlB, aa they knocked at the outer door of Miiiam's apart^ 
meutfl. ** AVhat do you mean by bringing young men her© 
at thie time of night ? 

“ Better go do^Jn, and beg pardon of that poor wife of 
yours. She has been weeping and praying for you to her 
crucifix all tho evening, you ’ungi'ateftil little ape I" 

“ Female superstitiouB—but I forgive her, , , * Peace, 
barbarian women ! I bring this youthful philosopher 
liitiier by your niistress^s own appointment.'' 

lie must wait, tlien, in the antts-rooiu. There is a 
gentleman with iny mistress at present.” 

So Philainnion waited in a dark, dingy ante-room, luxu¬ 
riously furuisheil with ftulcd tapestry, and divans which 
lined tho walls; and fretted and fidgeted, while ilie two 
girls watched him over tlieir embroidery out of the comers 
of their eyes, and agretnl tlmt he was a very stu]>id person 
for showing no inr-lination to return their languishing 
glances. 

Ill the meanwhile, Miriam, within, watt listening, with a 
smile of grim delight, to a swiirthy and weatlier-beaten 
young Jew. 

I knew, mother in Israel, that all depended on my 
pace; and night aird day I rode From Ostia toward Taren- 
tiim ; but tlm mesMcngcr of the unciroumcised was better 
mounted than T ; J therefon^ bribed a certain sUvq to lame 
Ids horse, and patirinl him by a wliole stage on tho second 
day. Nevertlieioss, by night tlie riiilistino had caught me 
up again, the evil angels lielping hiin ^ and my soul was 
mad within me-” 

And what then, Jonadiib Bar-Zebudah ?" 

** I bethought mo of Ehiul, and of Joab also, when he 
WEB p'urgu^ by Asahel, and considered much of the law- 
fulnesa of the deed, not being u man of blood. Mevertbe- 
Icas, we' were together in the darkness, and I smote 
him." 

Hiriam clapped her bands* 

^^Theu putting on his clothesl and taking his letters and 

credentiflk, as was but> reasonable, I passed myself oS for 
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the nnesaenger of the emperor^ and so rode the rest of that 
journey at the expense of the heathen; and I herebjr re¬ 
turn you the balance saved. 

'' Never mmd the balance* Keep it, thou worthy eon of 
Jacob. What next ? ” 

When I came to Tarentam, I sailed the galley which 
I had chartered from certain sea-robjKjrd. Valiant men 
they were, nevertholcflH, and hept true faitli with me. For 
when wo had come halfway, rowing with all our might* 
behold smother galley coming in onr wake and about to 
pass UB by, which I knew for Alexandrian, us,did tlio 
captain also, who Msiiretl me that slie liad come from hence 
to nmnduHiuin with letters from Orestes.” 

Well ? ” 

** It Becni(!<l to me botJi bn^e to bn ])tiHsed, more l4tse 
to waste all ttse exijcnse wherewith ytm and our elders had 
charged thomselves ; ho I t(Kik counsel with the man of 
blood, offering him, over luui ubov'e tmr burguin, two 
hundred gold pieces of my own, whioli ploaso to pay to my 
account with Jhihhi KkcUcI, who lives by tho watergute iu 
Felusinm, Then the pirates, taking cotiuscI, agree<l to 
run down the uuemy; for our gidlcy was a Hlmr|>-bortkod 
Liburuiau, while theirs wsis only a racBsenger tiriroiue.” 

“ And you did it 

^^Klse luul T not boon here* They were deliveTcd into 
our hands, so that wo struck them full in mid-length, and 
they sanlc like Fharaoli and Ins host.” * 

“Ho pemli all the enemies of the nation !” cried Miriam, 
*^And now it is impossible, you eay, for fresh news to 
arrive for thiMse ten days ? ” 

Impossible, tho captain assured me, owing to the rising 
of tho wind, and the signs of southorly storm.” 

Hero, take this letter for the Chief the 

bleaaing of a mother in Isruol. Thou hast played the man 
for thy people ; and thou shaft go to tho grave full of years 
and honors, with tnen-servantu, and muid-Rorvants, gold 
and silver, children and ehiliLreu's children, with thy 
foot on the necks of heathehs, and the blessing of Abraham^ 
baac, aad Jacob, to eat ol the gooee which is fattening 
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m the deserij and tho Leviathan which lieih in the great 
aea/to be meat for ott true laraelit^ at the last day/' 

And the Jew turned and want; out^ perhaps^ in hig simple 
fanaticism, the happiest man in ICgy 2 }t at tliat moment. 

He passed ont through tJie ante-chamber, leering at the 
Blave-gijla, and yowling at Phil am men ; and tho youth 
was ubhored into t^e preaetKje of Miriam. 

She sat, coiled up like a snake, an a divan writing busily 
in a tablet upon her knees, while on the cushions beside 
her glittcreil splendid jewels, which she had been fingering 
over ns,a oliild might its tpys* She did not look up for a 
few minutes; and rhiUnmioji could not lielp, in spite of 
his impaticzicc, looking reund the little room and eon- 
traating its dirty splandor, and heavy odor of win©, and 
food, and perfumOH, with the siiniiy gniee and eleanlinesB 
of (Ironic houBijfl, Against the wall stood presses and chests 
fretted with fantastic Oriental carving; illuminates] rolls 
of parchment lay in hei^iH in a corner ; a lump of Btronge 
form hung from tlie ceiling, and shed a dim and lurid 
light upon an object which chiUed the youth's blood for a 
moment—a bracket against tho wall, on which, in a plate 
of gold, engraven with mystic signs, stood the mummy of 
an infants head ; one of tliose terapfiim, from which, ad 
Pi til amnion knew, the sonicrers of the East professed to 
©voko o race Ur respanscs. 

At lant, bIic looked up, and spoke in n shrill, ha^h voice. 
'‘*\Vell, mj" fair hny, and what tlo yon want with tho 
poor old i)roRPrilMjd flnwess ? Have you coveted yet any of 
the pretty things which she has bud the wit to moke her 
slavo-jjemails save fi'orn the Christian rubbers 

Plnlammon'B tale w'us soon told. The old woman list¬ 
ened,, Vatohing him intently with her burning eye; and 
thou answered slowly— 

“ Well, and wliat if you are a slave 
, Am I one, then ? Am T ? 

Of coureo you are, Arsenius epoke truth. I saw him 
buy you at Ihivcnnu, just fifteen years ago, I bought your 
Bistor at tho same time. 8he is two^nud-twenty now. You 
were four years younger than her, T should say.'' 
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''Oh heavens! and you know my siaU^t still! Is.ehe 
Pelagia 

"You were a pretty boy,” went on the ha^, apparently 
not hearing him, If 1 Inid tiuiiight yon were going to 
grow up as t^utiful uTid Jia clever as you are* I woult] Inive 
bought you myself. The Goths wore jint manjliing aud 
^Arecuius gave only nigliteen gold pieceit for you—or twenty 
—I am growing old> mid forgot evevytbing, I tliink. Hut 
there would have been the expenat^ of your education, and 
your sister cost me in training—oli wliat sums i:' Not tliat 
she wafl not worth the money—n-i, no, tlie darling 

" And you know where slie is ? Oli tell me—in tlieiiame 
of mercy, tell me ! 

"Why, then ?'* 

" Why, then ? Have yon. not the hesvrt of a human lieing 
in you ? la she not my sister 

"Well ? You liavo done very well for tifteen years with¬ 
out your eiater—why cun you not do as well now ? You 
don^t recollect her—you don't love her," 

" Not love her ? I would die for her—flie for you if you 
will but lielp me to sue her !'' 

" You would, would you ? And if I bmuglit you to her, 
what then ! What if she were Pelagia herself, what then ? 
Slio is happy enough ftow, ami ricii cnougli. Could you 
make her happier or richer ? ” 

" Can yi>u ask ? I must—I will—recluiin her from itlie 
infamy in which I am sure slie lives, 

"Ah ha, sir monk I 1 expected as much. I know, none 
knows better, what those hno words nican. Tlie burnt 
child dreads the lire ; but the burnt old w^oman quenches 
it, you will Bud. Now listen. 1 do not say that you shall 
not see her—I do not say that Pelagia herself is not the 
woman whom yon seek—but—you are in my power* Don't 
frown and pout. 1 can deliver you m a slave to Arsehius 
when I choose. One word from me to Oreates, and you are 
in fetters as a fugitive.^ • 

" I will escape 1" cried he,fiercely. 

"Escape me ?"—She laughed, pointing to the toraph— 
"He, who, if yon Bed beyond Kof, or'dived to the depths 
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of thd oceatLj could make them dead lips confeBs where you 
woTOt arid command deiiiotifi to bear you back to me upon 
thoir wings ! lilscjipo nie! Hotter to obey me, and see 
your sister*^ ^ 

rhiiaminon shmldererl, and anbmitted* The spell of the 
woman’s eyo, tfie ^rror of lier words, which he half bo 
lieved, and the ago?iy of longing, conquered him, and he 
g^ped out— 

“ I will obey you—only—only- 

■'Only yon uro not quite H man yet, but hidf a monk 
stillj eh ? I must know that before I help you, my pretty 
boy. Are yon u monk still, or a man 

What do you mean ?" 

Ah, ha, lia!^’ hwighod she shrilly* "And these 
Christian tloga don't know wliat a man means ? Are you 
a monk, then? leaving the man alone, above your utx* 
dcis tan ding/' 

?—I am a student of philosophy.” 

But ]to man ? 

"I am a mail, I suppose,” 

"I don't ; if you liud hocii, you would liavo been making 
love like a man to that heathuii waiiiau many a month 
ago.” 

** r—to her ? ” 

" Yes, —to her !” said Miriam, tsoanjely imitating his 
toTie^of shocked humility. "1. the poor penniless boy- 
scholar, to her, the grout, rich, wise, \vorBhip])cd eho- 
philosopher, wht> holds the ’acred keys of the inner shrine 
of the east wind—-and jnst because I am a man, and the 
handi^/mest man in Alexandria, and she a woman, and the 
vainest woman in Alexandria, and therefore I am stronger 
than she, and can twist her round my finger, and bring her 
to her kneefl at my feet when I like, os soon as I open my 
eyes, and discover that I am a man. Eli, boy P Did she 
ever teach you that among her mathematics and meta- 
physics, and gods and^goddcaaea ?” 

Philammon stood blushing ^scarlet. The sweet poison 
hod entered, and every vein glowed with it for the flnt 
time in his life. Miilam saw her ad'vontage. 
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" There^ tliero—don't be frightenetl at your now lesson. 
After all, 1 liked you from tho tirwt moment 1 saw you, and 
aoked the terapli about you^ lutd 1 got an answer—!»ncli an 
answer !—Yon shall know it some day. ^ At all events, it 
got the poor old Boft-heartecl Jewess on ibrowiTig away her 
money. Did yon ever guess from wh|>in your inonthlv 
gold'pkcQ eamo ?” t 

Philamnmn started, and Miriam burst into loud, shrill 
laughter. 

'^From Hypatia, Jll warrant! From the fair (im^k 
woman, of ccjursu^vaiii oliild fjiat you are—iiovw tliink- 
ing of the poor old Jewess*” 

And did you ? did yon P” gnspoit Philammon* Have 
1 to thank you, then, for that sti'angc genei'osity 

*'!Not to thank me, but to oliey me; for mind, I can 
prove your dsibt to me, every oboh and elfiiru it if f clit)oso. 
But don't fojir; I won't be hard on you, just because yon 
are in my power. 1 hate c\'ery (Uic who is not so. As 
Rooii us T ?iave a hold on theiuj begin U> love them. OM 
folks, liko cliiUlren, aro fond r>f tlicir own playtbirjg^.” 

" Ainl I am j’ovirs, then ?” said riiihunTiion fiercely. 

You areinrleed, my bmutiful boy,’’ answered she, look' 
ing up with so insinuating a Budlc tliat he could ti<»t be 
angry. “ After all, I know how to toss jiiy halls gently— 
and for these forty years I have only lived to make young 
folks happy; so you need not bo afraid of tho poor^soft- 
hearted old woman, Jfow—you saved Orestes's life yester¬ 
day.” 

did you find out that ? ” 

'*1? I know oveiything, I know what tlio swpllowa 
say whan they pass oaeh other on tho wing* and whut tho 
fishes think of in the summer sea. You, too, will bo^able 
to gtioRS some day, without the tei?,.ph's fiel 2 >. .,But ii> the 
meantime you must enter Orestes's service, WJiy P—^Whafc 
ore you hesitating about ? Do you not know tliat you aro 
high in his favor ? He will make you eecretm'—mise yon 
to be chamberlain some day^ if you know liow to makegood 
Qso of your fortune,” 

Philammon stood in astonished silence ; and at laat,— 
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“ Servant to that man ? What care I for him or hia 
honors Why do yon tantalize me thns F I have no wkh 
on earth hut to eee my sister 1 ” 

** Yon will he far more likdy to see her if you belong to 
the court of a great othoer—perhaps more than an officer— 
til an if you remuig a penniless monk. Wot that I believe 
yon. Your only ij^isli on earth, eh F Do you not care, 
then, ever to see tlio fair Hypatia again ? ” 

“ J ? Why should I not see her ? Am I not her pupil ? " 
“She will not have pupils tutkiIi longer, my child. Tf 
you wisJi to hoar Kor wisilpin—and much good may it do 
you—you must go for it lienccfortli somewhat nearer to 
Orestes's palace than the Iccture-rooni is. Ah! you 
start. Have I found you an argument now ? Wo-Mjsk no 
questions. I explain nothing to monks. But toko these 
letters ; to-niorrow morning at the third hour go to 
Orestes's paliLco, and ask for his secretary, Ethan the 
OliaMoo. 8ay boldly that you bring important news of 
state ; and then follow your star: it is a fairer one than you 
fancy, <fO ! obey nir, or you see no Bister." 

Philammori felt himself trappeil; but, after all, what 
might not this Btmnge woman do for liini ? It seemed, if 
not his only path, still his nearest ]iath to Pelagia; and in 
the meanwhile ho wiis in the hag's power, and he must 
submit to !hs fiito; so ho took the letters and went out. 

“And HO you think that you are going to have her ?” 
chuckled Miriam Ui heih^elf, when i^iiihimjnon went out, 
“ To make a penitent of her, oh ?—a nun, or asho-hermit; 
to set her to a]jppase your (fwl by crawling on all-fours 
among the mummies for twenty years, with a chain round 
her noc^k and ft clog at her ankle, fancying hcraelf tdl the 
while ilic bride of tlie Na^reno ? And you think that old 
Miriam is going to give her up to you for that P Wo, no, 
sir monk [ IJcUcrslio werodetwl! * . . Follow your dainty 
bait 1—follow it, as the donkey docs the grass which hU 
driver oilers him, always on inch from his nose . . . Yon 
in my power and Orcstea in my power I . * . I muet 
negotiate that new loon to-morrow, I supper. . . . I shall 
never ho paid. The dog will ruin me, after all! How 
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mucli ts it^ now P Let me sec. . . . And aKe Itogftn 
fambling in her eeeritoirej over bonds and notes of honiL 
'' I shall never be paid ; but power !—to liave power I To 
see those heatlion slaves and Christian hounds plotting and 
vaporing, and fanoyingthomBelves the masters of the world, 
and never dreaming that we arc pulling tlie strings, and 
that they are our pupi>eta!—we, t^^e diildreii of the 
promiaea—wc, The Kation—we, the seed of Abndiani! 
Poor foola ! 1 eould nlmost pity them, oa I think of thoir 
faces when Messioli comes. a?id they lind out who were tho 
true lords of the world, afUu' all ! . . , He must be Em¬ 
peror of the fcSmUli, though, that OroBtes ; he in list, though 
I have to lend liiin Ihipliucl's jewels to make him so. For 
he must marry the Creek woman* Ho shall. She Imtos 
him, of course. , , . So iniieh the deeper revenge for me. 
And she loves that monk* [ saw it in her eyes there mtJm 
garden, So imicli the bettor forme, too, Ife will dongle 
willingly enough at Orestes's heels for tho eako of being 
near her—poor f(Kil ! We will make him Becrotaiy, or 
chanibcrlaifi* Ho hjis wit enough for it, they my, or for 
anything. So Orestea and he sliall be the two jaws of my 
iiincers, to aqueoKO what I wiuit out of tliat Creek Jeaebel, 

, , , And then, thou for the black agate ! *' 

Was tho end of lier speech a bath^w* P Pei'liaps not; for 
os ahe spoke tJie last word, slie drew from lier Imsom, where 
it huii^j round her neek by h cliain, a broken taliaman, 
exactly similar to the one which she coveted bo li&'ccly, 
and looked at it loJig anrl lovingly—kissed it—^wept over it 
—spoke to it—fondled it in her arms as a mother would a 
child—murmured over it siiatchca of lullabjoa; and her 
grim, withered features grew softer, puj-er, grander; and 
rOBB ennobled, for a moment, to their long-lost might- 
have-beeti, to that personal ideal which every soul brings 
with it into the world, which aliines, dim and potential, in 
the face of every sleeping faaho, before it htis been scarred, 
and distorted, and encrusted in the long tragedy oE life. 
Sorceresa she was, pander and slave-dealer, ateeped to the 
lips in falsehood, ferocityi and avarice^ yet that paltry 
fftone brought homo to her some thought, true, spiritual, 
i8 
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impalpable, tinmarketable, before which all her treaanrei 
and all her ambition were aa wortlilces in her own eyes aa 
they were in tlie eyes of the angels of God, 

But little did think tliat at the ^ome moment a 

brawny, clownish monk wj^a standing in Cyrira private 
chamber, and iiid^ilged with the special honor of a onpof 
good wine in tlie pq^triarcVs vory presence, was telling to 
him and Arsenins the following history :— 

iio I, finding that the Jews hful cliartered this pirato- 
ghip, went to the imister tlicreof, and finding favor in hia 
eyes, hired myself to row tbereiu, being sure, from what I 
hod overheard from tlie Jews, that she was destined to 
bring the news to Alexafidria as quickly us possible* 
Therefore, fulfilliiig the work which his ITolinesa had ia- 
trnstod to my incapacity, I embarked, and rowed con¬ 
tinually among the rest ; und being nnskilled in such 
labor, Tcccivod many curses and stripes in tlie caoso of tlie 
Oliurch—tho wliitsh I trust arc laid to my account here¬ 
after. MoJ'eover, Satan entered nito me, desiring to slay 
me, and almost tore me aaiitiderj so that I vomited much, 
and lojithedall manner of meut. Kevertheloaa, I rowed on 
valiantly, being such as I am, vomiting continually, till 
the heathens were movtd witli wonder, and forbore to boat 
mo, giving me strong liquors in pity ; therefore I rowed 
all the more valiantly day and night, trusting that by my 
unworthinoBB the cause of the Catholic Church might bo in 
BOme alight wise aaaistoth" 

''And so it is, quoth Cyril* '^Why do you not ait 
down, man 

Pardon mo,” quoth the monk, with a piteous gesture; 
"of aiftiiig OB of all comal pluj^urc, cometh. satiety at the 
lUBt.^ 

" And noif,” said Cpil, '"'what reward am I to give you 
for your good service ?” 

" It is reward enough to know that I have done good 
aervico* cvertheli^ if the holy patriarch be bo mclmod 
without loason, there is an ancient Christian, mj mother 
according to the iicHli-” 

** Come to me to-morrow, and she shidl be well ae^OL to. 
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And mind—-look to it, if I make you not a deaetm of tho 
city, when I promote Peter," 

The monk kiyised hk siiperior'e hand artd withdrevr^ 
Cyril turnod to Arflcnius, hetrayed for opeo into geniality 
by his dcliglit, and smiting lik thigh— 

Wo have beaten tlie heathen for oiico, eh?" And 
thoHj in'tlic twiual artificial tone of aTiiCeelefiiafitic—**And 
what would my father recorrimeiKl in fnrtiieranco of the 
advanfaigo so mercifully thrown into oiir Jiand ?" 

Arseni ns was silent. 

*'I,"wcnt on Cyril, “ehonl*} he inclined to aimounce 
the nowH this ’vor}’' night, in my sermon." 

ArKeniuB shook his head. 

“Why not ? why not ?" asked Cyril impatiently. 

“Hotter to keep it aeeret till others tell it. Reserved 
knowledge is always reserved strength ; and if tlie man, as 
I hope he does not, intends evil to the Chureh, let him 
commit himself boforo you use your knowItMigo against 
him. True, yon may have a seniple of coiiecicnce ns to 
the lawfuhieBS of allowing a sin which you might prevent. 
To me it soema that the ain lies in the will rather than in 
the deed, and that sometimeis—I only say sOJnetimes—it 
may bo a moarts of saving the sinner to nllow Ids root of 
iniquity to bcjir fi nit, and fill him witli his own devices." 

“ DangoTOUS doctrine, my father,” 

* “ Ijikg all sound doctrine—a savor of life or of t^eaih, 
according aa it is received. 1 Imvc not said it to the mnlti- 
tadea, but to a discerning brother. And even politically 
apoaking—let him commit himself, if he be really plotting 
rebellion, and then apeak, and smite his Babel towo^.” 

“ You think, then, that he does not know of Heracliank 
defeat already Y " 

“ If he does, ho will keep it secret from the pcqple; and our 
chanooe of turning them suddenly will be nearly the same," 
Good. After all, the existence of the Catholic Church 
in Alexandria depends on this straggle, and it is well to be 
wary. Be it so. It is well for me that I have yon for an 
adviser, *' 

And thus Cyril, usually the moat impatient and intract* 
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able of plotters, gave in, as Yfise men should, to a wiser 
man than himself, and made up his mind to keep the 
secret, imd to command the monk to keep it also, 
Philammon, afin-r a sleoploss night, and a welcome visit 
to the pnbliu bflitlis, which the Roman tyranuy, wiser in 
ita generation thai^ modern liberty, provided so liberally 
for its victinis, set ferth to the Prefect's palace, and gave 
his mossiige ; but Orestes, who htid been of late Monishing 
the Alexandrian public by an iin wonted display of alacrity, 
was alrciuly in tho adjoining Basilica. 1'liither the yon th 
was conducted by an apparitor, and led up the centre of 
the ouormona hall, gorgeous witli Irescoes and colored 
marbles, and surrounded by aisles and galleriea, in which 
tho inferior magistrates were hcari/ig causes, and doing 
such justice aa the complicated teclmicalities of Boman 
law chose to mete out* Thmugh a crowd of anxious 
loungers tho youth paased to the apse of the upper end, in 
which tho Prefect's tlirone stood empty, and then turned 
into a side chamber, where ho found himsdf alone with tho 
secretary, a portly Chaldeo eiinucli, with a sleok pale face, 
small pig^s eyes, and an enormous turban, Tlie man of 
pen and paper took the letter, openetl it with solemn delib* 
cration, and tlion, springing to hU feet, darted out of the 
room ill most undiguified haste, leaving Philammon to 
wait and wonder. In half an hour lie returned, his little 
eyes growing big with soujc groat idea* ^ 

“ Youth ! your star is in the asonidant; you are tho 
fortunate bearer of fortunate news ! Hk Excellency him¬ 
self comniiinds your preaence," And the two went out. 

In aijother chamber, the door of which waa guarded by 
armed men, Orestes was walking up and down in high ex¬ 
citement, looking somewhat the worse for the events of the 
post night, aad making occasional appeals to a gold goblet 
which stood on the tabic. 

" Hal Ho other than my preserver himself] Boy, I 
will make your lonunp* Miriam says that you wish to 
enter my serrioo," ^ 

Philammon, not knowing what to say, thought tho beat 
answer would be to bow as low as he oould. 
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'‘At, ha I Graceful, hut not quite according to ett 
quette. You will soon t«ieh him^ eli, SecretuTy ? Now to 
buaiaess. Uand mo the notes to sign and seaL To the 
Prefect of the Statiouariea^^—^ 

Hero, your Excellency*” 

** To tlie Prefect of the Corn market—how many wheat- 
shipa have yon ordered to he unladen 
“ Two, your Excellency.^' 

'' Well, that will be largeas enough for the tirao being* 
To the Defender of the Pleba—the devil break hi a neck 1 ” 
“ He may be truste^l, moat ijoble ; he is bitterly joaloua 
of Cyril's influence* And moreover, he owes my inaigni- 
ficance much money.” 

** Qoof] 1 Now the notea to tho Gaol-masters, about tho 
gladiators*” 

“ Here, your Excellency,” 

To Hypatia* No* 1 will honor my bride elect with 
my own illustrious presence. As 1 live, here is a morning's 
work for a man with a racking htwloche ! ” 

“ Your ExceUency has the strength of ueven. May you 
live for ever ! ” 

And reallyt OreBtea’s power of getting throngli business, 
when he chose, was suprising enough* A cold heail and 
a colder heart make many things easy. 

But PhOammon's whole sou fw^w on those words. 

‘*^IIis bride elect I” . * * Waa it that Miriaui's hints of the 
day before had raised some sulhsh viaionSj, or was il pity 
and horror at Biich a fate for her—for his idol ?—But he 
passed five minutes in a dreitm, from which he was 
awakened by the soiiud of another and still dearer name. 
And now, for Pelagia* We can but try.” * 

" Your Excellency might offend tho Goth**' 

Curse the Ooth I Ho sliall have his choice of all the 
beauties in Alexandria^ and be count of Pentapolis if he 
likes. But a spectacle I must have; and no one hut 
Pelagia can dance Venus Anadyomcne,” 

Philummon's blood rushed to his heart, and then back 
again to his brow, as be reeled with horror and shanie* 

** The people w^ be mad with joy^to see her an the stage 
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once Enure. Little they thought, the brutes, how I was 
plotting for their amuacment, eren when as drunk as 
Silonus/' 

Your nobilitj only lives for the good of your slaves/' 
“ Here, boy 1 Ho fair a lady requirea a fair Tneaseiiger. 
You ahall ontor on iny service at once, and eony this letter 
to Pelagia. Why wliy do you not eomo and take it ?" 

To Pelagia ? ’* gjispcd the youth, In the theatre ? 
Publicly ? Venus Anudyomene P" 

Yo 3 , fool! Were you, too, drunk last night after all ? " 
" Slid, is niy sister 

Well, and wl)at of that ? IJfl'ot tlmt I believe you, you 
villain I So J ” said Ort^stos, who comprehended the matter 
in im instant* “ Appiiritora 1" 

The door oiienod, and the guard aiipcared* 

Iloro is li good boy who is inclined to make a fool of 
himrtelf. Keep liim out of harm's way for a few days. 
But don’t luirt Inm ; for, after all, he saved iiiy life yester¬ 
day, wlmn you econndrels ran away/"* 

And, witlioiit further a(]o, the Implesayouth was collared, 
and led down a vaulted posBuge into the guard-room, amid 
the jeers of tho guard, who seemed only to owe him a 
grudge for liis yesterday’s prowess, and showed great 
aliwjrity in fitting him with a heavy set of irons; which 
done, he was thrust head foremost into a cell of tho prison, 
locked in, and left to his meditatluua. 
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OlfE STOOPS TO COKQl^ER- 

'' But, fairest Hypatia, conceive yom^elf struck in the 
jface by a great atone, several liuiuJrcil howling wretches 
leaping up at you like wild beasts—two in juntos more, and 
you are torn limb from limb. What would even you do iu 
aucli a ease 

t Let them tear mo limb from Uiiib, anti tlio as 1 have 
lived/^ 

Ah, but—™ Wlioii it came to fact, and death was 

staring you iu tbo face ? ” 

And why sliouLd man fear death Y*’ 

Ahem 1 Nt^ not death, of cniirse ; luit the aet of 

dying. That may l>o, sumlj, under sucli eirciiPristaiiccs, 

to say the least, lUsugrecaldc. Jf our ideal, Julian the 

Great, foatid u tittlo dissiniuIatLou nocesHary, niul wiin even 

a better Ohristiari tlmn T ?iave ever (ireteiidwl tf> las till 

ho found himaoJf able to throw otF Uio mask, rJiv fibonld 

■ 

not I ? Consider mo as a lower being than your?iuJf—ouo 
of the herd, if you will ; but a penitent member tlijireof, 
who oomcfl to make the fullest possible reiianition, by 
doing any desperate deed on which yf>ii may cliooi^o to put 
him, and prove my self us able and willing, if onco I have 
the power, aa Julian liimselL’^ , 

Such was tlie conversation which passed between Hy¬ 
patia and Orestes hutf an hour after Philammou had taken 
poaseaflion of his new aboil e, * 

Hypatia looked at the Prefect with calm penetration, not 
nnmixed with acorn and fear, 

** And pray what has produced this sudden change in 
your hlxeeUency^a eamestiiess ? For four months your 
promises have been lying fnllow.^^ She did not oo^eei 
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how glad Bhe would have been at heart to see them lying 
fallow atiU* 

^^Becauee- This moTnmg I have news; which I 

tell to you the firsj oa a compliment. We will take care 
that all Alexandria knows it before sand own. Uezaclian 
has conquered/^ 

Conquered ?** cried Hypatia^ springing from her seat. 

Conquered, and utterly destroyed the emperor's forces 
at Ostia. So says a messenger on whom I can depend. 
And even if the news slioiild prove false, I can prerent 
the contrary report from ^sprcjuding, or what is the use 
of being prefect ? You demur ? Do yon not see that 
if we can keep the notion alive but a week our cause is 
won 

“ Ilow so ?" 

I have treated already with all the officers of the city, 
and every one of them has acted like a wise mori, and 
given TOO a pnuniac of help, conditional of course on Kera- 
clian's success, being uri tirt‘ci us 1 uin of that pricst-riddon 
court at Byzantiuni, Mureovor, the stationarios are mine 
already. So are tbo soldiery all the way up tlie Nile, Ah! 
you have been fancying me idle for these four moTiths, 

but- You forget that you yoiirBolf were ilio prize of 

my toil. Could 1 be a sluggard with that goal in sight P” 

Hypatia shuddered, but was silent ; and Oroates went on ‘ 

I have unhid on acveml(d the wheat-ahipa for enormous 
largesses of bre^id : though those raacally monks of 
benne had nearly foreatalled my bcncvolorLcej and 1 was 
forced to bribe a doacf>u or two, buy up tlio stock tlioy had 
sent down, and retail it again as iny own. It is really 
most officious of tliera to persist in feeding gratnitouBly 
half the poor of tho city I What possiblo busincBs have 
they with Alexandria ?" 

“The wish for popalarity, I preaumo/* 

“ Just so ; and then what hold can the govemmeni have 
on a set of roguca who^e stomachs are filled without" our 
help ?” 

“Julian mode tho same compfuint to the high priest of 
ChJatia, in that priceless letter of his.^' 
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''Ahj you will set that all rights you know, ahortlj. 
Thou again, I do not fear Cyril's power just now. He h^ 
injured himself deeply^ I am happy to say, in the opinion 
of the wealthy and educated^ by expelling the Jews* And 
as for his mob, exactly ut the right moment, the deities— 
there are no monks here, so I can attribute my blessings 
to the right source—have sent m such^ il boon as may put 
‘ them into as good a Immor as we nped.” 

'' And what fa that ? asked Hypatia. 

“ A white elephant. 

A white elepliaiit ^ 

Yes/' ho answered, mistaking or ignoring the tone of 
her answer. A real, live, white elephant; a thing which 
has not been seen in Alexandria for a hundred years 1 Jt 
wofi passing through with two tamo tigers, as a present 
to the boy at iSyz.mtiiihn, from sumo hTTndrod'wiverl king- 
jet of the IlyporhoroBTi 'raproliauo, or other no-Triaii’s-land 
in tlie far East, t t(»f)k tho liberty of laying an embargo 
on them, and, after a little argiimcnUtioa and a few hints 
of torture, elcphiint and tigers are at oiir service," 

And of what service arc tlicy to be ? " 

My dearest iniulatn- Ouncoivo . . . How are we 

to win the moh without a show ? . • . Wlien were there 
more than two ways of gaining either the whole or part of 
the Koraaji Empire—by force of arms or force of tnimpciy ? 
Can oven you invent a third ? The former is impleaBantly 
oxciting, and hardly practicable just now. The latter 
remains, and, thanks to the white elephant, may bo 
tiiiimphantly succosafnl, I have to oxliibit Hemetliing 
every week. The people arc getting tirefl of that pan¬ 
tomime; and eincD tlm Jews were driven out, the fellow 
has grown stupid and U^, having lost the more entliusi- 
astio half of his spectators. As for horse-racing, they are 
flick of it. . . . Now, suppose wo announce, for the 
earliest possible day—a spectacle—such, a Bpectaclo os never 
wafl seen before in this generation. You and 1—las ex¬ 
hibitor, you flfl repreB6ntativ6«for iho time being only— 
of the Vestals of old—sit sifle by side. . » , Some worthy 
friend has his instructionfl, when the people are beside 
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themaelTes with raptuTe, to cry, 'Long Iito Orestoa 
Cffisurl' . . * Another reminda them of llemclian'B victory 
—another couples your najne with mitic . . * the people 
applaud • • • Boipe Mark Antony ateps forward, aalutes 
me aa Imporator, Augnstua—what you will—the ety is 
taken up—1 refuse as meekly iisJuliuH Cfsaar himself—am 
compelled, blusliihg, to aenept tho honor—I rieo, m^e an 
oration about tlie future indepondenee of tlie southern 
coutioent—union of Africa and Egypt—tlie empire no 
longer to ho divided into Eiwtorn and Westcni, but Nor¬ 
thern and Southern, Shouts of applause^ at two drach- 
ma& per inaUj siiako the skies. Everybody bcliovcs that 
everybody else a])proYCs, and follows tlio lead , , , And 
the thing ia won.''^ 

“ And pra>%" asked Hypatia, crushing down her con¬ 
tempt and dctjijair, how ia this to boar oti the worship of 
the godj; ? 

** Why , . . why ... if you thought that people's 
minds were siifUriently prepared, you might rise in your 
turn, atid make an onition—you can coriceive one. Set 
forth how those apeotiicles, formerly tho glory of Uieeiwpiro, 
had withered under GaLila:au superstition . . , How the 
only path townnl tlio full enjoyment of eye and car was a 
frank rotiivii to those deities, from whose worship they 
originally sprung, and (‘onjiOcLed with whieh they could 
alone he enjoyed in their liorfoction, . , , But I need not 
teach you how to do that which you liavc so often tauglit 
me : so now to consider our spectacle, whicli, next to tJio 
largess, is the most iinpnrtuntpart of our phms, I ought to 
have exhibited to them the monk who so nearly killed mo 
yesterday. That would indeed have been a triumph of the 
laws oYor nbi'istianity. Ke and the wild beasts miglit have 
givcii the people ten minutes' amusement. But wrath con¬ 
quered prudence ; and tho follow has beon crucified those 
two hours. Suppose, thou, we had a little exhibition of 
gladiators. They iwe forbidden by law, certainly/' 

** I'hank Heaven, tliey are !" 

But do you not sco that is' the very resBon why we, to 
asBert our own independence, should employ them F'' 
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** Ko! tbsy ore gone. Let tliem never reappear to dis* 
grace the earth.'' 

dear la<ly, you mnst not in yonr present character 
aay that in public ; lest Cyril ghoald be iinpertinent enough 
to remind you that Christian omperoia and bishops put 
them down*" 

Hypatia bit her !ip, and was aileut, . 

I do not winli to urge any tiling unpleasant to 
you, ... If we could bnt contrive a few niartyrdome— 
but I really fear we must wait a year or two longer, in tho 
present state of imblic opinion, bpforc wrcuti attempt that," 
? wait for over! Did not Juliaji—and ho must 
be our model—forbid the pcrsetmtioii of tlie (lalila^ana, 
considering tiicin auillcieirtly ]junishftd by tlieir own atheism 
and self-torineiiting superstition. ?” 

''Another sfimll error of that great man. lie should 
have recollected that for tliree hundred yoara nothing, rot 
even the glu^lJabors themselves^ had htvn found to [uit the 
mob in such good humor as to sec a few ChriatianSj espe¬ 
cially young and hand some wot nen, burned alive, or tlirown 
to tije lions." 

Hypatia bit her Ii]^ oueo moi^e. ** 1 can hear no moro of 
this, sir. You forget that yon aro speaking to a wonjan." 

"Most supreme wisdom," answered Orestes, in hU 
blandest tone, “you ciiiuiot suppose that I wish to pain 
your earS| But allow me to ohacrvc, as a general thcfy^em, 
that if one wishes to effect any purpose, it is Tiuceeaary to 
nac the means; and on the whole, tfiose which have been 
tested by four hundred years' exj^ericnce will be tho safest, 
T apeak as a plain practical statesman—but surely yout 
philosophy will not diesent ?" 

Hyjiatia looked down in painful thought. What c^uld 
slie answer ? Was it not too true ? and had ,uot Orestes 
fact and experience on his side P 

" Well, if you mnst—but I cannot have gladiators. Why 
not a—one of those battles with w^ld bensts ? They ure 
disgnstiag enough: but still they are less inhuman titan 
tho others ; aud you might surely take precautions to pra^ 
Tent the men being hurt." * 
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** Ah I that would iudeod be a soenttefifi rose \ Tf ihcre 
Ib neither danger nor bloodshed, the charm ia gone. But 
really wild boaste are too oipenaiv© just now ; and if I kill 
down my present menagerioj I can afford no more. Why 
not have aornething which coats no money, like prisoners ?” 

“What 1 do you rank human beings below brutes f” 

“ Heaven forbfd^! But they are practically less expen¬ 
sive;, Kememlwr, that without money, we ai^ powerless; 
we must husband our rcBources for the cauBc of the gode.” 

Uypatia was silent, 

“Now, there are fifty^ or sixty Libyan prisonerB just 
brought in from tho dcsort. Why not lei them tight an 
equal nunjber of Boldiers ? They arc rebcda to the empire, 
takon in war." 

“Ah, then,'' said Hypatia, catching at atiy thread of self- 
justification, “their lives are foi*feit in any tMise.” 

“ Of course. Ho the (Jhristiaiitj could not cotji plain of 
us for that. Did Tiot the most Ohristian Kmperor CJmi- 
stautine set some three hiuidml (Jsrtmin prisoners to 
butcher each other in the aniphifcheiitre of Treves 

“But they refused, and died like heroes, cadi falling on 
hifl own sword." 

*'Ah—those Germans arc always urLmtinagcablo. My 
guards, now, are jnat iis stiff-neeked* 'Fo tell you the 
triitli, [ liave a^ked them already to exliibit their prowess 
on these Libyans, and what do you auppoao they answered 

I'hey refused, I hope." 

They told me in the luoflt insolent tone that they were 
men, and not stage-players ; and hired to fight, and not to 
butcher. 1 expected a Hocratic dialogue after such a dis¬ 
play bf diuloctic, and bowed my golf out." 

They were right," 

'^Not a jloubt of it, from a philosophic point of view ; 
from a practical one they wore great x>edauts, and I an ill- 
used master. However, I can find unfortunate and misun- 
deretood heroes enough in the priaona, who, for the chance 
of thdr liberty, will acquit thcmeclvea valiantly enough; 
and 1 know of a few old gladia\;oTs still lingering about the 
wine shops, who will be proud enough to give them a 
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week^a training. So that may pass. Now for acme lighter 
epeciea of reprosentation to follow—aometbing more or leai 
dramatic*” 

You forget that you epewk to one who trusts to bo, as 
soon as eho bas tho power, the high-priestcHs of Athene, 
and wijo in tlie meanwhile is hound to obey her tutor 
^Julian’s commands to the priests of liie cTuy, ami imitate 
the Galilfl&ans as much in tfieir aljliorrencc for the theatre 
as she hopes hereafter to (lo in thezr care for the widow 
and the stranger*” 

^^Far be it from me to impngJi that groat man’s wisdom. 
But allow mo to remark, that to judge by the present state 
of t!ie empire, one hiis a right to say that he failed.” 

Tho Sun-God whom ho loved took him to himself, too 
by a heroes death*” 

“ And the moment he was removed, the w(tve of Chris¬ 
tian barbarism rolled back again into its old cJiitnueL” 

"Ah 1 hail lie but lived twenty years longer 1" 

*^Tbe Sun-God, perhaps, was tmt so solieitoiis as wo are 
for the flucccaa of his high-priest's pmjoct.” 

Hypatia reddened—was Orestes, after all, laughing in his 
sleeve at her aud her hopes ? 

" JJo not blaspheme ! ” slie said eolemnly. 

'^Heaven forbid ! I only oflfor one poaMiljlc explanation 
of a plain fact. 'J^ho other is, that us Julian was not going 
quite the yight way to work to restore the worship of, tho 
Olympians, the Sun-Ood fou]id it expedient to withdraw 
him from his post, and now sends in his place Hypatia the 
philoaoplier, who will bo wise enough to avoid Julian's 
error, and not copy the Galikeans too closely, by imitating 
a severity of mor^s at which they ai'e tlie only true and 
natural adepts,” ^ 

“ So Julian's orror was that of being too Tiri;uou8 ? If 
it be so, let me copy him, and fail like him. The fault 
will then not be mine, but fate's*” 

" Not in being too virtuous himse]f, most stainless like¬ 
ness of Athene, but in trying to make others so. He for¬ 
got one half of Juvenal's great dictum about ^ Patiem and 
Circenses,' sa the absolute and ovortuling nocessities of 
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rulers. Re tried te give the people the hreail without 
the giuned. , . . Aiid what thanks he receired for his 
enoritiouH munijiGeiiLe^ let himMoif and the good folks of 

Antioch teU—yoji just quoted his Misopogon- 

Ay—the lament of a ixiaii too pure for hia age/' 

** Exactly so. lie should rather have been content to 
keep his purity to jiimsolf, and have gone to Antioch not 
merely as a philosophic high-priest^ with a beard of qiiea- 
tiotmble clean Uii ess, to oJfer BaorifieeB to a god in whom— 
forgive me—nobody in Antioch had hdtevod for many a 
year. Jf he tiiul inodo Ijis on trance with ten thousand 
gladiators, and our white dophiiut, built a theatre of ivory 
and glass in DaphuiC, and proclaimed games in honor of 

the Sun, or of ajiy other member of the Pantheon-" 

Re would Imve acted unworthily of a philosopher.'' 
^'But instead of that one priest draggling up, poor 
devil, through tlie wet gross to the deserted altar with his 
solitary goose nndtir hia arm, he would have had every 
goose in Antiocli—forgive my stealing a pun from Aris¬ 
tophanes—running opou-mouthed to worship any god, 
known or unknown^—and to aec the sights/' 

" Well/' said Hypatia, yielding perforce to Orestes's cut¬ 
ting arguments* ** Let us then restore the ancient glories 
of the Greek drama. Let ua give them a trilogy of ^schy- 
lus or Sophocles* “ 

calm, my dear mailam. The Eu men idea/night do 
certainly, or PhilocLotefl, if wo could hut put Philoctotes to 
real pain, and make the spoctators sure that ho was yell¬ 
ing in gofid earnest.'' 

** Disgusting 1" 

*^'Aut uecessaiy, like many disgusting things," 

'' Why not tiy tbo Pronietheus 

" A magpificent field for stage effect, certainly, What 
with those ocean nymphs in their winged chariot, and 
Ocean on his griffin, * * , But 1 should hardly think it 
safe to re-introducc Zqtis and Hermea to the people under 
the somewhat ugly light in which ^schylus exhibits them," 
''I forgot that," said Uypatia* The Oresteaii trilogy 
will he best, after all/' 
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** Best ? perfect—divine 1 Ah, that it were to he my 
Me to go down to posterity as the happy man who once 
more revived iE&chyhiis'fi mostcrpieceB on a Grecian stage! 

But- Is there not, hogging tho the great 

tragedian, too much reserve in tho Agamemnon for our 
modem taato ? If we could have tlio bath scene repre¬ 
sented on tho stage, and an Agamoiprfon who could be 
' really killed—thougli I would not intiist on that, hecauso 
a good actor might make it a re^tson for refusing the 
purt — but still the murder ought to toko place in 
public,” 

Shocking! an outrage on all the laws of the dramiip 
Does not oven tlie Iloiuan Koj'af^e lay dowti as a mid the 
■—Nec pu€ro» rora^ti papula Mt'Uea IrnculH ? ” 

'' h'airest and wisest, I am fle willing a pupil of the 
dear old Epicurean as any man living—even to tlie fumiah- 
ing of my chaniher ; of whitdi fact the EmpresB of Africa 
may some day assure herseJf, But wo ^tro not now dig- 
cuaaiiig the art of poetry, bat tJic art of reigning, and, 
after all, while lloraee wtid sitting in his easy-chahv giv* 
lug his countrymen goml advice, a private man, wlio 
knew somewhat better than he wUal the nniss admired, 
was exhibiting forty tliouBaiid gladiators at his motheris 
funeral.” 

** But the canon has its foundation in tho eternal laws of 
beauty. It litis been accepted and observed*” 

“Kot ly the people for whom it w;is written. ^Le 
learned Ifypatia has surolynot forgotUm, that within sixty 
years after the Ara Poetica wus writUai, Annajus Seneca, 
or whosoever wrote that very bad tragedy called the Medea, 
found it BO ncee^ry that she should* in desjnte of Ildrmie, 
kill her childreit before the people, that he actually made 
her do it 1 ” , ' 

Hypatia was still silent —foiled at every point, while 
Orestes ran on with provoking glihiieas. 

'' And consider, too, even if wo dare alter ^schylus a 
little, wo could find no one to act him.” 

** Ah, tme I fallen, fallen days I” 

And rosily, after oil, omitting the questionable com-^ 
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plimeDt to me, us candidate for a certain dignity, of having 
my namesake kill his mother, and then bo hunted over the 
stage by furies——” 

But Apollo vindicates and pur ides him at last. What 
a noble occasion that loat scene would give for winning 
them back to their old reverence for the god I 

but al .present tho majority of spectators will 
believe more strongly in the horrors of matricide and furies 
than in Apollo's j}ower to dispense therewith. So that I 
fear must be one of your labors of the future/* 

And it shall be,** said^JIypatia. Bnt she did not speak 
cheerfully* 

Do you not think, moreover/* went on the tempter, 
that those old trsigediea might give somewhat too gloomy 
a notion of thofso deities whom we wish to re-introduce—I 
beg jmrtlon, to rc-honor? The history of tho house of 
Atreus is hardly more <!liccrful, in spite of its beauty, than 
one of Cyril'a st'rmons on tlio clay of judgment, and tlie 
Tartarus prepared for haplcsa rich people 

“Well/* said llyoalia, more and more liatlcHsly; '‘it 
might bo more prudent to sluiw them lirst the fairer and 
more gmopful Kido of the old Myths. Certainly the great 
age of Athenian tragedy had its playful reverse in the old 
comedy.** 

** And uncortatii Dionyeiue sports and processions which 
ehoJl he nameless, ju order to awaken a prope^ devotion 
for the gods in those wlio might not he able to appreciate 
jdischylus and Sophocles.*' 

“ You would not rc-introdiico them ? 

" Pallas forbid ! but give m fair a substitute for them aa 
wo can/* 

''And are wc to degrade ourselves because the masses are 
degraded ?" 

“ Not in the loaet. For my own part, tliis whole busi¬ 
ness, like the catering for the weekly pantomimes, is as 
great a bore to me as it could have been to Julian himselfl 
But, tnj dearest madam—"Panem and Oiroenses—they 
must be put into good humor ; and there is but one way 
—^bj 'the lust of the desh, aud the lust of the eye, and 
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the pride of life/ a& a certain Qnlilasaii correctly defines 
the time-honored Botnnn mothod.^^ 

** Put them into good humor ? I wish to luetrute them 
afroah for the ecrvice of the goda* If we, ninet have comic 
iiepreaentationHj we cun only liuve them conjoined to trag* 
edy, whichj a& Aristotle de£neB it, will purify tiieir ufifeo- 
tione hy pity end terror," , 

OresteH smiled, 

I certainly can have no objection to bo good a purpose. 
But do you not think that the battle between thegladiatfirfl 
and the Libyans will have doi\e that Bufficiently ^ before¬ 
hand ? 1 can conceive nothing more fit for that end, unlesa 
it be Xerox's method of eonding liia guanls among the 
spectators themsclv^, and thro whig tlicni down to the 
wild beasts in the arena. How thoroughly purified by 
pity and terror must every worthy sliop-kecpcr Inive been, 
when he Hut itnccrtaiii whether he might not follow bis fat 
wife into the olaws of tlie nearogt lion ! " 

You are pleased to be witty, sir/' said Hypatia, hardly 
able to conceal her disgust. 

My dearest brido elect, T only meant the most luu-mleaa 
of reductionCH ad absurdum of on abstract canon of Aris¬ 
totle, with whicii T, who amaPlatouist after my mistress's 
model, do not happen to agree. But do, I beseech you, be 
ruled, not by nu,, but by your own wlsdnin. You cannot 
bring the people to appreciate your designa at the^first 
sight, l^ou are too wise, too pure, too lofty, too far-sighted 
for them. And therefore you must get power to compel 
them, Julian, after alt, found it necessary to compel—-if 
he had lived seven years more lie would have found it nec¬ 
essary to perseento," 

‘‘'The gods forbid that—that such a wMseBsity should 
over arise here." 

“ The only way to avoid it, believe me, ia to olluTe and 
to indulge. After all, it is for their good." 

“ True," sighed llypatia, “ Have your way, sir." 

Believe me, you shall have yours in turn, I ask yon 
to be ruled by me now, only that you may be in a position 
to mie me and Africa hereafter/' 

19 



290 


HYPATIA* 


** And such an Africa I Well, if they are bom low and 
earthly, they must, I suppose, be treated as such ; and tlie 
fault of such a neceBsity is Nature’s, and not ours.—Yet it is 
most degrading —Hut Htill, if the only method by which 
the philosophic fow can assume their rights, as the divine]y- 
appoittted rulers of the world, is by indulging those lower 
beings whom thej govern for their good—why be it bo. It 
is no worse necessity than many another which the servant 
of the gods must endure in days like these. 

Ah/' said Orosttw, refusing to hear the sigh, or to see 
the bittemcHfl of the lip ufhich accouipanied the speech— 
now Hy 2 >atifl is herself again; and my counsellor, and 
giver of deep and celestial rci^sons for all things at which 
poor I nan only snatch and guess by vulpine cunning. So 
now for OUT ligliter ciitertaiiimont. What sliall it bo 
'‘^Wliut you will, provi(:le<l it ho not, as moat such are, 
unfit for the eyes of inodeat women, 1 have no skill in 
catering for folly." 

A pantomime, then ? Wo nmy make that as grand and 
ns signi /lean Iaa w'c will, and expend too on it all our treas¬ 
ures in the way of gewgaws autl wild boasts/' 

“As you like.” 

‘'Just cemaider, too, what a scope for mythologie learn¬ 
ing a pantominie affonh. Why not have a triumph of 
some deity ? Conld I Chimmit myself more boldly to the 
Borvico of the gods 1 No^—who slmll it he , 

Pallas—unless, as T siip^ioso, she is too modest and too 
Bober for your Alcximdriai"i ?" 

''Yea—it docs not seem to me that abe would be ap¬ 
preciated—at all evonte for the pnwent. Why not try 
Aphnwlito ? Christians as well as Pagans will Ihoroughly 
understand her; and I know no one who would not de¬ 
grade tJm,virgin gmldess by represeuting her, except 
a certain lady, who lias already, I hop<.s (H>nscnted to sit in 
that very character, by the side of her too much honored 
olftve ; and one Palhw is enough at a time in any theatre.” 

Hypatia shuddered. He took it all for granted, then— 
and claimed her conditional promise to the uttermost, 
WoB there no escaped She longed to spring up and nuh 
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away, into tlio stroets, into tho draoi't—anything to breork 
the bideoue net ivhichalie bad wound aronjid herself. And 
yet—was it not the oauso of the god a— the one object of 
her life? And after ull^ if Jio the hateful wjie to bo her 
emperor^ she ut least was to bo an omprofifi ; and <]o wliat 
alie would—and half in irony, and half in the attempt to 
^ hurl herself perforce into that which ,phe know that she 
must go through, ant! forget misery inactivity, aho an¬ 
swered as cheerfully as she could. 

“Then, my goddess, thou must wait the plcnsiiroof theqp 
base ones! At leaijt the young, Apollo wtU Jmvo charms 
even for them," 

“Ah, but who will represent hiiin ? Tina puny gen¬ 
eration does not produce sneh figures as Pyliulesaud l^^lthyl- 
lus—except among those Goths. J^esidos, Apollo must 
have golden hair ; and our Greek I’uce has intermixed, 
itself HO ahamofully with tlirse Egyptians, that our Btagc- 
troo’^ is as dark Androiiiocla, and we should liave to apply 
aga^ > those acursed Goths, who liave nearly " (with a bow) 
** all k.o hoauty, am! nearly all the money and tlie powTj*, 
and will, I suspect, liave the rest of it before Iain safe out 
of this wicked world, becauae they have not nearly, luit 
quite, till the courage. Kow—Shall wc ask a Goth to dance 
Apollo ? for we can get no one else.” 

Hypatia amiltMl in spite of hcnielf at the notion. “ That 
would bqtoo shameful! I must forego the gml of Jight 
himself, if 1 am to see him in tho person of a clumay biir- 
barian.” 

Then why not try tny despised and rejected Aplirodito ? 
Suppose we had her triumph, finishing with a<lancG of Ycniu 
Anodyomene. Surely that is n graceful myth onougli." 

“ As a myth ; but on the stage in reality ?" 

“ Jfot woT«e than what this Chriatian city hui boen Iook- 
ing tit for many a year. lYo shall not ruu any danger of 
corrupting morality, be Bare." 

Hypatia blusluKL 

Then you must not ask for my help/' 

** Or for your presence at the spectacle ? For that bo 
Buro is a necessary point. You are too great a person, my 
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dearest madom^ in the eyes of these good folks to be allowed 
to absent yourself on such an occasion. If my little strat¬ 
agem succeedsf it will be half owing to the fact of the peo¬ 
ple knowing thaUn crowning me^ they orowa Hypatia. . , . 
Come now—do you not see that as yon must ne^a be fres- 
eui at Uieir liarmlcss scrap of mythology^ taken from the 
authentic and imdr^ubtcdliiatoricH of those very gode whoso 
worship wo intend to i^estore, you will consult your own 
comfort most in agreeing to it cheerfully, and in lending 
me yoiir wisdom tow«irda arranging it ? Just conceive 
now, a'triumph of Aphrt^dite^ entering preceded by wild 
beasts led in chsiiia by Cupids, the white elephant and all 
^wlmt a Held for the plastic art! You might have a 
thousand groupings, dispersious, regroupings, in as per¬ 
fect biia-rclicf style as thotio of any Hephoclean drama. 

Allow me only to take this paper and pen- 

And he began sketching rapidly group after group, 

“ Not so ugly, surely ?” 

“ They are very beautiful, I cannot deny, said poor 
Hypatia. 

“Ah, sweetest E tn press! you forget sometimes that 
I, too, world-worm as I am, am a Greek, with as intense a 
love of the beautiful m even you ynuTsolf liave. Do not 
fancy that every violathu^ of correct taste does not torturo 
me m kecTily as it does you. 8omo day, I hope, you will 
havq learned to pity and to excuse the wretched compromise 
between that which ought to bo and that which can be, in 
which we hapless atatesmcTf must struggle on, hulf-stunted, 
and wholly miaumleratood—Ah, well 1 Look, now, at 
these fauns and dryads among the shrubs upon the stage, 
pausing in startled wonder at the hrst blast of music which 
proqlaims the exit of the goddess from her temple/^ 

“ The temple P Why, where are you going to exhibit ? " 
In the Theatre, of course. Where else pantomimes ? " 
“ But will the spectators have time to movo all the way 
from the Amphitheatre after that—those^—” 

''The Amphitheatre P We^ehall exhibit the Libyansi 
too, in the Theatre.” 

'' Combats in the Theatre sacred to Dionusos ? ” 
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“ dear lady —penitfintJy—I know it is an offence 
dgainst all the laws of the drama. ^ 

** OIij worse than that! Consider what an impiety 
toward the god, to desecrate his altar with bloods]icd P " 
Fairest devotee, recollect that, after all, T may fairly 
borrow BionuBos’s altar in thU my extreme need \ for 1 
Bayed its very existence for him, by proven ting the 
magiatratos from filling np the whole oreiicstra with 
benches for tl^e patricians, after tlic barbarous Homan 
ftehiou. And besides, what possiblo sort of repress nto- 
tion, or misrepresentjvtion, !uis not been exhibitwV in every 
theatre of the empire for the last four hundred years ? 
Flavo We not had tumblers, eonjiirefs, allegories, martyr- 
doms, marriftgBSj cloiihants on the tight-rope, learned 
horses, and learned asses too, if we may trust Apulejus of 
Madaura ; with a good many other speetjtcles of wdiieli wc 
must not sjicak in the presence of a ycHbU ? It is an ago 
of execrable and wo must act a<*cordingly/^ 

All! ” answered Hypatia j '* the first step In the down¬ 
ward career of tlio di'ania began when the BucccMMora of 
Alexander dared to profane thc«t]-os wliieli bud iX‘-t'choecl 
the choruBes of Hophoclos and Eurijiidos by flcgriaUng the 
altar of Diomisos into a stage for pantomimes I" 

“ Which your pure mind nnist, doubtless, consider not 
so very irmcli better than a little fighting. But, after all, 
the Ptolfunies could uoj do other wise. Vou can onTyJiave 
Soplioolean dramas in a 8oi>houlean age; and theirs was 
no more of one than ours is, and bo the drama din! a nat¬ 
ural dewth j and when that happens to man or thing, you 
may weep over it if you will, but you muBt, after aHy bury 
it, and get something else in its place—except, of course, 
the woTshij) of the gods/' , 

am glad that you except that, at least,” said Ifypiatia, 
somewhat bitterly. But why not use the amphitlnwtre 
for both spectacles ? ” 

What can I do ? I am over head and ears in debt 
already ; and the amphitheatre is half in ruins, thanks to 
that fonatic edict of the late emperor's iigainst gladiators. ■ 
There is no time or money for repdring it; and besides, 
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how pitiful a poor hundred of combatants will look in an 
arena built to hold two thousand 7 Consider^ luy dearest 
lady, in what fallen times we live I" 

“ I do, indeed J anid Hypatia. But I will not eee 
the altar polluted by blood. It is the desecration wliich it 
has undergone already which has provoked tho god to 
withdraw the poetic inspiration." 

“ [ do not doubt the fuck Some curse from Heaven, 
certainly, has fallen on our poets, to judge by thoir exceed¬ 
ing bjvinrm Indeed, 1 am inclined to attribute tlie insano 
vagaries of the water-driiiVing monks and nuns, like those 
of the Argivo women, to tho saino celestial anger. But I 
will sec that the sanctity of the altar is preserved, by con- 
flning the cennhat to tho stage. And as for the iKintomime 
which will follow, if yoih would only fall in with my fancy 
of the triumph of Aphmditc, HionuMos would lianlly refnae 
his altar for the glorihcatioii of his own lady-love.” 

“ Ah—that myth is a late, and in rny opinion a degraded 
one. 

'^'Bo it HO : hut recollect, that another myth makes her, 
and not without rctwoii, the mother of all living beings. 
Be suits that Dionusoa will have noohjeedion, or any otlier 
god either* to allow her to make her children feel her con- 
e|uerijig might; fortliey alt know well enough, that if we 
can once get her well woriihipped here, all Olympus will 
follojv in her train.” „ 

** That was spoken of the celestial A pi iroilite, whose sym¬ 
bol is the tortoise, the oniMem esf douicstic modesty and 
chastity : not of that baser randoniic one," 

‘*Thon wo will take care to make the people aware of 
whom they arc admiring by exliibiting in tho triumph 
whole legions of tortoises: and you yourself shall write 
the chant, while I wiU see that the chorus is worthy of 
what it to Bing* No mere squeaking double flute and 
a pair of boys : but a whole army of oyelops and graeee, 
with Bucb trebles and ^ucli bass*voices I It shall make 
CyriTs ears tingle in liia palace J " 

Tho chant I A noble office for me, truly I That is the 
very part of the absurd spectacle to which you used to say 
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the people neyer drenmed of attcndiug. All wliicli !a wortk 
settliiig you seem to have Bottled for yourself before you 
deigned to consult me/' 

“ I said BO ? Surely you must misl^Lke, Hut if any 
hired poelaater's chant do unheeded, what has that 
to do with Hypatia's eloquence and Ecienco, glowing wich 
the treble inspiration of Athene, Phu'^^itB, and Dionusos ? 
And as for having arranged beforehand—my sdoruhle mis- 
trcBB, what more dolicato comjiliment could I have paid 
you ? ” 

** I cannot say that it seems mo to ho one/' * 

“ How ? After saving you every tronblo which T could, 
and nicking my overbuidcncd witfi for atagu elTccts and 
properties, have 1 not brought hither the darling olizlrlren 
of my own brain, and laid thciji dowiiruLlilcfisIy, for tifoor 
death, before tho jndgnient-soat of your lofty and unspar¬ 
ing critiemm ? " 

Hypatia fcJfc herself tricked : hut wiw no escape 

now» 

And who, pray, is to disgrace herself, aiul me, as Venus 
Anadyonieno Y '' 

** Ah ! that is the most exqubiLto article in nil my hill of 
fare ! What if Hie kind gods have oiiatded me to exact a 
promise from—wliom, tliink you 

Wliat care I ? EIow eun 1 toil F" usked Hypatia, who 
suapeote^J and dreaded tliat she could telJ> ^ 

Pelagia herself !'' 

Hypatia rose angi'ily. 

air, at least, is too much I It was not enough 
for you, it seems, to claim, or rather to take for granted, io 
imperiously, bo mercilessly, a cotnlitioiialproniiBC—wfiakly, 
weakly mailD, in tlie vain hope tliat you would help for¬ 
ward aspirations of mitio whicii you have let fallow for 
months—in which 1 do not believo that joll sympathize 
now I—It was not enough for you to declare yourm^ pub¬ 
licly yesterday a Christian, and to come hither this morn¬ 
ing to flatter me into the belief that you will dare, ten days 
hence, to restore the worsliLp of the gods wliom you have 
abjuT^ !—It was not enough to pla& without mo all thooo 
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morementa in which you told me I waa to be jour fellow- 
counaolIoT—the rery condition which you youTBelf offered ( 
—It waa not enough for you to command me to sit in that 
thoatroj as your your puppet, your victim, blushing 
and shuddering at sights unfit for the eyes of gods and 
men:'—but, over and above all thist I must assist in the 
renewed triumph a woman who has laughed down my 
teaching, soducod away my scholtira, braved mo in my very 
lecture-room—^wlio for four yoara has done more than oven 
Cyril himself to dt^troy all the virtue and truth whicli 1 
have toiled to sow—and toiJed in vain t Oh, beloved gods ! 
where will end the tortures through which your nmrtyr 
must witncBB for yon to a fallen race ?" 

And, ifL spite of all her pride, and of Orestes^a presence, 
her eyea filled with scalding tears- 

OreatesV eyoa had suiik before the vehcraenco of her Just 
passion : but svn she lulded the last scntciico in a softer and 
sadder tone, lie raised them again, with a look of sorrow 
and entreaty, oa his heart wliijifierrd— 

" Fool!—fanatic ! lint slie is t<J0 beautiful I Win her 
I must and wilt ! 

"Ah! flearewl, noblest irypatia! What have I done? 
Unthinking fool that I was ! In the wish to save you 
trouble —hi the hope tlmt I could show you, by the aptness 
of my own plans, that ray practical statesmanship was not 
altogether an unworthy helpmate for your loftii^ wisdom 
—wretch that I stm, 1 have offeiulcd you ; and I have ruined 
the cause of those very gods for whom, I swear, I am as 
ready to sacrifice myself as ever yott nan be I” 

The last Bcnteuee had the effect which it was meant to 
have.' 

“ Kuined the cause of the gods asked she, in a star¬ 
tled tone. , 

" Is it not ruined, without your help ? And what am I 
to undeiatand from your wor^ls but that—hapless man that 
I am I—you leave me them henceforth to our o'^ nn- 

aeaUted strength 

** The unassisted strength of the gods is omnipotence.^^’ 

** Be it so. But —why is Cyril, and not Hypatia, xoaeter 
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ol ihs masBOfi of Alaxsndria this day ? Wliy but becanso 
he md his have fonght, and aulfcrcd, and diod too, many a 
hundred of them, for their god, omnipotent as they believe 
him to bo ? Why are the old gods forgotten, mj fairest 
logician K—for forgotten they iirCi” 

Hypatia trembled from head to foot, and Orestes went 
on more blandly than ever* ^ * 

I will not Jisk an au«twer to that qnoatiou of mine. All 
I entreat is forgiveness for—whut for I know not; but I 
have sinnod, and that is enough for me. WliaL if J have 
been too confident—too hasty ? ^ Arc ytju not the pri^o for 
which I strain ? And will not the proeionsness of tho vic¬ 
tor's wreath oxouro some inipatieiicc in liis struggle for it ? 
Hypatia has forgotten who and what the gods have made 
her—she has not oven consulted her own mirror, when she 
blames one of her inTiuinerable ndorei's fi>r a forwardness 
which ought to be nitlier imputed to 1dm ns a virtue,” 

And Oi'ostoH stole meohly such a glauco of jwloratioti, that 
Hypatia blushed, anil tamed licr face away. , . . After 
all, she was woman. . , . And aim was a fan a tie. , * * And 
she was to be an empress. . „ . And OresU's’s voice was 
as melodious, and his manner as graceful, ns ever chumicd 
the heart of woman. 

But Pelagia ? ” she said, at last, ret:ovoriiig herself. 
Would that T hud never seen the cn'jitiin^! But, after 
all, I realjy fancied that in doing wdiat 1 have done I should 
gratify you,” 

Me ? ” 

Surely if revenge bo sweat, os they say, it could hardly 
find a more delicate Eatisfaction than in tlic degradation of 
one whO '—* 

Revenge, sir ? Do you dream that T am capable of bo 
base a passion ?” , 

Pallaa forbid I” said Orestes, finding himself on 
the wrong path again. But recollect tliat the allowing 
thifl spectacle to take place might rid you for ever of an 
nnpleosan^^l will not say rii al.” 

'^Hqw, thefi?” 

''Will not her re-appearance on the stage, after idl her 
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proud profeaeloTiB of coutompt for itj do sometlimg towards 
reducing her in the eyes of thia ecandulouB little town to 
her tme and native level ? SJio will hardlj dare thence¬ 
forth to go ahont paradiiig herwlf ae the consort of a god- 
deecended horo^ or thruntirig herself unhidden into Uy- 
patia^s presence^ as if she were the daughter of a conaul*'' 

But I cannot^I cjmuot allow it even to her* After 
all, Orestes, she is a wonian- And can I* philosopher as I 
am, help to degrade hor eycn ono step lower than she lies 
already ? 

Ilypafcja had all hut said ** a woman even as I am": but 
Xeo-Platouic pluLosopliy taught her better j and elio 
checked the hasty assertion of anything like a common 
BCJC or conimou humanity between two beings so antipodal. 

“ Ah," rejoined Orestesj ‘"Hhat unlucky word degrade! 
Unthinking tliat 1 was, to use it, forgetting that she hor- 
self will bo no more degraded in her own eyes, or any one's 
else, by hearing again tlic plaudits of those ** dear Mac¬ 
edonians," on whose breath she has lived for years, than a 
peacock when he displays hia tr^un. Un bounded vanity 
and self-conccit arc not iiripleasant passions* after all, for 
their victim. After all, she is what she is, and her being 
BO is no fault of youru. Oh, it must be ! indeed it must!" 

Poor Hypatia ! The hiiifc was too doll cate, the tempter 
too wily; and yet she was aehumeU to speak aloud the 
philosophic dogma which flaslied a ray of comfort and 
resignation through her mind, and reminded her tfiat after 
all there was no harm in alh'wing lower natures to develop 
thoin^clvoa freely in that direction which Hature had ap¬ 
pointed for them, and in which only they could fulfil the 
lavs o(£ their being, as necessary varloties in tho manifold 
whole of the nnivorae. So she cut the interview ahort 
with-^ , 

If, it must be, then ... I wdll now retire, and write 
the ode. Only, I rofuee to liave any communication wbat^ 
soever with—I am ashamed of even mentioning her name* 
I will send the ode to you, and she must adapt her dance 
to it aa beet she can. By her taste, or fancy rather, 1 will 
jmt be ruled,” • 
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" And I," aaid Ofeatesj with a profusion of thanks* " will 
retire to rack my faculties over the ^dispositions/ On 
this day week we exhibit—and conquer ! Farewell* queen 
of wisdom! Your philosophy never ehoq^s to better advan¬ 
tage than when you thus wisely and gracefully subordinate 
that which is beautiful in itself to that which is beautiful 
relatively and practically/' ^ * 

He departe^l^ and Hypatia^ half dreading her own 
thonghta* sat down at once to labor at the ode. Certainly 
it was a Tnagniiicent subject. What etyinologiefl* cosmogo- 
nies* allegories, jnyi hs* symbolics* between all licaven and 
earth, migljt she not introduce—if she oould hut hiinish 
that figure of Pelagia dancing to it all* which would not he 
banished, but hovered, like a spov^tre* in tlie background 
of all her imaginatioiiB^ She became quite angry, first 
witli Pelagia, then with horadf, for being weak enough to 
think of her. Was it not defilement of her mind 

to be Imuntod by the iutage of so defiled a being F £:ihe 
would purify her thoughtH by pniycr und mtsditation. 
But to whom of all tlie goils slum Id hIlc aildress herscif F 
To her eboson favorite, Athene ? She who had promised 
to ho present at that apcetacle ? Ob, how weak she had 
been to vicid ! And yet she bad been snared into it. 
Snared—there w;iH no doubt of it-—by the very inun whom 
she bad fancied ihat Hhecmihl guide and mould to her own 
purpose^ Ho hud guirleil and nioiildcfl Jjor now ajjpuiist 
her self-respect, her ooinpaaidon, licr innate scnac of rights 
Already she was liis tool. 'lYuo* slm liad siibniittcd to be 
so for a great purpose. But supiJose slio ha^l to submit 
again licreafter-^lwayH honocfnrth ? And what made the 
thought more poignm^t was, her knowledge that He was 
Tight f tlmt Im knew what to do, and how to do it. She 
could not help admiring him for his address, l\ig quickness, 
his clear practical inaight; and yet she despised, mistrusted* 
all hut hated him. But what if bis were the very qualities 
which were destined to succeed ? ^ What if ber purer and 
loftier aims, her reflolutiona—now, ahts 1 broken—never 
to act hut on the deepest and boliOKt priTiciples and by the 
most sacred means, were deatineti never to exert themselvca 
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in practice, except conjointly with miserable atTatagems 
and cajoleries such as these ? What if statecrafte and not 
philosophy and religion, were the appointed rulers of man* 
kind f Hideous jthoiight! And yet—she who had all her 
life tried to bo eclf-dcpendeut, originatii'e, to face and 
crush the hostile mob of circunietanoo and custom, and do 
battle Bingle-hanficd with Christianity and a fallen age— 
how was it that in ^cr Urst important and critical oppor¬ 
tunity of action she liiwl been dumb, irresolute, passive, 
the vietim, at lust, of the very coimptiou which she wan to 
exterminate ? Slie did not know ynt that those who have 
no other mciins for regenerating a oornipted time than 
dogmatic podantries conconiing the cleatl and iinretuming 
past, must end, in pr act ice, by borrowing insincerely, and 
using clunisily, the very weapons of tliat novel age which 
they doprocato, and sewing new cloth into old garments,^' 
till the rent bcconio patent and ineurahlc,’ Ihit in the 
meanwhile, sucli inediUtions as these drove from her mind 
for tliat day both Athime, and the ode, and philosophy, 
and all things but—Pelagia the vranton. 

In the meuiiwhilo^ Aloxandriiin polities flowed onward in 
their usual pure and quiet eourse. I'he public buildinga 
were placarded with the news of llei'acliaii's victory ^ and 
groups of loungers expr^^sserT, loudly enough, their ntter 
indilterence as to who might ndi? at Rotno—or even at 
Byzantium. Let Heraclian or IIonoriiiH bo emgeror, the 
oapifala must bo fed ; oiid while the Alexandrian wheat- 
trade was uninjuTCil, wln^t matter wlio received the 
tribute ? Certainly, as some friends of Oroates found 
means to suggest, it might not bo a bad thing for Egypt, 
if she^could keep the tribute in her own treasury, instead 
of sending it to Home without any adequate return, save 
the preeenep of an expensive army, , . . Alexandria had 
been once the metropolis of an independent empire* , * . 
Why not again ? I’heu came enormous largesHcs of com, 
provingj more satiafactorily to the mob than to the ship¬ 
owners, that Egyptian wiicat was better employed at home 
than abroad* Nay, tliere were even rumors of a generd 
amnesty for all prisouers ; and as, of course, every evil-doer 
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hod & kind of friend^ who considered him an injured 
martyr, al] parties were well couteiitj on their own accounts 
at leaatj with such a move. 

And so Orestes's bubble swelled^ and gisewt and glittered 
evei7 day with fresh prismatic radiance ; while Jfypatia sat 
at home, with a heavy heart, writing her ode to Veima 
Urania, and aubmitting to Orostea'a daijiy'visits. 

One cloud, intletKl, jiot witJiout sqnails of wind and rain, 
disfigured tliut sky which the Prefeet had mveatecl with 
such eeronity hy the eiinjdc exjnsdieut, well known to politi- 
ciana, of painting it bright blne,^since it would not'assume 
that color of its own l^or a day or two after Am- 

monius'fl execution, tho Prefect's guards informed him that 
the corpse of the crucified man, witli the cruas on which it 
hung, hiid vanieliwL Tho hlitrian uuniks had come down 
in a bcrtly, and carried tliem off before tho very eyes of tho 
sentinolfl, Orestes know well enough that the fellows must 
have been bribed to allow the tlieft: but he dare not say 
so to men on whoso good-humor hia very life might de¬ 
pend ; so, stomacliing tho altront us best he could, he 
vowed fresh vengeance against Cyril, and went on his way. 
But, behold I—wttbiJi four-imd-twenty hours of the theft, 
a procession of all the rascality, followed hy all the piety, 
of Alexandria,—monks from Nitria counted by the thou- 
Band,“priesttt, deacons, an'lidt^coiis, Cyril himself, in full 
poutiiical^, and, borne aloft in the midst, upon a splcpdid 
bier, the missing corpse, its nathjnorccd hands and feet left 
uncovered for the pitying gaze of the Church. 

Under tho very paJace windows, from wliich Orosica 
found it expedient to retire for the lime being, out upon 
the quBje, and up the ejeps of the Cffisareum, deOkd* that 
new po^nt ; and in another half-hour a servant entered, 
broa^esaly, to mfonn the shepherd of tile people thal his 
victim was lying in atato in the centre of the nave, a martyr 
duly canonized,—Ammonius now no more, but henceforth 
Thaumaaiua the wonderful, on w^ujse heroic virtues and 
more heroic faithfulneea unto tho death, Cyril was already 
descanting from the pulpit, amid thunders of applause at 
every Bllusion to Siaera at the brook*Kishon, Sennacherib 
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in the house of Nisroch, aud the rest of the princes of this 
world who come to nought. 

Here was a atom 1 To order » cohort to enter the 
church and bring ,^way the body wnseosy enough : to make 
them do it, in the face of certain death, not bo easy. Be- 
HidoBj it was too early yet for so desperate a move as would 
be involved in tluf ’Yiolation of a church. ... So Oreates 
added this fresh item to the long column of accounts which 
ho intended to settle with the patriarch ; cursed for half 
an hour in the name of all dir initios, saints, and martyrs, 
Christian and Pagan ; nii<^ wrote oA a lamentable histoty 
of his wrongs and silverings to the very Byzantine court 
against which he was about to rebel, in the comfortable 
assurance that Cyril had sent, by the same post, a ooun- 
tcrstatcmeiit, oontradjcting it in every particular. ^ . . 
Never mind. ... In case he failed in rebelling, it was as 
well to bo able to prove his allegiance up to the latest poa- 
siblo date ; and the more eoiopletoty tlie two statemonta 
oentradictod each other, the longer it would take to sift 
the tnith out of them ; and tliiia so much time was gained, 
and so much the more chance, moantimCj of a new leaf 
being turned over in that Sibylline oracle of politiciana— 
the Chjipter of Accidents. And for the time being, he 
would make a pathetic appeal to respcctahility and moder¬ 
ation in general, of which Alexandria, wherein some hun¬ 
dred^ thousand tradesmen juid merchants had property to 
lose, possessed a goodly share. 

liospectability resiHmdcd promptly to the appeal ^ and 
loyal addR.-hses and dopritations of condolence flowed in 
from every quarter, eixposamg the extreme sorrow with 
whieK the citizens hod beheld the late disturbances of civil 
order, and the contempt which had been so unfortunately 
evinced for fhe constituted authorities : but taking, never^ 
thelcss, the liberty to remark, that while the extreme danger 
to property which might ensue from the further exaspera¬ 
tion of certain classes, ^pijovonted their taking those active 
steps on the side of 'banqnillity to which their feelings 
inclined them, the known piety and wisdom of their 
esteemed patriarch made it preeumptnons in them to offer 
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any opinion on hh present oontluct, beyond the expression 
of their firm belief that he had been unfortunately misin¬ 
formed aa to those eentiments of affection and respect 
which his excoHoncy the Prefect was wel^ known to enter* 
tain towardfl him* They venturod, therefore, to exprega a 
humble hope that, by some mutual compromise, to define 
which would be an unwarrantable tiitruslon on their part, 
a liappy reeoneiliation would be effected, and the stability 
of law, property, and tfie Catholic Faith, ensured* , * - 
All wliich Orestes licar^l with blantiest sniileti, while his 
heart w^ts black with enrses ; ar^d Cyril answered by a very 
violent though a very true and practical harangue on the 
text, How hardly shall they that have ricJiea cuter into 
tho kingdom of lieaveu*" 

So respectability ajid moderation met with its natial 
hapless fate, and, soundly cumd by both parties, in the 
vain attempt to jilettao both, wisuly loft the upper powers 
to settle their own affairs, and woTit homo to their desks and 
couuterB, ami did a very brisk buHiuem all that week on the 
strength of tho approach Lug festival* Ono haplcaa inn- 
kecpi^r only trier! to carry out in prartico the principles 
which the deputation from hia gulhl Itail so eloquently ad¬ 
vocated ; and being convicted of giving away breail in the 
morning to tlie Niti'ian monks, ami wine in tho eyeniiig to 
tho FrefeeVs gnards, had his tavern gulb'd, and his head 
broken a joint plcbiacitum of botli tlio parties whom ho 
had conciliated, who afterwards fought a little together, 
and then, luckily for the general pence, mutually ran away 
from earb other* 

Cyril in tlie meanwhile, though lie was doing a foolish 
thing, was doing it wi^ly enough- Oro&tcfl miglit turse, 
and respectability might deplore, tlioso nightly eermoua, 
which shook the miglity areadee of tho Ciesareum, but they 
could not answer them* Cyril was right and knew that he 
was right* Orestes was a scoundrel, hateful to God, and 
to the enemies of God, The middle,classes were lukewarm 
covetous cowards r the whole eyatom of government was a 
swindle and an injustice ; Jill hearts wore mad with 

crying, "Lord, how long?" The fierce bishop had only 
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fca thunder forth text on text^ from every book of earipturej 
cld and new^^ in order to array on hia aide not merely the 
connnon aenae and right feeling, but the bigotiy and feroc¬ 
ity of the maeeeB/ 

In vain did the good ArBenius represent to him not only 
the scandal hut the unrighteonancsa of hie new canoniza¬ 
tion, must li^vo fuel, my good father/'was his an¬ 
swer, wherewith to keep alight tire flume of zeah If I 
am to be silent as to Ileranlian'a defeat, I mnat give them 
some other irritant^ wliich will puttheniin a proper temper 
to act on that defeutj wh/^ti they are told of it* If they 
hate Orcatea, does he not dcftorre it ? h]ven if he ia not 
altogether us mndj in the wrong in this particular case as 
they fancy he is, are ttiere not a thousand other crimes of 
his which deserve their ahhorrenco even jnoro ? At fdl 
events, he must proclaim the empire, as yon yourself soy, 
or wo shall have no handle against him* ilo will not daro 
to procLiim it if lie knows that wo are aw*tro of the truth. 
And if wo are to keep the truth in reserve, we must have 
something else to serve mcunwliik as a suUstituto for it.” 

And poor Araeniua KuUmittsd wilh a sigh, aa ho saw 
Cyril mu king a fresh stop in tliut alluring i^afch of ovU-doing 
that good might come, whioh. kd hini in after-years into 
many a foihrful sin, and left his name disgraced, per hups fur 
ever, in ilio jndgzneiit r>f generations, who know as littlo 
of the paudemoninin aguiiist wliich Ire fought, they do 
of the intense belief which sustained him in Ida warfare; 
and who have tlierafore nciOilier nnderstauding nor pardoix 
for the occusional outrages and errors of a mtui no worse, 
even if no better, thtui thaiiujelve& 
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THE e^TriKB-BISHOPt 

■ 

Ix A imall and ill-fumiahcd upper room of a fortified 
country-houac, sat Syncsius, tho Bishop of Cyrene, 

A goblot of wine stood besidt^ him^ on the tablc^ bnt it 
woa untosted* Slowly and sadly, by the light of a tiny 
lamp, ho went on writing a yorao or two, and then biiiying 
hU face m hia hand, wliHc hot tears droppod between his 
fingers on the paper; till a servant entering, announced 
Baphael Abon-Ezm. 

SynesiuB rose, with a gesture of surprise, and hurried to¬ 
wards tho door. ** No, aak him to ci>mo hither to me. To 
pasB through those deserted rooms at night is more than I 
can bcor/^ And ho waited for his guest at the chamber 
door, and as he eutcred, canglit botli iiis hands in his, and 
tried to speak ; but hia voice was chokc^l within him*" 

Do not Hpeaki," said Tfapliuel gently, leading him to his 
chair again. I know^ alL" 

You know all ? And are yon, then, so unlike tho rest 
of the world, that you alono have come to visittlio bereaved 
and the deserted iji his misery 

“ I am like the rest of the world, after all; for I come 
to you on my own selfish errand, to seek comfort. Would 
that I could give it instead t But the servants told me all, 
below.” * 

''And yet you persisted in seeing me, as if I could,help 
you ? Alas 1 t can help no one now. Here { am at last, 
utterly alone, utterly hclpiess. As I came from my mother's 
womb, BO shall 1 return again* My last child—my last and 
fairest—gone after the teat!—Thank Qod, that 1 have had 
even a day's peace wherein ito lay him hy his mother and 
his brothers; though He alone knows how long the beloved 
20 * 305 ' 
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graToa may remain iinTifled. Let it iiare been shame 
enough to sit here in my lonely tower and watch the aehea 
(kf my Spartan anccHtors^ tlic eons of Ilerculea himself, my 
glory and my pride, aiiifnt fool iliat 1 was I onst to the 
winds by bar bar inn plunderers. , ^ , When will thoa make 
an end, 0 Lord, and slay me ? ^ 

''And how did jtlio poor boy die aaked Raphael, in 
hope of soothing Borrow by onticiiig it to vent itself in 
words. 

The pestilontse.—What otlier fate ean we expect, who 
breath& an air taintcsl w,it]i corpses, and sit nmler a sky 
darkened witli carrion birOa ? But I could endure oven 
that, if 1 could work, if 1 could help. But to sit here, im¬ 
prisoned now for montlia hctweeii these hateful towers * 
night after Jiight to watch the sky, red with burning liome- 
ateads ; day after day to have my cars nng with the sliricka of 
the dying and the captives—for they have begun now to mur¬ 
der every male, down to the baby at the breast—and to feel 
myself utterly fettertid, impoteut, sitting hero like some pal¬ 
sied idiot, wuitingfor my end ! I hmg to rush out, and full 
figlitiiig, sword in hand: but I am their last, their oidy 
hopo. The governors care nothing for our suppIications* 
In vain Iiave 1 memorialized Oennadiuaaud Innocent, with 
what little elocjueuce my misery has not stunned in mo. 
But there is uo resolution, no unaiumity left in the land. 
The^ soldiery nre twjatti-i'cd in biuuII garrisous, .employed 
entirely in protecting the private property of their officers. 
The Ausurians ile/eat tliem piceomcal, and, armed with 
their spoils, actually ha begun to beleaguer fortified 
towns ; and now there is nothing left for us, hut to pray 
that, like Ulysfies, we may ho dovour^vi the last. Wlmt am 
I doing ? I am selfishly pouring out my own sorrows, in- 
sta&il of listening to youra/' 

"Hay, friend, you arc talking of the sorrows of your 
country, not of your own. As for me I have no sorrow— 
only a despair : which, ^ing irremediable, may well wait. 
But you—oh, you must not stay here. Why not escape to 
Alexandria 

1 will die at my post aa 1 have lived, the father of my 
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people. When the lust rain oomoflj and Cyreno iUelf is 
beeiegedj 1 yhall return thither from my prceent outpostj 
and the conquerors sliail diul tlie bishop in his place before 
the altar. There I have ofTcretl for the unbloody 
sacrifice to Ifitn, tv ho ^vill perhapa require of me a bloody 
one, that so the sight of an altar polluted by the murdernf 
His priest^ may end the sum of routd^olitan woe, and 
arouse Him to avenge His alaugllterod sheep! There, we 
will talk no more of it. This at least I Imve left in my 
power, to make you welei>nje. And after supper you shall 
toll me what brings you hither^'' 

And the good bishop, calling liis servant, sot to work to 
show his guest such hospitality as the invaders had left in 
his power. 

Rapbacra usual insight liad not deserted him when, in 
his utter pcrjilexity, ho went, almotst instinctively, straight 
to Hyiiesius, Tho Uislnqi of Oyrtsne, to judge from the 
charming pH vale letleiH whicli he has loft, was one of 
those many-side*!, volatile, restlrsis mon, who taste joy and 
sorrow, if not deeply or pcmruinojiily, yet abundantly and 
}>assionate]y. ife lived, Raphael liiid told Oi'ostes, in a 
whirlwind of gfKxi dotMls, meddling and toiling for the 
mere pleasure of action ; and as sotai as there was nothing 
to bo done, which, till lately, liad happened stddom enough 
with him, paid the pcfialty for past excitement iu fits of 
melaucii^ly* A man of magniloquent ojid flowery jtyle, 
not witlnxit a vein of self-conceit; yet withal of over¬ 
flowing kiiidliucsa, racy iiuiiior, and ni if Unci ling courage, 
both physical and moriil 5 with a very clour practical faculty,, 
and a very muddy speculative one—tliough, of course, like 
the rest of the world, ho was especially proud of hfs own 
weakest side, and professed the most pussionato aSectlon 
for philosophic meditation; while hia detragtora hmted, 
not without a show of rcasoTi, that lie was far more of on 
adept in soldiering and dog-breaking than in the myeteriea 
of the unseen world. ^ 

To him Raphael betook^himsAf, ho hardly know why ; 
certainly not for philoaophic eoiiBolatiou; perhaps becauao 
fiynesins was, aa Haphael used to say, the only CJiristianfrom 
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wbaim he haul cvet heard a hearty laugh | perhaps hecauee 
he had some wayward hope^ uneanfesaed oven to hitneelf, 
that he might meet at E^yneBicia^s house the very com- 
paniona from whom he had just Oed, He was fluttering 
round Victoria’a new and strange brilliance like a moth 
round the candle^ as he confessed, after supper, to his host; 
and now he was cjmo hither, on the chance of being able 
to singe his wings once more. 

Not that hifl confession was “ extracted without much 
trouble to the good old man, who, seeing at once that 
Baphael had some weight t^pon his mind, which ho longed 
to tell, and yet was either too suspicious or too proud to 
tell, set hinLSclf to ferret out the scci'ct, and forgot all his 
sorrows for the time, ua soon as he found a human being 
to whom he might do good. But Baphael was inexplicably 
wayward and unlike himself. All his smooth and shallow 
persiflage, even his shrewd satiric humor, had vanished. 
Ho seemed parched by some inward fever; restless, moody, 
abrupt, even peevish; and Syiiesius's curiosity rose with 
his disappointment, as Baphael went on obstinately declin¬ 
ing to consult the very physician before whom he had pre¬ 
sented himself as patient. 

And what can you do for me, if I did tell yon f ^ 
**Then allow me, my very dear friend, to ask this. As 
you deny having visited me on my own account, on what 
account did you visit mo ^ 

** Can you ask ? To enjoy the society of the most 
flnished gontleman of Pentapolis.^" 

"And was that worth a week's journey in perpetual 
danger of death ?'' 

"At for danger of death,that weighs little with a man 
who is careless of life. And as for the week's journey, I 
had a dreanLone night, on my way, which made me ques¬ 
tion whether 1 were wise in troubling a Christian bishop 
with any thoughts or questions which relate merely to poor 
human beings like myseU, who many and are given in 
marriage." 

" You forget, friend, that you are spewing to one who 
has maniedf and loved—imd lost.". ■ 



rTHE S<);ClRE-BtSHOP, 


A09 


I did noL But yon see bow rude I am growing, I 
am no dt company.for yon^ or any man. I believe I Bball 
end by turning robber-chief^ and heading a party of 
Ausurians." « 

"Biit,”Baid the patient Syneeinfl, '^yon have forgotten 
your dream all this while/' 

Forgotten I—I did not promiBo to J^A it you—did I ? ” 
^o; but SB it eoeme to have contained eomo sort of 
accusation against my capacity^ do you not think it but 
fair to tell tho accused what it was ? " 

Raphael smiled. « 

Well them . , , Suppose I had dreamt this* That a 
philoeophcrj an academic^ and a believer in nothing and in 
no man, had met at Berenice certain rabbis of the Jewa^ 
and heard them n^ading and expounding a certain book of 
Solomon—tlic Song of Songs. You, as a learned man, 
know into what sort of trumpery allegory they would con¬ 
trive to twist it; how the bride's eyes were to mean the 
BcribcB who were full of wisdom, as the pools of Heahbon 
were of water ; and her stature spreading like a palm-tree, 
tho priests who spread out ttieir hjmda wiicn blessing the 
people f and the left hand which should be under her head, 
the Tephilim which those old pedants wore on their left 
wrists; and the right hand which should hold her, the 
Messuzah which they iixcd on the right side of their doors 
to keep off devils j and so forth/' ^ 

**1 have heard such silly Cabbalisma, certainly." 

''Yon have ? Then suppose that I went on, and saw in 
my dream how this same academic and unbeliever, being 
himself also a Hebrew of tho Jlehrewa, snatohed the roll 
oat of the rabbi's hand, and told them that they ^re a 
party of fools for trying to set forth what the book might 
possibly mean, before they had found out whabit really did 
mean; and that they cotild only find out that by looking 
honestly at the plaiTi words to see what Solomon meant by 
it. And then, suppose hhat thi^^ same apostate Jew, this 
member of tho synagogue Satan, in his carnal and law¬ 
less imaginations, had Waxed eloquent with the eloquence 
.of devils, and told them, that the book sat forth, to those 
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who^ad eyes to eeOj how Solomoti the great king, with hifl 
threescore queens, and fouTBcore concubines, and viTgina 
without number, forgets all hia seraglio and his luxury in 
pure and noble I(we for tlie niideiiled, who is but one ; and 
how as his eyes are opened to see that God made the one 
man for the one woman, and the ono woman to the one 
man, eyon as it in the garden of Eden, so all his heart 
and thoughts become pure, and gentle, and simple; how 
the song of the birds, and the scent of the grapes, and the 
spicy southern gales, and all the aimplo country pleasures 
of tlie glens of Jjebftnoii,^,whieh he shares with his own 
vino-dressera and slaves, become more precious in his eyes 
than all his pidacos imd aitificial pomp ; and the man feels 
that he is in hfirniony, for the first time in his life, with 
the universe of Gtrtl, and with the mystery of the seasons ; 
that within him, as well aswilUont him, the winter is past, 
and the rain is over and gone ; the ilowors appear on the 
earth, and the voice of the turtle is heart! in the land. . . . 
And suppose I saw in iny dn'ani how the rabbis, when they 
lieard 11 lose wicked words, stopped their ears with one ac- 
conl, and ran upim that son of Belial and ciirft him out, 
heuanso he blaephemed their sacred books by hts carnal 
jliterprebitions. And Hupposo—I only say suppose—that 
1 saw in my droiini how the poor man said in his heart, 
will go to the Christiaiir^; they acknowledge tho Kieredness 
of tljia name book ; and they siiy that their (Sod taip^ht them 
tlmt in the begLuning God made man, male luid female/* 
Perhaps they will tell whetfier this Song of Songs does 
not, us it seems tome to do, show tho passage upwards 
from brutal polygamy to that monogamy which they so 
solenttily command, and agree with me, that it is because 
the Sojig preaches tJiis that it lias a right to take its place 
among the♦ holy writings?* You, as a Christian bishop, 
should know what answer such a man would receive. , . i. 
You arc silent ? Then I will tell you wlmt answer ho 
seemed to receive in.iqy dream. '0 blasphemous and 
oamal man, who pervertest Hojy Scripture into a cloak for 
thine own licetitiouancss, as^ if it 'spoke of man*s baseband 
eensual affections, know that this book is to be spiritually 
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intcrpretod of tlie m^fietge between the goul ^ad its Oreatorj 
(Lnd that it is from this very book thnt tbo CathoHo Church 
derircs her strongest' arguments in favor of holy virgjDityj 
and the glories of a celibate life/ , 

SyncsiuH was still silent 

And what do you think T saw in my dream that that 
man did when lie found these Christians onforcing, as a 
necessary article of jiraetice, as well as of faithj a h^iscless 
and bombastic moUiphor, borrowed from thiit very ^Jeo- 
Platoniam out of which he Juwl just fled for his life ? Ho 
cursed the day he was born, and the hoitr in which his 
father was tfjld, * Thou hast gotten a man-child/ and 
said, ^ Philosophers, Jews, and Olirmtiaiis, farewell for 
ever and a day ! l^lie clearest wonU of your niout Haci'od 
hooks menu anything or ludhing, as the ratse may suit your 
fancies; and thcjv. is neither truth nor miKon under the 
6 nn. What hotter ia there for a rmui> than to follow the 
example of his people, and to turn usurer, and money- 
getter, and cajolcT of fools in his turn, even as his father 
wail before 1dm ? ^ ” 

Syncaius rcniained a while in dc^ep thought, and at last— 

And yet yon came to me ? 

1 did, iKJcause you have 1 ot<h 1 and married ; becatrise 
you have stood out manfully against this strange modem 
insanity, and refuae(l to give up, when you were made a 
bishop, tlio wife whom God had given you. You, 1 thought, 
could solve the riddle for me, if any man could." * 
"Alas, friend ! I have Iwguu to distrust, of late, my 
power of solving riddles. After all, why should they bo 
solved ? What matters one more mysicry in a world of 
myatericB ? ^ If thou marry, thou hast not sinned/ are 

St. PiauPs own words; and lot them be enough for us. Do 
not ask mo to argue with yon, hut to lielp y<^u, Infitead 
of puzzling mo with det^p qucBtions, and ten^ptiug me to 
set up my private judgment, as I have done too often al¬ 
ready, against the opinion of the Clmrch, tell mo your 
story, and test my sympathy ratSef than my intellect. I 
shall feel with you and work*for you, doubt not, even though 
I am anahlo to explain to myself why I do it/' 
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" Then jou cannot solve my riddle ?" 

''Let me help said Syneeius with a sweet smiley 

" to solve it for yourself. You need not try to deceive me* 
Yon have a love, an undefiled, who is but one. When you 
poeaesa her, you will be‘able to judge bettor whether your 
interpretation of the Song is the true one ; and if you still 
think that it in, 'tSynoaius, at leaat, will have no quarrel 
against you* lie has always claimed for himself the right 
of philosophizing tn private, and he will allow the same 
liberty to you, whether tiie mob do or not*” 

'^Then you agree with n\e ? Of course you do !” 

"Is it fair to ask me whether I accept a novel mtorpreta- 
tion, which I have only heard five minutes ago, delivered 
in a somewhat hasty and rhetorical form 
"You are shirking the question,” said Raphael peev¬ 
ishly. 

And what if I am ? Toll me, point-blank, most self- 
tormenting of men, can I help you in practice, even though 
I choose to leave you to yourself in speculation ? ” 

"Well, then, if you will have my story, take it, and 
judge for yourself of Christian common Benst^” 

And hurriedly, aa U ashamed of his own confesBion, and 
yet compelled, in spite of hiinaelf, to ttn bosom it, he told 
SyDcsiua all, from bis first mcctmg with Victoria to hU 
escape from her at Bercuice. 

The good bishop, to Aben-Ezm's surprise, sppmed to 
treat the whole matter as infinitely amusing* He chuckled, 
emote hia hand on his thigh, and nodded approval at every 
pause—perhaps to give the speaker courage—^perbaps be¬ 
cause bo really thought that Raphaors proepeots were con¬ 
siderably less desperate thau he fancied, . * . 

"If you laugh at mo, Synesins, I am silent. It is quit© 
enough to endure the humiliation of telling you that I am 
—co^ound it 1 —like any boy of sixteen. 

" lAUgh at you ?—with you, you mean. A convent F 
Pooh, pooh I The ol^ Infect has enough sense, I will 
warrant him, not to refuse a good match for his child.” 

"You forget that 1 have not^ho^honor of being a Ohrb^ 
tian,” 
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" Then weTl make you one. You won't lot me oonyert 
fOUj 1 know; jon always used to giho and joer at my phil-- 
osophy. But Auguetino comee to-morrow/' 

Augustine ?" ^ 

" Ho does indeed ; and wc must ho oil by daybreak^ with 
all the armed men we can muster^ to meet and eaoort him, 
and to hunt, of course, going and coming i for we have had 
no food this fortnigjit, but what onr'own dogs and bows 
have furnished us. lie shall take you in lianti, and euro 
you of all your Judaism in a week ; and tlion just leave the 
rest to tne; 1 will manage it soindmw or other. If ia sure 
to como right. No; do not Bo bashful. It will be real 
amuRcinent to a poor wreteh wlio can find nothing else to 
do—Heigho I And aa for lying umler ilu obligation to me, 
why we can square that by your lending me three or four 
thousand gold pieces—Heaven knows I want them I—on 
the certainty of never seeing tliem again." 

Raphael cijuld not help laughing in his turn. 

" SynesiuB is himaelf still, I see, juid not unworthy of 
his ancestor llerculos ; and though lie shrinks from cleans¬ 
ing tho Augean stable of my soul, paws like the war-liorse 
in tho valley at tho hopo of nndcrUkiug any lesser labors 
in my bolialf. But, my dear generous bishop, tiiis matter 
is more serious, and I, tho subject of it, have bcconio moro 
serious also, than you hmey, Cousiiier : by the uncomipt 
honor of your SjMirbin forofathers, Agia, Bros id as, and the 
rest of tfiem, don't you think that you are, in your liasty 
kindness, tempting me to behave in a way which they 
would have called somewhiit rascally ? " 

'' How then, my dettr man 1 You have a very honorable 
and praiseworthy desire ; and 1 am willing to help yon to 
compass it/' 

“ Do you think that I have not cast about before now 
for more than one method of compassing it for myself P 
My good man, I have been tempted a dozen times already 
to turn Christian : but there lias risen up in me the strang¬ 
est fancy about conscience and^lionor. ... I never waa 
BorupulouB before, Ilcayeif knows—I am not ovor-sernpu- 
louQ now—except about heit I ct^not dissemble before 
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her* I daro not look in lier face when I had a lie in my 
right hand. * . « 8he looks through oiio—into one—Hko a 
clear-eyed awful goddesH, • , * I never was ashamed in my 
life till rny eyes njpt lierH, * * . 

But if you really bccamo a Chriatian ? ^ 

"I cannoL I should suspect niy own motives. Here 
ia another of thesa absurd soul-anatomizing seruplcs which 
have risen up in luo* I should suspect that I had dmnged 
my creed because T wished to change it—that if 1 was not 
deceiving her 1 wiia dceeiviTig myself* If I hud not loved 
her it miglifc have been diffonnit: hut now—piat because T 
do love her^ I will not, I flare not, listen to AuguslJue^s 
arguments, or my own tlioiiglifs oti Llie matter/^ 

Most wayward of men 1cried SyiieBius, half peevishly; 
‘*you flcom to take some pt^rverBe plcasuro in throw lug your¬ 
self into the waves again, the instant you have climbed a 
rock of refuge ! ” 

Pleasure ? Is there any pleasure in feeling oneeolf at 
death-grips with the dovil ? J had given up believing in 
liim for many a year, , * , And behold, tlio moment that 
I awaken to anything noblo and right, I find the old ser¬ 
pent alive and strong at uiy throat I If o wonder that I 
snspeet him, you, inysdf—I, who have been tempted, every 
liour in the last week, temptations to become a devil, Ay,'^ 
he wont on, raising his voice, us all tlio fire of his ijitunso 
Eastern nature flashed from his black eyes, '^to be^a devil ! 
From* my cliildliood till now never have I known what it 
was to desire and not to poBsesn, It is not often that 1 
have liad to trouble any poor Naboth for his vineyard : but 
when I have taken a fancy to it, Naboth has always found 
it wiac^T to give way. Aud now* . . , Do you fancy that I 
have not h^ a dozen hellish plots flashing across me in the 
last week ? Look hero I This ia tho mortgage of her 
father's whole estate. I bought it—whether by the instiga- 
tioXL of Satan or of God—of a banker in Berenice, the very 
day I left them ; and now they, and every straw which they 
possess, are in my power*' I can ruin them—^acll them as 
Blaves—betray them to death a!k rebels—and lost, but not 
least, cannot I hire a ^ozen worthy men to carry her off. 
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ftnd cut the Gordian knot most simply ftnd summarily ? 
And yeti dare not, 1 must be pure to approach the pure; 
and righteonsj to kies the feet of the righteous. Whence 
came this neNv couBoienec to mo I know*notj but oome it 
has; and I dare no more do a base thing toward her, than 
1 dare toward a God^ if tliero be one. This very mortguge 
—^1 hate iif curse it, now that X poBsqss —the tempting 
devil r 

''Bum it,^ said Syncaina quietly. 

Perhaps I may, AtltMist, used it nevershaU be, Com¬ 
pel her ? I am too proud, or teo honorable, or something 
or othorj even to solicit her, She must come to me; toll 
mo with her own lips that she ioveg me, timt slic will hike 
me, and make me wortliy of htT. She must have mertty 
on mo, of lien- own free will, or—let her pine and die in 
that accursed prison j and tlien a scratch with tlie tniaty 
old dagger for her fatlier, and another for myself, ’will save 
him from any more superstitums, luul me from any more 
])hilosophic donlits, for a few aH>ns of ages, till wc start 
again in new Uvea—he, I supposu^, as a jackals, and I us a 
biboon. What matter ? but urilesH 1 possess her by fair 
means, God do so to me, and more also, if I utUmipL base 

^*( 3 ofl he with you, my boh, in the uoble warfare I "said 
SyJicsius, his eyes filling with kindly tears. 

It isrfio noble warfare at all. It is a base c<jwarfl*fear, 
in one who never before feared man or devil, and fa now 
fallen low enough to be afraid of a helplees girl !" 

“ Not so," cried Syn^ins, in hie turn ; ** it is a noble 
and a holy fear. You fear )icr goodness. Could you seo 
her goodness, much lees fear it, were there not a Bivine 
Light within you which showed you what, mid liow' i^jvful, 
gCMjdness was ? Toll me no more, Jhiphiiel Abtii-Ezra, that 
you do not fear God ; for lie who fejirs Virtue, fears Him 
whoso likoneas Virtue is. Go on—go on. ... Be brave, 
and His strength will he made nnyii/cst in your weaknesB," 


It was late tliat niglit before Syuesius compelled his 
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guest to retire, after haying wiimed him not to disturli 
himeoU if he heard the alami-bcll ring, as the honse was 
well garriioned^ and haying set the water-clock bj which 
he and his servants measured their respeotive watches. 
And then the good bisliop, haying disposed hie sentinels, 
took his station on tlic top of his tower, close by the warn- 
iiig-bell } and m he looked out over the broad lands of his 
forefathers, and prayed that their desolation might come 
to an end at last, ho did not forget to pray for the desola¬ 
tion of tho guest who slopt below, a happier and more 
healthy slumber than ho hi^d known for many a week. For 
before Baphae) lay down that night, he had tom to shreds 
MajoricuB^B mortgage, and felt a lighter and a hotter man 
as ho saw the cunning temptation consuming scrup by h crap 
in the lamp-f1amc« And then, wearied out with fatigue of 
body and mind, ho forgot Synesins, Victoria, and the rest, 
and seemed to himHeif to wander all night among the vitie- 
elad glens of Lebanon, amid tho gardens of lilies, and the 
beds of spices ; wliilc shepherds* music lured him on and 
on, and girlish voices, chanting the mystic idyl of bia 
mighty ancestor, rang soft and iitful through his weary 
brain. 


Before sunrise the next morning, Raphael was faring forth 
gallantly, well armed and mounted, by JSynesms^gide, fol¬ 
lowed by four or live brace of tall brueh-tailed greyhounds, 
and by the faithful Bran, whoso lop-cara and heavy jaws, 
unique in that land of prtek-earsond fox-noaea, formed the 
absorbing subject of conversation among some twenty smart 
retaufers, who, armed to tlio teeth for chase and war, 
rode behind tlie bishop on half-starved raw-honed horses, 
inured by desert training and b^vl times to-do the maxi¬ 
mum of work upon the minimum of food. 

For the first few miles they rode in silence, through 
rained villages and desolated farms, from which here and 
there a single inhabitant peeppd forth fearfully, to pour 
bis tale of woe into the ears of l^ho hapless bishop, and 
then, instead of asking alms from him, to entreat his 
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Boceptsnce of some paltry remnant of grain or poultry, 
which had eacaped the hand a of the marauders; and as 
they clang to his hands, and blessed him as their only 
hope and stay, poor Syncsius heard paiieutly again and 
again the same purp4>Bcloss tale of woe, and mingled his 
teujrs with theirs, and then spurred his horse on impa¬ 
tiently, as if to escape from tho sight pf*misery which he 
' could not relieve j while a voice in l^aphaeVa heart scenied 
to ask him—“Why was thy wealth given to theo, hut 
that thou mighteBt dry, if but for a day, such tes^ os 
these?" * 

And he fell into a meditation which waa not without 
its fruit in due season, but wbicli lasted till they had 
loft the enclosed country, and were climbing tho slopes 
of the low rolling hills, over which lay the road from 
the distant sea. But as they left tho signs of war heinnd 
them, tho volatile temper of tho good bishop began to 
rise. Ho petted his Imunds, chatted to bis men, dis^ 
coursed on the most probable quarter for finding gome, 
and oshortod them cheer fully enough to play the man, 
as their chance of having uTiytiling to eat at night do- 
pendtMl entirely on their prowess iluring the day, 

“ All!" said Raphael at lost, glad of a pretext for break¬ 
ing his own chain of painful thought, “ there is a vein of 
your land-salt. 1 suspect that yon were all at tlic bottom 
of tho BC^ once, and that the old Earth-shaker l^cptuno, 
tired of your bad ways, guvo you a lift one morning, and 
act you up as dry land. In order to be rid of you." 

“It may really be so. They aay fclmt tho Argoiuiuts 
returned back through this country from tho Southern 
Ocean, whicli must have been therefore far nearer us than 
it is now, and that they carried their mystic vessel pver 
these very hillato tlie Syrtis. However, wo harm forgotten 
all about the sea thoroughly enough since that time. I well 
remember my first astonishment at the sight of a galley in 
Alexandria, and the roar of laughter with which my fellow- 
Btadenta greeted my not unre^onumo remark, tliat it looked 
veiy like a centipede/' * 

** And do you recolleot, too, the aigumeat which I liad 
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onto with your steward about the pickled fish winch I 
brought you from Egypt j and the way in which, wlien tho 
jar waa opened, the servants slirioked and ran right and left, 
declaring that tha fish-bones were the spines of potsonnua 
serpen ta ?" 

“ The old fellow is as ohstiiiato as ever, I asaure yon, in 
his disbelief in salt waiter. He torments mo continually by 
asking me to tcti him the story of my shipwrock, and does 
not bclioYO me after all, though he has heard it a dozen 
times, ^ Sir/ he eaid to mo solemnly, after you were gone, 
‘ will that strange gontleixyin iiretend to persuade me that 
anything eatable can come out of his great pond there at 
Alexandria, when every one can see that the boefc fountain 
in the country never breeds anything but froge and 
leechofl?''^ 

As ho spoke they left the last field behind them, and 
cntcrc!] upon a vast sheet of brecsiy down, spccklcii with 
shrubs aufl and split here and tliero hy rocky glciia. 

ending in fertile valleys, once thick with farms and home- 
atcods. 

cried Syncaiua, “arc our hunting-grounds. 
And now for oiie hour's forgetfiiInufie, and the joys of the 
noble urL Wliat could old Ifomer have been thinking of 
when he forgot to tiumbor it among the pursuits which arc 
glorions to heroes, and make man jllustrious, and yet could 
laud in those very wordn tho forum s 

The forum ? said. ItuphaeL 1 never saw it yet make 
men anything but raaca'fl/' 

Brazen-faced rascal8, my friend. I detest tlie whole 
breed of lawyers, and never meet one without turning hint 
into ridicule ^ o;Reminate pettifoggers, who shudder at the 
very sight of roast venison, when they think of tho dangers 
by which ii has boon procured* But it is a cowardly ago, 
my friend—a cowardly age. Let us forget it, and our¬ 
selves." 

'' And even philoEuop}iy and Hypatia 1" said Kapbael 
archly. ^ 

J have done with philosophyr To fight like an Hora- 
aIcimI, and to die like a bishop, is all I have left—except 
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Hypatia^ the perfect, the wiee ! I tell you, frienJ, U is a 
comfort to me, even in my deupest misery, to recollect that 
the corruj>t world yet holds one bein^ ao divine-" 

And he was running ou in one of hig lulgh-ilowii landa- 
tionfl of his idol, when Tlaphael cJjecked liim. 

1 fear our common sympathy on that subject ia rather 
weakened. I have bogun to doubt her luk^y nearly aa much 
as I doubt philosophy.'' 

''Kot her virtue 

^'No, friend; nor her beaiifcy, nor hor wMom; simply 
her power of mjiking me a better nmii. A selfish criterion, 
you will say. He it so. « , . TVlnit a noble horse that is of 
yours! ” 

“ He has booTi^be lias heen ; but worn out now, like his 
master and his masker's fortunes. . . 

“ Not BO, corhdnly, the colt on which yon have done mo 
the honor k) mount Tnc," 

“Ah, rriy jioor boy’s pot! , * , You are the first person 
who has crossed him since- 

“la he of your own breeding?'' asked Jhkphacl, trying 
to turn the cotivornation, 

“ A cross between tliat white NisHian which you sent me, 
and one of my own 

** Not a bad cn^as ; though lie kof^ps a little of the bull 
head and grcyhomni iluuk of your Afrioaiis*" 

“ So mncli tlie bettor, frieiul. Give mo bone—bone luid 
endurance for this rough down country. YourdelieateVia- 
£Bans are all vi^ry well for a few minutes over those Hat sands 
of 3^gyi)t : but here you need a horse who wiilgo forty mil e» 
a day over rough and smooth, and dine tlionkfully olT thistles 
at night. Aha, poor little man !—" ua a Jerboa sprang up 
from a tuft of busltea at his feet—“ I fear you must help 
to fill OTir Boup-kettlo in these hard tunes." ^ 

And with a dexterous sweep of hia long whip, the worthy 
bishop ontanglod tlie jerboa’s long legs, whisked him up to 
hia s^dlo-bow, and delivered him to the groom and the 
game-bag* * 

Kill him at once* I>>n't let him squeak, boy 1—ho crioB 
too like a child. * * 
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poor little wretch 1" said RaphaeL *' What more 
right, uoWj have wo to eat him than he to eat iib 

Eh P If he oan oat ne^ let him tiy. How long have 
yon joined the Mpnicheei P " 

** Hare no /oora on that Bcore. Bnt, as I told yon, since 
my wonderfal coiiyersion by Bran, the dog, I have begnn 
to hold dumb ankoals m respect, os probably quite as good 
as myself." 

Then you need a further conversion, friend Kaphael, 
and to loam wliat is the dignity of man ; and when that 
arrives, .you will learn to beliovo, with me, that the life of 
overy beast upon the face of the earth would be a cheap 
price to pay in D;£changD for the life of the meanest human 
being." 

Yes, if they be required for food : but really, to kill 
them for our annisomeTit I ” 

''Friend, when 1 wtis still a heathen, I recollect well 
how I used to haggle at that story of the cursing of the 
fig-tree; but when I learnt to know what man was, and 
that I had been all my life mistaking for a part of nature 
that race which was originally, and can be again, mode in 
the likeness of Clod, then I bogon to see that it were well 
if every fig-tree upon earth were cursed* if the spirit of one 
man could be taught thereby a single lesson* And bo I 
speak of those, my darling fiold*s|Jort«, on which I have 
not becTi ashamed, as yi>u know, to write a book." 

And a very cluirniitig (me ; yet you were still a pagan, 
recollect, when you wrolc it*" 

\Vfi3 ; and then I followed the chose by mere nature 
and inclination, But now I know I have a right to follow 
it* because it gives me enduranee, promptness, courage, 
self-control, as well us health and choerfulueea : and there¬ 
fore—Ah 1 ^ fresh ostrich-track !" 

And stopping short, Syiiesius began pricking slowly up 
the hillside* 

Back !" whispered he, at last ** Quietly and silently. 
Lie down on your horse's neck, as I do, or the long-^necked 
rogues may see you* They muet^ be close to us over the 
brow. I know that* favorite grassy slope of old. Bound, 
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under yon hill, or they will get wind of hb^ and then fare* 
well to them I” 

And Syneeius and hb groom cantered on^ hanging each 
to their horaes' neeka by an arm and a leg, in a way which 
Raphael endearored in vain to imitate. 

Two or three minutes more of breathleBs silence brought 
them to the edge of the hill, where Synesius halted, peered 
down a moment, and.then turned to Ehphael, hie faco and 
limbe qairering with delight, as he held up two dngers, to 
denote the number 9l ilic hirde. 

Out of armw-rango 1 Slip the doga, Syphax! ” 

And in another niiuuto Raphael found himself galloping 
headlong down the hill, while two magnificent ostriohea, 
their outapread plumes waving in tho bright breeze, theii 
neoka atooped aim oat to tho ground, and their long legs 
dashing out behind them, were sweeping away before the 
greyhounds at a pace wliich no mortal horae could hare 
held for ten minutei. 

Baby that I am still! ” cried Synesius, tears of excite¬ 
ment glittering in liia eyes ; ^ ^ while Rapliael gave 

hiraaelf up to the joy, and forgot even Victoria, in the 
breathless rush oyer rock and bush, sandhill and water^ 
courae* 

“ Take care of that diy torrent-hed ! Hold up, old 
horse! This will not last two minutes more* They can¬ 
not hold thoir pa(;e against this hree^e. . . , Well tried, 
good dog, though you did miss him! Ah, that mf hoy 
were her© ! There—they double. Spread right and loft, 
my children, and ride at ihem as they pass 1 ” 

And tliQ ostriches, unable, as Synesius said, to keep 
their pace against the breeze, turned sharp on thoii; pur- 
Buers, and beating tlio air with outspread wings, cauio 
down the wind again, at a rate even more wonderfulTthan 
before. 

" Ride at him, Raphael—ride at him, and turn him into 
those bushes 1'^ cried Synesius, fitting an arrow to his 
how. • 

Raphael obeyed, oud the bird swerved into the lowscnih; 
the well-^tralned horse leapt at hin^ like a cat; and Ra- 
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phoelj who dare not trust his skill in archery ^ sir nek with 
Ilia whip at the long neck aa it stniggled past him^ and 
felled the noble quarry to the gT’ound. He was in the act 
of flpringing dow;i to seen re liis priJte, when a shout from 
Synesius stopped him. 

“ Are you mad ? He will kick out your heart I Let 
the dogs hold him I 

Where is the other ? ^ asked Itaphad, poutiug. 

Whore ho ought to be. 1 have inisaed a running 
shot for many a month*’' * 

Rcallyj you rival the Emperor Commodua himaolf.” 

Ah ! 1 tried his fancy of cn'seeni-lieuded arrows once, 
and decapitated an ostrich or two tulembly i but theyaro 
only fit for the amphitheatre : they will not lie safely in tho 
quiver on horse book, I find. But what is that?" And 
he pointed to acloud of white dust^ about a mile down tho 
valloy. A herd of antelopes ? if so, God is indited 
gracious to us ! Como down—whatsoever tlu^y are, wo 
have no time to lose*" 

Ami collecting lus sealtrreil forces, Synesius pushed on 
rapiilly towards the object which had attracteii his atten¬ 
tion. 

Antelopes J ” cried oue. 

Wild Jiorses ! ” cried another. 

Tamo ones, rather ! cried H}TieaiuB, with a gesture of 
wrath* '' 1 saw the flash fjf arms ! ^ 

“VUo A iisiiriaus ! " And a yell of rage rang from tho 
whole troop. 

Will you follow me, children P" 

“ To death ! ” shouted they. 

1 know IL Oh that 1 had seven hundred of you, as 
Abraham had I We would see then whether these scouti- 
droid did T^t share, within a week, the fate of Chedor- 
laomer'a." 

Happy man, who can actually tnlst your own slavea I" 
said Itaphael, aa the jparty galloped on, tightening their 
girdles and getting read} their weapons. 

Slaves ? If the law gives mcLthe power of selling one 
or two of thorn who not yet wise enough to bo inifited , 
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take care of tlicrnsnlres^ it ia a fact wliink both 1 i^nd 
they have long forgotten, "rheir fathers grew gray at my 
father’s tub^o, and God grant that iliey may grow gray at 
mine I Wo out together, work tr>getlieB, hunt togotlicr, 
hglit together, jest tf^gnther, and weep together* Gotl help 
UB all 1 for we have but one efjmmon weal, !Now—do you 
make out the enemy, boys F ” • 

Ausurinns, yourflTolinesB. Tlio same party who tried 
Myrsinitia lastweela 1 know tliein by the helmets^which 
they took from the llarkmen/^ 

And with whom are they flghtrng ?" 

Ifo one could eec. Fighting they certainly were : oat 
their victimB were beyond them, and the party galloped 
on. 

“ That was a sm art busi 11 ess at Myrs* n: tia* T li e A usuriauB 
appetured while tlio peojdo were at morning prayers. The 
HoldicrB, of conrsc, ran for their lives, and liid in tlic caverns, 
leaving the matter to the jiriestB,” 

** If they were of your presbytery, I doubt not they proved 
thomsolveB worthy of their diocesan/' 

“ Ah, if all my prieatfl were but like them ! or my people 
either I”said Syiiosius, chatting quietly in full gallop, like 
atruo son of the eaddle* '^Thcy oiTered up prayera for 
victory, sallied out at the head of thepenBants, and met the 
Moore in a narrow pass. There their hearts failoil a 
little. I^UBtits, the deacon, makes thorn a speech ; charges 
the leader of the robbere, like young David, Avith a stone, 
beats hiB brains out therewith, strips him in true Homeric 
fashion, and rouU the Ausurians with their loaders sword i 
rotuma and erects a trophy in due classic form, and saves 
the wholo valley,'' * 

" You should make him archdeacon,” 

I would send him and his townsfolk round the profince, 
if I could, crowned with laurel, and proclaim before them at 
every market-ploce,' Tliese are men of God/ With whom 
con those Ausurians be deeding ? Plants would have been 
all killed long ago, and soldiers would have ran away long 
ago. It is truly a portent in this country to see a Aght lost 
to minutes. Who can they bo F 1 see them now, and hew-* 
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ing away like men too. They arc ^ill on foot but two ; and 
we Jiave not a cohort of infantry loft for many a mile 
round/* 

“I know who they arecried Raphael, suddenly etrik- 
ing spurs into hie horse, ** I will swear to that armor 
among a thousand. And there is a litter in the midst of 
thorn. On ! and'* fight, men, if you ever fought in your 

llYOB 1" * * 

“Softly!'^ cried SyncBius. Truaj^an old soldier, and 
perhaps—alas ! that he should have to say it—the heat left 
ia this wrotehefl country. Uouzid by the hollow, and take 
the barbarians suddenly in dank. Tlicy will not oee us 
then till we are within twenty paces of thorn. Aha! yon 
haTG a thing or two to learn yet, Ahen*Ezra. ” 

And chuckling at the prospect of action, the gallant 
bishop wheeled his little troop, and in five minutes more 
dashed out of tlie copse with a shout UTid a flight of arrows, 
and rushed into tlic thickest of tlie dght. 

One cavalry skirmish must be very like another. A erash 
of horses, a flashing of sword-blsdes, five minutes of blind 
confusion, and then those who have not been knocked ont 
of their saddles by their neighbors^ knees, and have not cut 
ofl their own horses^ heads instead of their onemy^s, find 
thomselves, they know not how, either running away or 
being run away from—-not one blow in ton having taken ef¬ 
fect on cither side. And even bo Raphael, having made vain 
attempts to cut down several Moors, found himself stand¬ 
ing on his head in an altogether undignified iK)stnre, among 
innumorahle horses^ legs, in all posstblo frantic motions. 
To avoid one waa to get in the way of another; so he 
philosophically sat still, speculating on the sensation of 
having his brains kicked out, till the cloud of legs vanished, 
and he found himself kneeling abjectly opposite the nose 
of a mule, on whose hack sat, utterly unmoved, a tall and 
reverend man, in episcopal costume. The stranger, instead 
of bursting out laughing^ aa Raphael did, solemnly lifted 
his hand, and gave him his ble^ing. The Jew sprang to 
his feet, heedless of all sneh courteites, and, looking round, 
saw the Ausurians galloping oS up the hill in scattered 
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groups, mi Syueams standing close by him, wiping a bloody 
sword, 

la the litter safe were hia firat worda^ 

'*^Safe; and ao are alL I gate you for Killed, when 
I saw you run through with that lance,” 

" Bun through ? 1 am as sound in the hide as a croco¬ 
dile,^' said Baphael, laughings § 

Probably the feUpw took the butt Instead of the point j 
in biB hurry. So goes a cavalry scuffle. 1 saw you hit 
three or four fellowf running with the ilat of your Bw5rd/' 
“ Ah, that explains,” said RapheeL ** Why, I .thought 
myself once the best awordsTuan on the Armenian fron¬ 
tier. . . 

** I suspect that you were thinking of some one besides 
the Moors,” said Syuesins, archly pointing to the litter; 
and Raphael, for the lirdt time for many a year, bliialied 
like a hoy of fifteen, and Llien tutnod haughtily away, aud 
remounted hia horse^ tMiyiiig, Ctutrisy fool tlmt 1 was ! ” 
“Thank God rather that you have been kept from the 
shedding of blood,” said the stranger bistiop, in a soft, 
delihcmte voice, with a peculiarly clear mid delicate euuii- 
ciatioiu “If God have given ua tJje victory, why gmdgo 
Hia having spared any other of His creatures boaidcs 
OurselTcs 

“ Because there are so many tue more of them loft to 
raviah, burn, ajid slay,” answered Synesius, ** Neverthe¬ 
less, I am not going to argue with Augustine,” * 
Augustine 1 Itapiiaol looked intently at the man, a tall, 
dclicttte-foaturod iieraouoge, with a h>fty and narrow fore¬ 
head, scarred like his chocks with the deep furrows of 
many a doubt and woe,. Revive, gentle but unbending, 
was expressed in his thin close-set lips and his clear quiet 
eye ; but the calm of hia mighty counteiianoo jivas thtf calm 
of a worn-out volcano, over which centuries must pass before 
the earthquake-rents be ^lled with kindly soil, and the cin¬ 
der slopes grow gay with grass and flowers. The Jew's 
thoughts, however, were soon tufned into another channel 
by the hearty embraces ^f Majoricua and his son. 

“Ve have caught you again, ypu truant!” stud the 
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young Tribune; ''you conld not escape m, you after 
alb” 

“ Ratberi” said the father, " wo owo him a second debt 
of gratitude for a^second ileliventDce. Wo were right hard 
bestead wlien you rode up.” 

“ Oh, he brill ga notliing but good with him whenever be 
appears; and thtn be protends to be a bird of Oilmen,” 
said the light-hearted Tribune, putting his armor to rights. 

Raphael was in his eccrui heart not ;iorry to ^nd that his 
old friends bore him no grudge for hit, , caprice : but all Ho 
answored was— 

"Pray thank any one but me ; I have, as usual, proved 
myself a fool. Bat what brings you here, like Gods e 
Maclii?!^ ? It ts contrary to all proliubilitioR. Quo would 
would not admit so astoiuiding an incident, even in the 
modern drama.” 

" Contrary to none wlialsoever, nij friend. We found 
Augustine at Bmstikie, in act U} set off to tsynesius : we— 
one of us, that is—wei'c certain that you would be found 
with him ; and wo decided on fictiiig as AugustirioB guant, 
for none of tlie dastard garrison dare stir out.” 

" One of us,” thought lUphiud*—" wliicb one ? ” And, 
conquering his pride, lie aafeed> as carelessly aw be could, 
for Victoria, 

8he IB there in the litter, poor child ! ” taid her fatlier 
in a seriouH tone. 

"iSiirely not ill ?” 

" Alas ! either the ovurwiought racitement of months of 
heroism broke down when she ffuind us safe at last, or 
some stroke from Gixl—. Who can tell what I may 
not Ivare deserved ?—But sho has licen utterly prostrate 
in body and mind, ever since we parted from yon at Bere¬ 
nice.'” 

The blunt soldier little guessed the meaning of his own 
words, Bu t Raphael, ag [le heard, felt a pang shoot through 
his heart, too keen for him to discern whcUier it sprung 
from joy or from despair!: 

" Oome,” cried the cheerful vocce of f^yiiesiuB, “ come, 
Abon-Rzra; you have knelt for Augustine^a blessing 
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ttlrettdy, and now you muHt enter into the fniition of it. 
Come, you two philosopher a must know each other. Most 
holjr 1 entreat you to proiich to this friend of mine^ at 
once the wisest and tho foolislieet of 

“ Only tho latter/' said Knphael; ''hut open to any 
speech of Augustine's, at letu^t when wo are safe homcj 
and game enough for Sym3flius''3 now guei^ts killed.” 

And turning away« he rode silent and sullen hy tho side 
of his compauionw, tvlio began at oiic^o hi cirnsnlt together 
as to the plans of Mijoricu^ and hia soldiers. 

lu spite of liinmeir, Kaiihai‘^S(M)ii heearnc inh'iw'sted in 
Augiifltino’s conversation, lie entered into the subject of 
Cyrenian misrule and ruin oe heartily and shrewdly as any 
man of the world ; and when all the rest were at n loss, 
the prompt practical hint which deaml up the difficulty 
was (certain to eoriic from him. It wits hy his ativice that 
Majorieus had brought his soMiery hither; it was his pro¬ 
posal that they shfudd bo eniployed for a fixed period in 
dtdoiiding these remote son them boundaries of the pn>v- 
inue ; he clict^ked the Jinpctuoaity of fiyTiesius, clioon^d the 
despair of Majorirua, appoalod to the honor and tlie Chris¬ 
tianity of tho soldiers, and soemed to have a word—*ind 
tliat tho right word—for ovei-y iimn ; and iifter a wliilc, 
Ahon-Ezni quite forgcit tho stilTneBs ajul deliberation of his 
n)annor, and bho quaint use of Scripture texts in far-fetched 
iUustratLjjus of every opinion which ho ]iro 2 >ouiide(^ It 
liad 600 mod at fir fit a more afTeefcatiou ; but tho arguments 
which it was employed to enforce were Iti thomsclvoa so 
moderate and so rational, that llaphacl began to foci, little 
by little, that his apparent pedantry was only tlio result of 
a wish to refer every matter, oven the most vulgar, to^Bome 
deep and divine rule of right and wrong. 

But you forget all this while, my friend^/' saitf Muf 
J oriouB at last, “the danger which yon incur hy sheltering 
proclaimed rebels," 

“The King of kinga han forgivei^your rebellion, iu that 
while Ho has punished you by thh loss of your lands aikd 
honors, He has given y#u your life for a prey in this city 
of prfuge. It remains for you to bring forth worthy fruits 
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of penitence; of which I know none better than those 
which John the Uaptiat commandod to the soldiery of old. 
Do no violence to any irmn^ and be content with your 
wages/" t 

" As for rebels and rebellion," said Syuoaiua, ** they are 
matters unknown among ne ; for where there is no king 
there can be no i^bollion. Whesoover will help na against 
Ausiirians is loyal m our eyes. And as for onr political 
creed, it isainiplecnoagh'-^naraoly, tlirf'- the emperor never 
dies, and that hw name ia Agamemf.on, who fought at 
Troy; which any of my grfjotns will prove to you eyllogisti' 
cally enough to satisfy Auguatirie himself* As thus— 

" Againcmnon was the greatest and the best of kings* 
“The emperor is the greatest and the best of kings. 

'J’berefore, Againeninon is the emperor, and con¬ 
versely." 

" It had been well," said Augustine, with a grave smile, 
if some of our friends lm<l held the same doctrijic, oven 
at the expense of their logic*" 

“Or if/' answered Synosius,' “ they believed with ns, 
that tlio emperor's chamberlain is a clever old man, with 
a bald head like my own, UlysBcs by name, who was re¬ 
warded with tJie prcfeutui'e of all lands north of the Med¬ 
iterranean, for putting out the Cyclopes eye two years 
ago* However, enough of this. Hut, yon see, you are 
not ip. any extreme danger of informei's and intriguers* 

* , * The real difficulty ia, how you wiU be able to obey 
Augustine, by being content with your wages. For/' 
lowering his voice, “ you will get literally none." 

** It will be as much aa we deaerve," aaid the young 

Tribime ; but my follows have a trick of eating-" 

** They are welcome, then, to all deer and oatrichos which 
they can catflh. But I am not only 2>enntleas, but reduced 
myself to live, like the Lfcetrygons, on meat and nothing 
eto; all crops and stocks for miles round being either 
burnt or carried off." * ^ 

E nihilo nihil t" said 4'^gustine, having nothing 
else to say. But here Raphael*woke up on a sudden 
with— 
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Did the Pentapolitan wheeit-Bhipa go to Eomo ? " 

; Orestes stopped them when he stopped the Alex¬ 
andrian convoy.'^ 

^'Then the Jews have the whmt^ trust .them for it; and 
what they hayo I have. There are certain nionics of mine 
lying at interost in the seaport.^, which will set that matter 
to rights for a month or two. Do you dnd an escort to- 
inorroWj and I will 11 whciiL” 

“ But, most geiiyniis of fricmls^ I can neither repay 
you intorcat nor priijpipal.” 

it so. I have s|K'nt so much money during the 
last thirty years in doing iiothmg but evil, that it is hard 
if 1 may not at last spend a littlo in dt>ing gciod.—Unlcsa 
his Uolmeas of Ifippo thiuks it wrong for you to ftooei>t 
tlie good will of an infidel 

Which of those three/'said AngustinCj ^'was neigh¬ 
bor to him who fell among tfdeves, hut ho who had mercy 
on him? Verily, my friend Baplmcl Abon-Bzia, thou 
art not far from tlie kingdom of Ood." 

“ Of which God ?^' asked lliiphael slyly* 

the God of f hy forefather Ahi-aham, whom thou 
shfllt hear ua woi'ship this evening, if Ho will. Syiiebius, 
have you a eliiLndi wTierein 1 euii perform the evening 
servic^c, and give a word of exhortation to tbcr c my ehtU 
dren ? 

Syncsit^B sighed. ^^Tliero is a ruin, which was last 
month a church*” 

And is ouo stiJL Man did not place thoto tlio ]>ro8- 
ence of God, and man. cannot expel it.” 

And so, aeuding out hunting-parties right and left in 
chose of everything which hod animal life, and jdeking up 
before nightfall o tolerably abundant supply of game, they 
went homo wards, wlicro Victoria was intrusted to tho care 
of Synesius's old stewardess, and tho soldiery ware marched 
straight into the church ; while SynesiuB'’B servantB, to 
whom tlio Latin Bcrvico would hf^vo been imintelligihle, 
busied themselves in cooking the still warm game* 

Strangely onough it Ed>nndod to Buphael that evening to 
hear, among those smoko-grimed pillars and fallen rafters, 
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tlie grand oH Hebrew p^lms of Ills nation ring aloft, to 
the very ehantaj too^ wliioh were eaiil by fclie rabbi to havo 
been used in tbe Ternplo^worahip of Jerusalem* * * , They, 
and the invoc'atjoim, tbanksgiringR^ ble^ingSj the ¥eiy 
outward eoromoiLial itself, wore all llobTuie, redolent of the 
thonghtBj the words of his own anoGBtors* That lesson 
from the book of^I^OTorlis, whicli Augustine's deacon, was 
reading in Tjitin—the bbiod of tlio ^lan who wrote these 
words was flowing in Aben-Ezni^s veins. . . , it a 
mistake, an liypooriii.y ? or W(‘re they (idced worshipping, 
as they .faueierl, the Ancient One who spoke face to face 
with hia fortdatljors, the Aruhetypo of iniui, the friend of 
Abraliant and of Israel ? 

And Tiow the Hurmou began; and as Augustine stood 
for a moniont in prayer in front of the niitiod altar, every 
furrow in his worn face lit up hy a ray of moonlight which 
Btnjametl in through the broken roof, Raphael waited im- 
pationtly for his speech. What would he, the refined dia¬ 
lectician, the aneicjit teacher of hcatlien rhctfjric, the 
courtly anil learned student, the ascetic cclilMite and the¬ 
osopher, have to say to those coai'sc war-worn soldiers, 
Tliracians and Marknicn, Gauls iiTid llclgians, who Bat 
watching thm^, with tljose sad earnest faces Y What one 
thought or feeling in common couJd there bo between 
Aiigiistino ttrid his congregidion ? 

At last, after slgtiing hiitiself with the ctobb, 1\o began. 
The suhjcfjt was one of the psalnia which had just hoen 
reatl—a battle psalm, concerning Moab and Amalek, and tho 
old border wj^ra of Palestine. WJiat would ho niuko of that ? 

He secTned to start lamely enough, iu spito of the ei- 
quiaite griiec of his voice, and manner, and language, and 
the opigrummatic toraenoBS of every sentenco- He spent 
Bomelniiinte^ over tho inscription of the psalm—allegorized 
it—maile it meuii eonicthzng wliioh it never did mean in 
the writers niiud, aiid wlneh it, as Ihiphael well knew, 
never could moan, for hia interpretation wiw founded on a 
sheer mis-tranHlation. punned ott the Latin version--* 
derived the meaning of Hohrew worda from LaGn ety^ 
mologles. 4 * , And be wont on with tbc pealm iUelf, 
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the common BeoBO of Duvid seemcMl to evaporate in 
mysticiam^ The most fantastic and far^ffetched illnatra- 
tiona, drawn from tlie commoiiost objccta, alternated 
with mysterious theosophic doj^tna. JVficro was tliat 
Itiarning for which he was so famed ? Whero was that 
reverence for the old Ilebrow Scriptures which he pro¬ 
fessed ? lie was treating DuvSd as ill tustHj patia n&cd to 
treat Homer—worse pven than old rivflo did, when in the 
homo life of the oldiPatriarclis, and in thti mighty ^\otB of 
Moses and Josliua^jhe could htiU nothing but spiritnal 
allegories whennviLli to painpor the jnivato exjU-Ticnees 
of the Bcclndod theosopldfit* And Itaphael felt very nundi 
irtclined to get up and go awuy, and still more inclined to 
say, with a siuilej, in his liotitc, All men are liars/' * * » 
And yet, what an iiluKtrafion that last one waul N(j 
niero fancy, but a I'cal deep glance into tlie worlting nf the 
material universe, sm ftymhohe of Ibe spiritual and uiiBK^n 
one, Aud not drawn, as IlyfiatiaV were, exeluBivcly from 
some anblimo or ]xirteidous pheuoiiiejion, but from some 
dog, or kettle, or fish-wife, wif.li a hoiuely insight worthy 
of old Socrates himaelf. How pi'Tsonal ho wjih Ikh inning, 
too ? , . . N'o long burats of declamation, hut dniinaiic 
dialogue ami interrogation, by-hints, and tmexpccted hits 
at one and the other juost corntnoiifdace soldier’s furl¬ 
ing* * * . And yet each pithy rebuke was put ii^ a uiii- 
rersaJ, compniheiisive form, wliich made Ibiphiud liirnsolf 
wince—^ich might, he thought, have made any mari, or 
woman either, wince in like raaniier. Well, whether or 
not Augustino knew truths for all men, he at least knew 
sins for all men, aiul for himself as well as his hearers. 
There was no denying that. He was a real man, rigpit or 
wrong, What ho rebuked in others, he liad felt in him¬ 
self, and fought it to the death-grip, as the Has}^ and qTiivor 
of that worn face proclaimed. , . . Jiiit yet, why were the 
Edomites, by an utterly mistaken pun their name, to 
signify one sort of sin, and the Aromoiutcs another, and 
the Amalekites another ? What liad that to do with the 
old pBdlm ? What hod iit to do with the present auditcry ? 
Was not this tho wildest and lowest form of that unreal. 
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finbtilizmgj mystic podantiy;, of which he had sickened 
long ago in llypatia^s lectoTe-roomj till he fled to BraHj the 
dog, for honest priLctical rooUtios F 
Ko* * * . Gradually, as AugListmo^s hints became more 
practical and pointed, Bapliacl saw that there wye in hia 
mind a most real and organic connection, true or false, in 
what seemed at ilrst more arbitrary allegory, Amaiekites, 
personal sins, Ausurian robbers and ravishore, were to him 
only BO many difleront forms of oner and the same evil, 
Ue who helped, any of thorn fought iigainst the righteous 
God : he who fought agaiiist them fought for that God ; 
but he mnstronquer the Amalekite^ within, if he expected 
to conquer the AmuJekites without. Could the legionurics 
permanently put down tlie lust and greed around them, 
while their own liearta were eiiBlavnl to lust and greed 
within ? Tl'onld they not be helping it by example, while 
tliey preieudeil to crush it by sword-strokes ? Was it not 
a mockery, an h^'pacviay ? Could God's bleaaing be on it ? 
Could tlujy restore unity and peace to tho country while 
there was neither unity nor pe;ujo within them ? What 
had produced the helplessness of the people, the imbecility 
of tlie militaiy, but inward helplousneisB, inward weaknesH ? 
They wore weak against Moors, because they wore weak 
against enemies nioi'e deadly than Moors. Row could they 
fight for God outAvardly, while tliey were fighting against 
nirn inwardly ? Jfo would not go forth with tlijcir hosta, 
*How could Jle, wlien Tie wiis not among tbcirhoata ? Ho, 
a spirit, must dwell in their epirits. . , . And then the 
shout of a king would be among them, and one of them 
should chase a thousand, , , * Or if not—if both people 
and {;oldiers required still further chaatening and humbling 
—what matter, provided that they were ebustened aiad 
humbled ? , 'What matter if their faces were confounded, 
if they were thoroby driven to seek Ilia Kame, who alone 
was the Truth, t*io Light, and the Life ? What if they 
were slain ? Let them have conquered tho inward enomies, 
what matter to tbem if the outward enemioa saemod to pre¬ 
vail for a Tuomont ? They should be rocoinponsed at the 
reearrection of tho just, when doatli was swallowed up in 
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Tietory* It would be seen thoii who Imd really conquered 
m the eyoa of the just God—tlicy, iMOiVa uilnistcra, the 
defendoFB of peace and justieCj or tl^e AuBurlann^ tlie euo- 
inies thereof, , . . And then, by eonie <fimintest turn of 
fancy, Jie introduced a word of pity and hope, even for the 
wild Moorish robbers. It might bo good for tlicm to have 
^ saoeecded thus far; they might leuritfroiri. tlieir Ohmtian 
captives, puriRetl by fiffliction, truths which those captives 
had forgotten in prot^erity* And, again, it might be good 
for them, as well ti& Jbr Christians, to he confounded and 
made like chall before the windf that so they too' might 
learn His Name. . . . And so on, tl^rough and in epite 
of all conceits, allegories, overfitrabied interpretations, 
Augustine went on evolving from the FSalms, and from the 
past, and from the future, the jisscrtion of a Living, 
Present God, the eternal enemy of discord, injustice, and 
evil, the eternal helper and deliverer of those wlio were 
enslaved and crushed thereby in soul or body, , . . It was 
all most strange to Ibiphaeh , . . Strange in its uttor 
imlikene^ to any teaching, Platonist or Hebrew, which he 
had over heard before, and stranger still in its agreement 
with thoso teachings ; in the instinctive ease with which it 
seemed to unite and justify them all by th(» talisman of 
some one idea—and what that miglit he, his Jewish prej¬ 
udices could not proyent his seeing, and yet would not 
allow him to acknowledge. But, liowsoevor Im might Pod* 
den with Hebrew pride ; howsoever ho might long to per¬ 
suade himself that Augustine was building up a sound and 
right practicsal structare on the foundation of a sheer lie } 
he could not help watching, at first with envy, and then 
with honest pleasure, tlie faces of the rough soldiers,* as 
they gradually lightened up into fiied attention, intochaor- 
fiil and solemn resolve. * 

What wonder said Raphael to himself, '' what 
wonder, after all ?" He has been speaki^ to these w-ild 
beasts os to sages and saints; ho Jias been telling them 
that God is as much witiitihcm as with prophets and 
psalmists. • I won dor If Hypatia, with all her beauty, 

could have touched their hearts as he has done t " 
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And ivb^5li Haphitel tOAe ut tLe ond of this strange dis* 
courBej ho foit more like an old Ilcbrow than ho had done 
ginoehcgat upon hisnui^e’s knoo, and hoanl legondaabout 
Solomon and tlto Quean of Sheba. Wliat if Augustine 
wore right after all ? What If the Jehovah of tlie old 
Sori])turus were not merely the national patron of the 
ohildren of AhroliaTn^ as the Ihibbis held ; not merely 
Philo held, the Divine Wisdom which inspired a few oloct 
Siiges, even among tlie heiithen; but t? e Lord of tho whole 
earth, and of the jiations thereof ?if-And auddenly, for 
tho Unit time iti his life>- puasages from the psalms and 
prophets flashed across him, which seemed to assert this, 
WJiat else did that whole b(»ok of Daniel and tlio history 
of Nebuchadnezzar inean^—if not that ? Philosophic lati- 
tudlnariauism hml long ago citrod him of the Itabbinical 
notion of the JhibyIonian conqueror as an inoarnato fiend, 
devoted to Tophet, like Sonnacherih before him* lie liad 
long in private admired tho man, us a inagnihceiit Inunan 
oharuetor, a fairer one, in Ids eyes, tliaii either Alexander 
or Julius Cfflsar* . * , What if Augustine hod given liim a 
hint which might justify his admiration ? * . • But more, 

* * , What if Angustmo were right in going even further 
than Philo and Hypatia? What if this same Jehovah, 
Wisdom, Ijogos, call Him what tliey might, wore actually 
the God of the spirits, as well ua of tho bodies of all flesh t 
Wlir>t if He was as near—Augustine said that Ho was—to 
tho hearts of those wild jdarkmen, Gmils, Thracians, as 
to Augustine’s own heart ? What if He were—Augustine 
said He was^yearning after, euligti tuning, leading home 
to Himself, tho souls of tho poorest, tlm inost brutal, tho 
most sinful?—What if lie loved man as man, and not 
merely one favored race or one favored doss of minds ? 

. . . And in tho light of that hypothesis, that strange 
stoiy of the Gross of Oalvary seemed not so imposaible 
after all. * . . I/ut then, coUbocy and asceticism, utterly 
non-human as they wefO, what had they to do with the 
theory of a human God ? i 

And dlled with many questioninge, Baphaol was not 
sorry to have the ihatter brought to an issue that very 
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evenm^, in Syneaius'B Bittiiig-room. Majorioiiaj in hb 
'blunts Boltliurlikc got Raphael tuid Aug'uatiiie at each 
other without ciroumlon.ntion ; and Ruphaoh after trying 
to gmile and pooh-pooli away tlio was tempted to 

make a jei&t on a eeonmig^ fallaciauu conceit of Aiignsliiie^s 
—found it more difficult than lie thought to trip up the 
eeiioas and wujy logician, lost his tomi>c?r a little—a eign, 
porhapSt oi Totuming health iu a sccjiUe—and eooii found 
hiiasclf fighting desperately, with Synesius backing Ijtm, 
apparently for the ftiero pleasure of seeing a hatUei and 
Majoricus making him more more entss by-the im¬ 
plicit dogmatic faith with which he hewed at one Gordian 
knot after another, iill Augustine had to save liims^df from 
his friends by tripping the good Ihefect gently up, and 
leaving him miles beliind the diapiitaiits, who argued on 
and oiif till broad d ay light shone iiK and the sight ofthedes^ 
ohdiozi below recalled ali jiarlies toinoro material woupons, 
and a stonier warfare. 

Rut little thought ibipluiol Abon-T^zru, jis ho sat there, 
calling lip every reBOLirco of ?iis wit and learning, jn the 
hope^ half malicious, half honestly cautious, of apsettirig 
the sage of Hippo, and forgetting all heaven and curtli in 
the delight of tattle with his peers, that in a neighboring 
ehanilicr, her tender limbs outspread upon the Jloor, her 
face buried in hor di she veiled locks, lay Victoria, wrestling 
all night Jong for him in prayer and bitter tears, the 
murmur of buay voices reached hor eager earn, longing in 
vain catch tiie sense of words, on wliieli bung now htu' 
hopes and bliss—how utti^rly and entirely, she hud never 
yet eonfeased to lierself, though she dare confeas it to 
that Sini of llan to whom she pmyod, os to Oiio who felt 
with tendenjeaa and insight hcyoTid that of a brother, a 
father, even of a mother, for her maiden'a biujthos and. hor 
maiden’s wocs^ 
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PANDBMOMTUJf-- 

Birr where was Philammon all th^t j^eek ? 

J’or the&Tit dijiy or two his impmomncnt he had raved 
like Bome wild beaet entrjipped. IliB new-found purpose 
and energy, thus suddenly duixuned back and checked, 
boiled up in frantic rage, ITc tore at tlie bara of hia 
prison; he rolled himself, shrieking on the door. He 
called in vain on Hypatia^ on Pelagia, on Arsenins—on all 
but God> Pray ho could not, and dared not; for to whom 
waa ho to pray ? To the stars ?“to the Abysses and tlie 
Etorpities ? , , , 

Alas ! as Augustine said once, bitterly enough, of his own 
Maniclueoji teachers, Hypatia had taken away the livixig 
God, and given him instead the four Elements, , , , And 
in utter bewilderment and hopeless terror he implored the 
pity of every guard and gaoler who jyasBcd along the cor¬ 
ridor, and conjured them, as brothers, fathers, men, to help 
him* Moved at oneo by his agony ami by his exceeding 
beauty, the rough Thriiciana, who knew enough of their 
employer’s character have little difficulty in believing his 
victim to bo innocent, listened to him and questioned him. 
But when they offered the very help .which ho implored, 
and'asked him to toll his stoiy, the poor hoy'e tongue 
clave to the roof of his mouth* ^low conid ho publish hla 
sister’s shame F And yet she waa about to publish it her¬ 
self 1 , . . And instead of words, ho met their condolences 
with fresh agon|l?s, till they gave him up as mad; and, 
tired by hia violence, compelled him, with blows and curses, 
to remain quiet ; and so the ^week wore out, in dull and 
stnpeEed despair, which trembled on the veiy edge of 
idiocy- Night andt day were alike to him. The food 
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which was thmst in through his grate remained untasted ; 
hour after hour, daj after day, he sat upon tho gronnd, his 
head borled in his hands, hj^-dosing from mere e^aus^ 
tion of body and mind. Why should he onro to stir, to eat, 
to live ? He hod but one purpose in heaven and earth; 
and that one purpose was impossihlo. 

At last his cell-door gral;e<l on its^liitigea. “Up, my 
mod youth I" cried a rough voice. " Up, and thank tho 
favor of the gods, ^nd tho bounty of our noble—ahem! 
—Prefect. To-day^le gives freedom to all prisOTiers. And 
I fluppoBG a pretty boy like you jj^ay go about your busineas, 
as well as uglier rascals I" 

Plulammon looked up in tho gaoler's face With a dim, 
half-comprehension of Ids moaning. 

Do you hear ? " cried the man, witli a curse. You 
arc free* Jump up, or I shut the door agaiu, and your 
one chance is over,^^ 

** Did she dance Venus Anodyomene 
" 8he I Wlto ? 

** My sister 1 Pelagia! 

** lleaveu only knows what she has not danced in hcT 
time ! liut they say alio dances to-day once more, Quick 1 
out, or I shall not be ready in time for the sports.^ They 
begin an hour heneo* Pree admissiou into the theatre to¬ 
day for all—rogues ami Jiouest men, (Jliristians and hea¬ 
thens—eSutso the boy ! he's os mud as over.” , 

So indeed Philammon ficcirtod ^ for s])ringing suddenly 
to his feet, he rushed out i^ast the gaoler, upaett'ng him 
into the corridor, and fled wildly fi'om thcj prison among 
the crowd of liberated nifflatis, ran from the prison homo, 
from home to the baths» from the haths to the theatre, 
and waa soon pushing ids way, regardless of ctiqiiettej to¬ 
wards tho lower tiers of hcnches, in order, lie hardly Knew 
why, to place himself as near as possible lo tho very sight 
which he dreaded and abhorred* ^ 

As fate would' have It, tho pjjesage by whtcli he had 
entered opened cloee to Prefect's chair of state, where 
aat Orest^, gorgeous in^is robes of office, and by him—to 
Philammon^s surprise and horror—IPypatia hcreelf. 
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More beautiful than ever, her forehead eparhliog^ like 
JuTio’a own, with a lofty tiara of jewola, her white louie 
robe liatf hidden by a criniRon shawl, there Bat the veetol, 
the philoBopher* WJiat did she there ? But the boy*s 
eager eyes, accustomed but too well to note every light and 
sltade of feeling which croBBcd that face, saw in a moment 
how wan and Jjaggnrd wag its expression, She wore a look 
of constraint, of hiilf-terrliicd self-resolve, as of a martyr ; 
and yet not an undoubtmg martyr; for as Orestes turned 
his head at the stir of Phitommon’s iii^rusion, and flashing 
with auger at the flighty motionod him fiercely hack, 
IJypntia turned too, and as her eyes mot her pupil’s, she 
hill shod crim son, and started, and seemed in act to motion 
him hack also; and then, recollecting hcTBolf, whispered 
something to Orestes which quieted his wrath, and com¬ 
posed herself, or rather sank into her place again, as one 
who was detonniiied to abide the worst, 

A knot of gay young gentlemen, Phiiammon's fellow- 
stndents, pulled him down among them, with welcome and 
laughter; and before he could collect his thoughts, the 
curlaiiL in front of the stage iiad fallen, and tho sport began. 

Tlie scene represented a Vuickground of desert mountainB, 
and on the stage itself, before a group of temporary huts, 
stood huddling together the black Libyan priaoncra, some 
fifty men, women and children, liedLsened with gaudy 
feathers and girdlos of tassellod leather, brondisliing tbelr 
spciiTB and targets, and glaring out with white eyes on the 
strange seeiio befoi^ thorn. In childish awo and wonder. 

Along ilio front of tho stage a wattled battlement had 
been erected, while below, the hyposceniuin had been 
painted to Topresonfc rocks, thus completing the rough 
imitation of a village among the Libyan hills. 

Amid breathless silonce, a herald advanced, and pro¬ 
claimed that these were prisoners taken in arms against 
the Homan aena^a and people, and therefore worthy of 
immediate death: bu|| that the Prefect, in his exceeding 
deineijcy toward them, and especial anxiety to afford the 
greatest possible amusement to ^the obedLeut and loyal 
citiaens of Alexandria, had determined, instead of giving 





them at once to the beaHte, to allow thorn to fight for ihoti 
lives, promising to the sarvivoTB a free panlon if they ac¬ 
quitted theuiBelves valiantly. 

'J’'ho poor wrotches on the utagc, wlien tfjifl prot'bmation 
wae translateti to tlioni^ &ot up a iMirbiirio yell f>f joyj and 
brandisliod their spears and targets niore liefccly tlian ever. 

But tljoir joy was short* The trupijltts Bounded the 
attack ; a brwly of glailiatonj^, equal in nunjhcT to tho 
savages, nutrehed ont from one of tlie two grifut side-pits- 
HUgeSj made their [sauce to the applamling B]>eetatarBj 
and planting their sealing-Laddep against the front of tho 
BtagOj mounted to tlic attack. 

Tlie Libyans fought like tigers 5 yet from tho first 
Tfypatiaj and Pliilammon also^ could see that tlieir prom^ 
isefl chance of Jifo was a mere mockery* Their light 
ihwta and naked limbs were 11 f> nuitcli for tho heavy sivords 
and complcin armor of their hrutal assarlanis, who etidureft 
carelessly a storm of blr^ws utkI fiirusts on hoiuls an'd faces 
protected by visored JielnieU : yet so fiorcte wiia tho valor 
of the fjibyana, that even they rccoih^l twice, and twice 
tho mjaliiig-liiddora were hurled down figuin, while more 
than oiiG gladiator lay below, rolling in the dcatli*ago!ty. 

And then burst forth the slcepiug devil in the liearta 
of that great hnitaliiicd ninltitiule. Veil upon yell of 
savage triumph, and still more savage disflppondrueiit, 
ran from ivory tier of tliat vuat ring of seats, at each l^low 
and parry, onslaught and ropulBc ; and Pliilanuikon saw with 
horror and surj)rifie that luxury, refincnieiit, philosophic 
culture itself, were no Hufeguards against the infection of 
bloodthirstiuesfl. Gay and delicate hwlics, ivhom ho hud 
seen three days before aimporing delight at Tlypidia'a heaven¬ 
ward aspiration a, and some, too, whom be see mod to recol¬ 
lect tn Cliriiitian charclica, sprang from their at^ats, waved 
their luuids »ud handkercliief^, and clapped and shouted 
to the gladiators, i'or, alas 1 there wflJ^no doubt as to 
which aide the favor of tho spcctatora inclined. With 
taunts, jeers, applauBc, entreaties, the hired ruflianB were 
urged on to their work of blood, ri'lie poor wretches heard 
no voice raised in their favor; nothing hut contempt. 
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hatred^ eager lust of bloody glared from those thou Bands of 
pitilesit eyea; audj brokeii-hctirted^ despairing^ they flagged 
and drew back ono by one* A shout of triumph greeted 
the gladiators aaHlicy climbed over the battlement, and 
gained a footing on the stage. The wretched blacks broke 
up, and fled wildly from comer to corner, looking Tainly 
for an outlet* - 

And then began a butchery* . t , Some fifty men, 
women, and children were cooped tog<^thor in that narrow 
space* * < * And yet Hypatia’s ooimtef ance did not falter* 
Why should it ? What i^orc their numbers, bosido the 
thousands who had perished year by year for centuries, by 
that and fur worse deaths, in the ain]>bitheatres of that 
empire, for that foitli which she was vowed to re-establish* 
It was part of the great system; and she must endure 
it. 

Not that she did not fool ^ for she, too, was woman ; and 
Iier heart, raised far above the brutal excitement of the 
multitude, lay calmly open to the most poignant stings of 
pity* Again and again she was in the act to entreat mercy 
for some shrieking woman or struggling child j hut before 
her lips could shape the wonls, the blow had fallen, or the 
wretch was whirled away from her sight in the dense un¬ 
distinguish able mass of slayers and slain. Yes, she had 
begun, and she must follow to the end, . * * And, after 
all, what were the lives of those few semi-brutes, returning 
thus a few years earlier to the day from which they sprang, 
compartel with the regcuoration of a world ? - • . And it 
would 1)0 over in a few minutes more, and that black writh¬ 
ing heap be still for ever, and the curtain fall* . * . And 
then for Venus Anadyomenc, and art, and joy, and peace, 
and the graceful wisdom and beauty of tho old Greek art, 
calming and'^ivilizing all hearts, and softening them into 
pure devotion for the immortal myths, tho immortal deities, 
who had inspiredyOieir forefathers in tho glorious days of 
old. * * But still theblock heap writhed; and she looked 
away, up, down, and round,. every where, to avoid the 
sickening sight; and her eye eau^i Fhilammon's gazing 
at her with looks of horror and disgust. ... A thrill of 
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ahame mshod through her heart, aiid blushing scarlet, she 
sank her head^ and whispered to Orestes— 

Have mercy 1—spare the rest! 

fairest vestal I The mob haa*taated blood, and 
they must have their fill of it, or they will turn on us for 
aught I know, frothing so dangerous as to check a brute, 
whether he be horse^ dog, or man, when *01100 Jiis spirit is 
up. Ha 1 there is a«fug]tivo 1 How well the little rascal 
nine 1" 

Ae he spoke, a b^y, the only surviyor, leaped from the 
etage, and rushed across tho ojehestra toward them, fol¬ 
lowed by a rough cur-dog. 

You shall have this youth, if ho reaches ns." 

ITypatia watclied breathless. The boy had Just arrived 
at the altar in the centre of tho orchestra, when be saw a 
gladiator close upon him. TJic ritfiifui’s arm was raised to 
strike, when, to the astonishment of the whole theatre, boy 
and dog turned vsUiaiitly to bay, and leaping on the gla¬ 
diator, dragged him between them to the ground. The 
triumph was momentary. Tlie iipliftcil hands, the about 
of “Spare him!" came too late. The man, ae he lay, 
buried his sword in the slender body of the child, and then 
rising, walked coolly back to the side pasBogea, while the 
poor cur stooil over the little corpse, licking its hands and 
face, und making the whole building ring with his doleful 
cries. TJ.0 attendants entered, and striking their ]jooks 
into corpse after corpse^ drugged them out of Bight, mark¬ 
ing their path by long red furrows in tlio sand ; while the 
dog followed, until his inauspicious howliugu died away 
down distant passages^ 

Philammon felt sick and giddy, and half rose to eucape. 
But Pelagia 1 . , . Xe—he must sit it out, and see the 
worst, if worse than this was possible. He looked round. 
The people were coolly sipping winn and eating cakes, while 
they chatted admirably about the beaut A of the great cur^ 
tain, which had fallen and hiddeii the atage, and repre¬ 
sented, on a ground cf deep-blue sea, Europa carried by 
the bull across the Bosphorus, while Nereids and Tritons 
played oroimd, t 
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A tshigle flute within tlie curtain began to eend forth 
^ Juflcioua itraiiiB, deadened and diatanti as if through ihr- 
oif glens and woodlands [ and from the side pafisagee issued 
throe Graces^ led hy PeiGio, tlie goddeaa of persuasioni 
hearing a herald’s staff in her hand* Sho advanced to the 
altar in. tlie centre of tlie orchestra, and informed the spec¬ 
tators that, during tlio absence of Am in aid of a certain 
great military expedition, which was shortly to decide the 
diadem of liome* atid the liberty, prosperity, and supremacy 
of Egypt and Alexandria, Aphrodite ^had returned to her 
lawful allegiance, atid siihniitted for the time being to the 
comm an da of licr husband, llephu^stiis | that he, as the 
deity of artiliners, felt a jieculiar interest in the welfare of 
tlie city of Alexandria, the workshop of the world, and had, 
iin a sign of his favor, prevail ml upon his fair spoil bo 

to exhibit, for this onm\ fit»r beauties to the assembled 
populace, and, in the unspoken jioctry of motion, to repre- 
Rvut to them the emotions with which, as she arose now- 
lu>j'rv from the acii, she first BUi'v(^ycd that fair expanse of 
1 leaven and earth of wbiuh elio now reigned undisputed 
qnccii, 

A shout of rapturous Applause greeted this announce¬ 
ment, and fortltwjth linipod from tho opposite slip the 
lame deity liimseZf, hammer and pinoors oil shoulder, fol¬ 
lowed by a train of gigantic Cyclojis, who bore on their 
Bhoulderfl various pieces of gilded metal work, 

Hephmatiifl, who was in tended to supply tho comic ele¬ 
ment iu tho vast pantominiic pageant, sh ambled forward 
with studied nnc^utliimss, amid roars of laughter; surveyed 
the altar with ludicrons contempt; raised hia mighty 
hammer, eliivcred it to pieei^ witJi a single blow, and 
bisekoned to his attendants to <;arry off the fragments, and 
n^pliico it with something more fitting for his august 
spouse. 

With wonderfi^T^ quickness tlie metal open-work wm put 
in its place, and'lfiticiL together, forming a frame of coral- 
branches intermingled with dolphins, Nereids, and Tritons. 
Eonr gigantic Cyclops then apprdhche^l, staggering under 
the weight of a circular slab of green inorblo, polished to a 
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perfect mirror, vhieh they placed on the framework. The 
Gmcos wreathed its ctrctiniferciLce with garlands of eoa> 
weed, Bholls, and corallines, and the mimic jsea was com¬ 
plete. a 

Peitho and the Graces retired a lew steps, and grouped 
ihcmselTea with tlie Cyclojjs, whose grimetl atul hriiwny 
limbs, and hideous one-cyeil itiiisks, throw out in striking 
eoutrasttlio delicate jme and grace offlio hcautifnlinaidon 
dgitrcfl; while IIopha'stLia towanl the curtain, and 

seemed to await iTn^>atiently the fortlicomiiig of the god¬ 
dess, ^ 

Every lip was breathtoiw with expoctaiioii an tlio flntcs 
swelled louder suid ncJirer ; horns atid cyiiihals iof>k up tlio 
harmony ; and, to a triumpfuiut bui>iL of nnuHic, tiu' i-urtain 
rose, and a simtilianeous shout of delight biirfit from ten 
thousand voices. 

The scene behind ropivsentod a inagnLliccut temple, half 
hidden iji an artiheial w<jod of tropic hves and Hliriil^s, 
which filled the sluge, Faiuis ajid PryinU poop(41 laughing 
from among tlioir st.cniH, and gorgeous bin Is, tctlicrcd by 
unseen thrciuls, fluttered and sang aiiumg t!icir brauehes. 
In the centre an ovurarclujig avenue at ladinH led from tfic 
temple doors to t!ie front of the stage, from ^^liiuh tlie 
mimic battlomouts hiifl disap^ieiired, and laid bee i replaced, 
ill thotio few moments, by a broad slope i^f smooth gi'oon- 
flward, leading down into tlie ercheslra. and fringwl with 
myrtles, ruses, applc-tives^ jmppics, and criintion ]iya<iniLlis, 
etiiiued with tlio Itfe-blood of Adonis. 

Tlie folding lioora of the temple oiicucd slowly ; the 
orasih of instruments resounded from within ; and, pre¬ 
ceded by the musicians, came forth the triumph of .^^ihro- 
dito, and passed down the slope, and down tlie outer ring 
of the orchestra. . * 

A splendid oar, drawn by white oxon, bore tlio rarest 
and gaudiest of foreign flowers and fi’nits, wlitcli young 
gills, dressed as Hours and Seasons,^atre^Vd in front of the 
procession and among the i^^ectaihrs. 

A long line of beautiful youths and maklcns, crowned 
with garlands, and robed in scarfs of purple gauze, followed 
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by two and two. EacJi pair carried or led a pair of wild 
animnlej oapiivea ot the conquering might of 

Foremost wore bomOi on the wriata of the actors, the 
birds especially sacred to the goddess-^—doves and sparrowB, 
wrynecks and sw^Lows; and a pair of gigantic Indian tor¬ 
toises^ each ridden by a lovely riymplii showed that Orestes 
hod not forgotten one wisli^ at least of his intended bride. 

Then followed etrtinge birds from IntUa, parakeets, poa- 
oocksj pheasants silver and golden ; busturds and ostriches : 
the latter bestridden each by a tiiiy cj^pid, were led on in 
golden leashes, followed by antelojics and oryaies, elks from 
beyond the Danube, four-horned rams from the Teles of the 
ll3''perborc4ni Ocean, and the strange hybrid of the Libyan 
hills, believed by all spectators to be half-ball half-horse. 
And theji a mnrinur of delighted awe ran through the 
theatre, as bears and leopards, lions and tigers, fettorod in 
heavy chains of gold, and made gontle for the occasion by 
narcotics, paced sedately down the slope, obedient to tJaeir 
beautiful guides; while beliind them, the unwieldy bulk 
of two doublcdiorncMi rliinoceroaos, from the far south, 
was over-hipped by the long slender necks and large soft 
eyes ot a pair of giraffes, sucit us had not been seen in Al¬ 
exandria for more than fifty years. 

A cry arose of 1 Orestea I nealtli to the ilhis- 

trioua Prefect 1 Thankn for lus bounty And a hired 
voice or two among tho crowd cried, TLiil to Orestes! 
Hall^ Emperor of Africa! ” , , . But there was no re¬ 
sponse. 

Tho rose is atill in tho biid,^' simpered Orestes to Hypa¬ 
tia. lie rose, beckoned and bowed the crowd into silence } 
and t^en, after a short pantomimic exhibition of rapturous 
gratitude and humility, pointed triumphantly to the palm 
avcnilGj am<^g the shadows of which appeared tho wonder 
of the day—the huge tusks and tmnk of the white ele- 
' pliant himself. / 

There it was last 1 Not a doubt of it! A real ele¬ 
phant, and yet as white As snow. Sight never seen before 
in Alexandria—never to be sooii a^gam 1 Oh, thrice bleet 
men of Macedonia shouted some worthy on high, the 
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gods are bountiful to you this day !" And all moutba and 
eyes confirmed tbo opinioni as they opened wider and yet 
wider to drink in tbe inezhauatible joy and glory. 

On lie paced Bolenmlyj while the whole resounded 

to his heavy treads and the Fauna and Dryoda ilod in ter¬ 
ror, A choir of nymphs swung round him hand in hand, 
and sang, as they danced along^ the conquering might of 
Beauty, the tamer of beasts and men*and deities. Skir¬ 
mishing parties of Little winged cupids spread themselvoe 
over the orchestra, fjom left to right, and pelted the apec- 
tatora with perfumed comfits, shot among them from their 
tiny bows arrows of fragrant sandal wood, or swung smok¬ 
ing cenaeri, which loaded the air with intoxicating odors* 

The pTocesaton came on down the slo]^>c, aud the ele¬ 
phant approached the spectators ; his tus^s were wreathed 
with roses and myrtles; his ears were pierced with splcridid 
eftr-ringB, a jewelled frontlet bung between liis eyes; Eros 
himself, a lovely winged hoy, sat cm his neck, and guided 
him with the point of a golden arrow. But what precious 
thing was it whicli tliat shell-formed car upon his iiack 
contained ? The goddess I Pelagia Aphrodite herself. 

Yes; whiter than the snow-white elephant—more rosy 
than the pink-tipped shell in which she lay, among crimson 
cushions and silver gauze, there shone the goddess, tbrilliug 
dll hearts with those delicious smiles, and glances of the 
bashful playful eyes, and grateful wavings of her tiny hand, 
as thewhote theatre rose with one accord, and ten thoumnd 
eyes were cofneentrated on the unequalled loveliness beneath 
them. 

Twice the procession passed round the whole circumfor- 
enco of the orchestra, and then returning from the fopt of 
the slope towards the central group iirouiid Hephaistus, de¬ 
ployed right and left in front of the stage. T^ie lionA and 
tigers were led away into the side poBsages; the youths 
and maidens combined themselves with the gentler animak 
into groups lesBeniDg gradually from tl^ centre to the 
wings, and stood expectant, whilef*tte elephant cam© for¬ 
ward, and knelt behind the platform destined for the god^ 
deed. , 
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The valves of the shell cloaed. The Oracoe unloosed the 
fastenings of the car. The elephant turned his trunk over 
his backj and guided by the hands of the girls, grasped 
the shell, and it high in air, deposited it on tho 

steps at the back of the platfonn, 

Ilephtestus limped forward, and with his most uueouth 
gestures, signified the delight which he liad in bestowing 
such a sight upon his faithful artisans of Alexandria, and 
tho unapcakabic enjoy men t which they were to expect from 
the mystio drnice of tlie gfjddetis ; uiuLthen retired, leaving 
the Gnujee to advance in front of tliJ ])latfo]nn, and with 
their arms twined round corh other, begin JlypatLa^s Bong 
of invocation. 

As tho first strophe died away, tho valves of tlio shell re¬ 
opened, and discovered Ajilirodite crouching on one knee 
within, She raised her heatl, nnd gazed around tho vast 
circle of ecattiu A mild snrprirto wtis on her noiintcnance* 
whidi <|Hickciicd into delightful wonder, and luishfiilncas 
struggling with the sense of new enjoyment and newjMWcra, 
She glanced ilowii'iv'ard at herself ; and smiled, OBtonishofl 
at her own luveliness ; then upward at the sky ; and seemed 
ready, with an awful joy, to spring up inW the boundless 
void. Her whole figniv dilated; she Boomed to drink in 
strength from every ohj<‘ct whkh met her in the great uni- 
voTse around ; and slowly^ from among the shells uiid sex^ 
weeds, she rose tx) her full height, tJic mystic ccshia glit- 
terin'g round her waist, in deep festoons of onieralda and 
pearls, and stcppc^l forwanl uj>on the marble aeo-floor, 
wringing the dripping perfume from her locks, as Aphro¬ 
dite rose of old, 

Fof the first minute the crowd was ttw brcatlileafl with 
pleasure to think of applauBC* But tlie goddess scorned to 
require duo jiomage ; and when she folded her arms across 
her bosom, and stood motionlesa for an instant, as if to 
demand the wor^ip of tho universe, every tongue was 
loosed, and a tbuii^erclap of Aphrodite ! rnug out aorosa 
the roofs of Alexandria,mud startled Oyril in his chamber 
at tho Serapeium, ami weaiy ‘mijetecrs on distant sand^ 
hillSj and dozing mar|aers for out at sea. 
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And then began a miracle of art, such as was only poa- 
aible among a people of the free and exquisite physicnl 
tTainmg, and the delicate ^thetic perception of those old 
Greeks, eyenin their most fallen days. A dance, in which 
every motion was a word, and rest as eloquent os motion; 
in whicli every attitude was a fresh motive for a sculptor 
of the purest school, and the highest ph^asical activity was 
manifested, not as ip the coarser oodiic pantominieB, in 
fantastic bounds and unnatural distortions, but in perpet¬ 
ual delicate modulations of a stately and eelf-rehtnuning 
grace. The artist was for the moment transformed into 
the goddess. Tlie theatre, antf Alexjwidria, and the gor¬ 
geous pageant beyond, had vanished from her imagination, 
and therefore from the imagination of the spectators, un¬ 
der the ccnstruiniiig inspir,^tion of her iirt, and they and 
she alike saw nothing but the lonely sea aroutid fJythera, 
and the goddess liovoriiig above its emendd mirror, raying 
forth on sea, and air, and shore, beauty, and joy, and 
love, . . . 

Pliilammon^s eyes were bui'iiting from hia head with 
. Bhamc and homir : and yet ho could not Itutc her ; not even 
despise her, JIo ’would have dniie so, had there been tlie 
faintest trace of human feeling in her eountenance to prove 
that some g^nn of moral sense lingered within t but even 
the faint hiush and the downcast eye with ’which she had 
entered t^o theatre, were gone ; and the only expression 
on her face waa that of intenso enjoyment of her own 
activity and skill, and satisfied vanity, as of a pettod child. 

. . . Was she accountable ? A reasonable soul, capable 
of right or wrong at all ? He hoped not- , • , He would 
trust not* • . - And still Pelagia danced on ; and Jor a 
whole age of agony, he could see nothing in himen or 
earth lut the bewildering mase oftlioso white^eot, aSthey 
twinkled over their wbito imago in tho marble mirror, 

, , . At last it was over. Every limb svddonly collapsed, 
and she stood tlrooping in soft sclf-^tisflal fatigne, await¬ 
ing the burst of applause which r^frig through Pliilammon'a 
ears, proclaiming to boa veil and earth, as with a mighty 
trumpet-blast, hb sister's shame. , 
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The elephant roaoj and moved forward to the eide of the 
slabs. back was covered with crimson cnshions, on 
which it seemed Aphrodite was to return ynthont her shell. 
She folded her arms acroea her bosom^ and stood smiling, 
as the elephant gently wreathed his trunk around her 
waist, and lifted ]i&r slowly from the slab, in act to place 
her on hie back; . . * 

The little feet, clinging half fearfully together, had jnst 
risen from the marble—The elephant started, dropped his 
delicate burden heavily on the slab^ looked down, raised 
hia forefoot, and throwhis trunk into the air, gave a 
ahrill scream of terror and disgust. • , ♦ 

The foot was red with blood—the yonng boy's blood— 
which was soaking and bubbling up through the fresh sand 
where the elephant had trodden, in a round, dark, purple 
spot. . . , 

Pliilammon could boar no more. Another moment and 
he hat^l hurled down through the douse mass of spectators, 
clearing rank after raitk of seats by tlie sheer strength of 
nmdness, leaped the balust^nalo into the orcliestra below, 
and rushed across the siwico to the foot of the platform. 

“ Pelagia I Sister I My sister ! llavo mercy on me I on 
yourself t I will hide you \ sav'e you ! and we will flee to¬ 
gether out of tins infernal place I this world of devils I I 
am your brother I C^une I ” 

She looked at him one moment with wide, wild eyes- 

The truth flashed on her- 

Brother ! ” i 

And she sprang from the platform into his arms. , * * 
A vision of a lofty window in Atiicns, looking out over far 
olivf^'yarda and gardens, and the bright roofs and basins of 
the PineuB, and the broad blue sea, with the purple peaks 
of ^gina beyond alL . . . And a dark-eyed boy, with his 
arm around her neck, pointed laughing to the twinkling 
masts in the faryhar^r, and called her sister. , . . The 
dead soul woko^ithin her; and with a wild cry she re¬ 
coiled from him in an %gony of shame, and covering her 
face with both her hands, sank''down among the blood¬ 
stained sand. I 
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A yell, aa of all hell broko loose, rang along that vast 
circle— 

“ Down with him I ” Away with him ! ” “ CrncSfy the 
slate !" “ Give the barbarian to the beasta '*To the 
beasta with him, noble Prefect! A crowd of attendants 
rushed upon him, and many of the Bpcctaiors sprang from 
their scats, and were on the point of lei^iAg down into the 
orcheetra» ', 

Pbilammon turned upon them like a lion at bay; and 
clear and loud his vo^ce rose tlirough the roar of tlio mul¬ 
titude* , 

Ay ! murder nie oa the Homans nrnrdeted Saint TclO' 
mac hue I Slaves as besotted and accursed as your hesottod 
and accursed tyrants I Ijowct than tho beasts whom you 
employ as your bntcherB ! Murder and lust go fitly hand 
in hand, and the throne of my sister^H shame is well built 
on tlie blood of innocents ! Let my death end the devil^a 
sacrifice, and fill up the cup of your iniquity ! 

** To the boasts ! ** Make the elephant trample him to 
powder!" 

And the huge bmto, goaded on by the attendants, 
rushed on the youth, while Eros leaped from liia neck, and 
fled weeping up the slope* 

Ho caught Philammon in his trunk and rnisod him liigh 
in air. For an instant the great bellowing ocean of heads 
spun rounj and round*, llo tried to breathe one praj^'cr, 

and shut his eyes-Pelagia’s voice rang sweat and clear, 

even in tho BlirillneBs of intense agony— 

" Spare him 1 Ho is my brother 1 Forgive him, men of 
Macedonia! For Pulagia’a sake—Your Pelagia! One 
boon—only this one 1 ’’ • 

And she stretched her arms imploringly toward^ the 
spectators, and thou clasping the huge knees aof the elc- 
phant, called madly to it in terms of passionate entreaty 
and endearment. 

The men wavered. The brute did nbt. Quietly he 
lowered his trunk, and set ^own fhilammon on his feet^ 
The monk was saved*. Bftsathleas and diz^, he found him- 
ieU htUTiod away by the attendants, dragged through dark 
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and liuricd out into tlie street, with ntrses, warti- 
and congratulations, wliiuli fell on an unhetnling ear» 

But Pelagia kept Uur face atilt Indcien. in her handfi, and 
riaiug, walked al^rwly buck, crueiicd by tiio weiglxt of somo 
tremeiKlous bwc, acroKS the orchestra, mid up the slope; 
and yanisbed among tlic pjilms and oleanders, regardless 
of the applause itiid entreaties, and jeers, and. threats, and 
curses, of that great iimltitudc of sinful Blaves. 

For a moment alt Orestes’s spells seemed broken this 
unexpected catiiatrophe, A cloud, w/jcther of disgnat or 
of disappointment, hung i>ponevei'y brow. More than one 
Christian rose hastily to depai^, toucJied with real remorse 
and shame at the horrors of which they had been the will¬ 
ing witnesses. The common people bchiTid, having glutted 
their curiosity with all that there was to see, began openly 
to murmur at the cruelty and heathenry of it. llypatio, 
utterly unnerved, hid licr face in botli h&r Intnds. OrcBtcs 
alone rose wdth the crisis. !N^ow, or never, was the time for 
action ; iind i^teppiiig forward, with his most graceful obei¬ 
sance, waved his hand for silence, and began liia weU- 
Btudied oration. 

Let me not, 0 men cd Macedonia, suppoflo that you can 
bo disturbed from that ^(nitniniity wliioh befits politicians, 
by BO light aii actsidciit ju^ the caprice of a danccTi The 
spectacle which I have had the lionor and delight of ex¬ 
hibiting to you^—(Roars and applause from the liberated 
prisoners and the young geniiejncii)—and on which it 
aeemed to me you have deigned to hKik with not altogether 
unkindly eyea—(Fi'csli applause, in which the Christian 
mobj relenting, began to join) is but d pleasant prelude to 
that'inoro Berious business for which I have drawn you hero 
together. Other testimonials of my good intent ions have 
not been wanting in the release of suffering InnoGonce, and 
in the largess of food, the growth and natural property of 
Egypt, diitincd by your late tyrants to pamper tlio luxu^ 
of a distant court? , , . Why should I boast P—yet even now 
this head is weary, these limbs fail me, worn out in ecase^ 
less efforts for your welfare, and ih the perpetual adminis¬ 
tration of the strictest jnstico. For a time has come in 
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which the Maoedoman wliose boa^ is the gcrgeoua 

city of Alexander, must rise again to the political pru-emi- 
nence which tliey held of old, and becoming onco more 
the masters of ono-third of the universe, bo treated by their 
rulers as freeman, citizens, heroes, who have a right to 
choose and to employ their rulers—Killers, did I say ? Lot 
us forget tho word, and substitute in itsp place the more 
philosophic term of njiuistcra. To minister—the 

servant of you all—^'o sacrifice my self, nty leisure, heaUh, 
life, if ueetl be, to tl^ one griftit object of securing the in¬ 
dependence of Alexandria—is my work, niyhoiic, my 
glory—longed for through weary years ; now for the first 
fcimepossiblo V>y the fall of tho late puppet Emperor of 
Itomc. Mon of Macedonia, rememher that ITonorius reigns 
no more ! An Afrieau sits on the throne of the C:%sars I 
IleTaelittu, by one det^isLvo victory, has gained, by the 
favor of—of Heaven, tho imperial purple; and a new ora 
opens for the world. Let the conqueror of Kome balance 
his account with that Byzantino court, so long the incubus 
of our 'JVans-Mcditerruneaii waaltli and civilization ; and let 
a free, independent, and united Africa rally round the pal¬ 
aces and docks of Alexandria, and find there its natural 
ccutro of polity and of prosperity/' 

A roar of hired ai^plause intemipted him: and not a few, 
half for the sake of his complitncjiis and fine words, half 
from a njjtural wiali to be on the riglit side^—^namclyj^ tho 
one which happened to bo in tho ascendant for the time 
being—joined, . . . Tho city authorities were on the point 
of crying, “ Imperator Orestca :" but thought hotter of it; 
and waited for some one else to cry first—being respectable* 
Whereon tho Prefect of tho Qiiards, boitigamun of some 
presence of ini 3 id,andalso not in any wise rosixictable, pricked 
up tho Prefect of tho docks with tho point o&his dagger, 
and bode him with a fe*urful threat, take care how he played 
trail tor* The worthy burgher roared incontiuei itly—whether 
with pain or patriotism ; and the whglo arr^y of respectabil¬ 
ities—having found a Curtins wlio would leap into tho 
gulf, joined in uuanimotis chorus, and saluted Orestes as 
Emperor | while Hypatia, amid the sluiuta of her aristoeratki 
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Bcholartt, roae and knelt before him^ writhing inwardly with 
shame and despair, and entreated him to acoept that tnte^ 
lags of Greek commerce, supremacy, and philosophy which 
was forced on him by the unanimoaB voice of an adoring 
people, , ^ • 

** It is false ["shouted a yoice from the highest tiers, ap- 
propriated to the women of the lower dosses, which mode 
all tarn their heads in bewildermenipf 

False I false ! Yon are tricked 1 Hois tricked 1 Ho- 
raclian was utterly routed at Ostia, ai|fL is lied to Cairhoge, 
with tlie emperor's fleet iiji chase," 

" She lies 1 Drag the beast dowu ! ” cried Orestea, utterly 
thrown off his balimce by the sudden check. 

" She ? He I 1 a monk, brought the news ! Cyril has 
known it—every -Tow in the Delta has known it, for a week 
past I So perish all the enemies of the Lord, caught in their 
own snare !" 

And bursting dcapomtely through the women whoBur- 
rounded liim, the monk vanished. 

An awful Bilenee fell uti all who heard. For a minute 
every man looked in his neighbor's face as if ho longed to 
cut his throat, and got rid of one witness, at least, of his 
treason. And then arose a tumult, wlitch Orestes iu vain 
attempted to subdue. Whether the populace believed the 
monk's wurtls t>r not, they were panio-Btricken at tlie mere 
pos^ibilityoftheirtnitlu Hoarsowithdenying, protest ing, 
appealing, the wonId-lmemperor hml at hist to summon hia 
guards around Inm and Hypatia, and make his way out of 
the theatre us best he could ; while the multitude melted 
away like enow before the ruin, aiul poured out into the 
atreots m eddying and roaring streama, to And every church 
placarded by Cy;^ with the particulars of Heraclian's rain. 
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That evening hideous one in the palaoe of Orestek 

Hia agoniea of diuappoiatmenti and terror word at once 
ao ahamefai and so fearful, that none of hia slaves dared 
approach him i and it was not till late tlmt liis confidential 
Becretary, the Chaldean eunuch, driven by terror of the 
exasperated Catholics, ventured into the ti^^r s den, and 
reprefientod to him the immorliate necenslty for tictloTi. 

What covild he do? lie was comniitted—Cyril only knew 
how deeply* What miglit not the wily archhisbop have 
diacovered ? W1 lat migh t not ho jnietend to have d iscovered ? 
What aecusations might ho not send off on the spot to the 
Byzantine Court ? 

“ Let the gates be guardcxl, and no one allowed to leave 
the city/' suggested the Chaldee. 

Keep in mtuiks ? os well keep in rats I No; we must 
send oiT a conn tor-report, histantly/' 

What,shall 1 say, your Excellency ^noth the r^ady 
scribe, pulling out pen and inkhorn from his sash. 

'' What do I (iare ? Any lie wliieh comes to iiand. WJiat 
In the devil's name are you hero for at all, but to invent a 
lie when I want one ? ” 

True, moat noble," and the wortijy eat meekly to 
his paper , , . but did not proceed rapidly* , 

I don't see anything that would suit the emergency, 
unless I stated, with jenr august leave, that Cyril, and not 
you, celebrated the gladiatorial exhibition ; which might 
hardly appear credible f" • ' 

Orestes bui^i out laughingf in spile of himself. The sleek 
Chaldee smiled and pnrfed iti return* The victory was 
23 3 u 3 I 
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won ; and Orcetes^ somewhat more master of himself^ began 
to turn Im vulpine cunning to the one absorbing question 
of the saring of his worthless neek< 

** that wov]d be too goo<L Writc^ that we had dis¬ 
covered a plot on Cyril’s part to incorporate the whole of the 
African churclies (niijul aii<J specify Carthage and Hippo) 
under hia own jurisdiction^ and to throw allogiajice to 
the Patriarch of Constunliuoplej in case of Hciaclian's 
success." 

I'he aoeretary purred delighted approval, and scribbled 
away now witli right good heart* 

*' Heraclian's auoccea, your Excellency." 

We of course desired, by every means in our powor, to 
gratify the people of Alexandria, and, as was our duty, to 
excite by every lawful method their loyalty toward the 
throne of the C’a^sars (never iniud who sat on it) at so criti¬ 
cal u moment." 

" Bo critical a moment. . , 

But as fuithfiil OatlioUcB, and abhorring, even in the 
extremest need, the sin of UKstah, we dreaded to touch with 
the unaanctificd flands of laymen tlie consecrated ark of the 
Cliurch, cvoTi though for its preservation. . . 
preservation, your Excellency. . . 

“ We, tiicreforc, os civil miLgistratea, felt bound to con¬ 
fine OQrselvcs to those means winch were already allowed by 
law and cnstoin to our jurisdictiou ; and accordingly made 
use of those largcascs, spnctacics, and public exccutiou of 
rebels, which liavo unhappily appeared to his holiness the 
patriarch (too ready, pcriiaps, to find a cause of complaint 
against faithful adherents of the Byzantine Bee) to partake 
of the naturo of thoBo gladiatorial (exhibit]ons, wliich are 
equally abliorrent to the spirit of t]]e Catholic Cliurch, and 
to tile chor^y of the eointed emperors by who8e pious edicts 
they have been long since aboliehed*" 

¥our Excellency is indeed great * * . but—pardon 
your elave's rem'irk—my simplicity is of opinion that it may 
he asked why you did n5t inform the Augusta Pnlcheria of 
Cyrirs conspiracy ?" ' t 

Say that we aent^a messenger off three months ago, but 
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that - - . Mako aometliing hitppen to him^ stupid, and 
BttTe me the trouble/' 

** Shall I kill him by j^nibs in the neiglihorhood of Pal¬ 
myra, your Excellency ? ■ 

Let IRC Bce* * * * "No* They may make inqulrios there, 
DroT^n him at sea. Kobody can ask questions ol the 
sharks," • 

“ Foundered betwepn Tyre and Crete, from which sad 
calamity only one man uacajicd on a raft, and being picked 
up, after three wceki^ exposure to the fury of the elcmente, 

by a returning wheat^sliip-^ By the bye, most noble, 

irhat am I to say about those wheat-ships not having oven 
sailed 

“ Hoad of Angiistus ! I forgot thorn utterly. Say timt 
—say tliat the plague was making such ravages in the har¬ 
bor quarter that wc feared carrying the infection to the 
scat of the empire ; and let them eutl to-jnorrow." 

Thu secretary's foco lengthened. 

" My fidelity is compelled to remark, even at the risk of 
your just indignation, that half of them have been nidoadcd 
again for your munificent largesses of the last two days." 
Orestes swore a great oath. 

Oh, that the mob had but one throat, that I might give 
them an emetic ! Well, we must buy more com, that's alL" 
The Bocretary's face grew longer still. 

** The most august--" 

Wliat of them ? " yelled the hapless Prefect. “ ftave 
they been forestalling ? " 

My assiduity has discovered this aftcnioon that they 
have t^cii buying up and exporting all the provisions which 
they could obtain.” * 

Scottudrcls I Then they must have known of Hcnic- 
liftu'BfoiluTO !" t 

“ your sagacity has, I fear, divined the truth. They 
have been betting largely against his success for the last 
week, both in Canopus and Felusiupi." l 

For the lost week ! Then Mfriam betrayed me know¬ 
ingly I" And Orestes IflroJe forth again into a paroxysm 
of fury. i 
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** Here—call the tribune of the guard I A hundred gold 
pieces to the man who brings me the witch alive I'' 

"She will neTOr ho taken alive.^ 

" Deadj then-*-iii any way I Go, you Chaldee hound t 
what are you heeitatiag about ? " 

" Most noble lord," said the secretary, proatrating him¬ 
self upon the fldbr,^and kissing his master's foot in an agony ^ 
of fear . . . "Remember* that if you toucli one Jew you 
touch all! Remember tlie bonds 1 remember the—the— 
your own most august reputation* iii|short." 

“ Gcft up* brute, and fdon't grovel there* but tell me 
what you mean* like a human being. If old Miriam is 
onoo dead, her bonds dio with her* don't they ? " 

** Alas* my lord, you do not know the customs of that 
accursed folk. They have a damnable pr^ictice of treat¬ 
ing every member of their nation as a brother* and hcl[ung 
each freely und faithfully without reward; whereby tliey 
are enabled to plunder all tlie rest of the world* and thrive 
themselves, from the least to the greatest. Don't fancy 
that your bonds arc in Miriam's hands. They have been 
tran^erred months ago. Your real creditors may he in 
Carthage* or Rome, or Byzantium, and they will attack you 
from thenco; while all that you would find if you seized 
the old witch’s property, would he papers, useless to you, 
belonging to Jews all ovi^ the empire, who would rise ea 
oncjuian in defence of their money. I assure jou* it is a 
net without a hound. If yuu touch one you touch all, . ^ # 
And besides* my diligence* expecting some such command* 
has already taken tho liberty of nuiking inquiries as to 
Miriam's place of abode j but it appears, I am sorry to say* 
utterly unknown to any of your Excellency's servants." 

"you lio !” said Ores tea. . . * "I would much sooner 
believe that'you have been warning the hag to keep out of 
the Way." 

Orestes hod spoken* for that once in his life, the exact 
truth. ^ 

The secretary* whq mad hia own private dealings with 
Miriam, felt every particular atohi of his akin shuddoiT at 
those words; and had he hod hair on his head* it would 
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certainly have betrayed him by Btanding riaibly on end. 
But he vaaj luckily for him^ close shaTCiij his turban 
remained in its proper place, as he meekly replied— 

** Alas 1 a faithful Eerrant can feol no tkeener woe than 
the causeless suspicion of that sun before who^ rays he 
daily prostrates his—” 

" Confound your periphrases 1 Do you inow where ehe 
is!*" 

^Wol'* cried the Wretched secretary, driven to the 
lie direct at last; and confirmed the nogation with such a 
gtring of oaths, thalf Orestes sti^pcd his volubility with a 
kick, borrowed of him, under threat of torture, a thousand 
gold pieces as largess to the soldiery, and ended by concen¬ 
trating the atationarios round his own palace, for the double 
purpose of protecting liimaelf in case of a riot, and of in¬ 
creasing the chances of the said riot, by leaving the distant 
quarters of the city without po[i6c, 

“ If Cyril would but make a fool of himself, now tlmt 
ho IS in the full-blown pride of victory—the raaeal!—about 
that Ammonius, or about llyjjatia, or anytliing else^ and 
give me a real handle against liim 1 After all, trtitli workg 
better tlian lying now and then. Oh, that I couhl poison 
him I But one cau^t bribe those occlcsiastica; and as for 
the dagger, one could not hire a man to l>o torn in iJicces 
by tnonke. Wo; I must just eit still, and see what For¬ 
tune's digo may turn up. Well; your pedants like 
Aristides or Epaminondas—thank Heaven, the race of ^em 
has died out long ago !—might call this no very creditable 
piece of provincial legislation; but, after all, it is about 
AS good AS any now going, or likely to be going till the 
world’s end ; and one can't be expected to etriko out a^new 
path. I shall stick to the wisdom of my predecesaors, and 
—oh, that Cyril may make a fool of himself tonight T” 
And Cyril did make A fool of himself that night, for the 
first and last time in his life ; and BuJ^fers for it, as wise 
men are wont to do when they err,^to th^p very day and 
hour : but how much Orestes gained by hia foe's false move 
cannot be decided till tbv of this atoiy; perhaps not 
OT^ then. 
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AifD PhilammoTL ? 

For a long 'whUc he Htood in the atreet; oiitRide tho 
theatre, too inncli niaddeDe<l to dek^mioe on any coimo 
of action; and, cro ho had rocovcrod his sclf'poBsesaion, 
the crowd began to i>oiir from every outlet, and filling the 
sti'cet* swept him away in itH stream. 

Then, aa he hriird hia sister's name, in every t<me of 
pity, contempt, ni:ci horror mingle with their angry ex¬ 
clamations, he awoke from his dream, and, bursting through 
the mob, imulo Btraight for Pelagia's house. 

It WEai fant closed; and his repeated knocks at the gate 
brought only, after long waiting, a surly negro face to a 
little wieket, 

lie asked (eagerly and iTrsthuitivcly for I’elugia : of course 
she had not jet returned. For Widf; he was not within. 
And then he took Iiis statitm close to the gateway, while 
his heart beat loud with hope and drt^ad. ^ 

AI last the OotfiH appeared, foriMug their way throngfi 
the mob in a close column. Tlicro were no litters with 
them. Where, then, were Pelagia and Ijer girls ? Where, 
too, was the hated figuje of the Amal ? and. Wnlf, and 
Smi^ ? The men came on, led by Godericand Agilmund, 
with faided arms, knitted brows, downcast eyes : a atom 
diegitot, noi* unminglod with shame, on every countenance, 
told Philammon afresh of his sister's infamy, 

Ooderic passed him cIobo, and Phil amnion Bummoned up 
courage to ask Wulf . . . Pelagia ho had not courage 
to name, * 

“ Out, Greek houifd t wo havotsoon ertough of your ac¬ 
cursed race to-day I ^ What ? are you trying to follow us 

3:^8 
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la ? ” And the young man's aword flashed from its sheath 
m swiftly, that PKilammon htul but just tini© enou gh to 
spring hack into the street, and wait there, in an agony of 
disappointment and anxiety, as the gt|Lea slid together 
again, and the house was sia silent as before. 

For a miscraible hoar ho waitwl, while the mob t]iickcne<i 
instead of flowing away, and the scattered groups of chat¬ 
terers began to form theinseIvcH into ^nausea, and parade 
the streets with shoVts of ‘'Down with the heathen!” 
''Down with the idolaters I" “Vengeance on all bias- 
pheming harlots ! ” ^ 

At lout the steady tramp of logionarics, and in the midst 
of the glittering lines of armed men—oli, joy !—a string oj 
litters ! 

Tie sprang forwanl, and called Pelagia's name again and 
again. Once he fanoied he hoard an answer: but the eob 
diers thrust him back* 

“ 8ho is safe here, young fool, and hiiw seen and been 
seen quite enough tu-diiy already. Back I ** 

“ Let me speak to her 1" 

That ia her business. Ours is now to boo her homo 
safe." 

“ Jjet me go in with you, I beseech I" 

“ If you want to go in, knock for yourself when wo are 
gone. If you have any business in the house, they will 
open to you, I suppose* Out, you interfering puppy I" 

And a 6low of the spear-butt in his chest sent him ‘Veil- 
ing bock into the middle of tlie street, while the soldiers, 
having delivered u^i their charge, returned with the same 
stolid indiilerenco. In vain Philammon, returning, knocked 
at the gate. Curses and threats from tho negro were all the 
answer which he received; and at lost, wearied into* 
peration, he wandered away, np one street and down an¬ 
other, struggling in vain to form some plan of action for 
himself, until the sun was set* 

Wearily ho s'^ent homewards at last. C^nce the thought 
of Miriam crossed Ins mind* It was a disgusting alterna¬ 
tive to ask help of he#, (he very 'author of his sister's 
shame ; but yet sbo at least could (jbtain for him a siglit 
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of Polflgb; aha liad prommed as mnoh. But then—the 
condition which ehe hauf appended to her help f To pee 
his sister, and yot to leave her as eho waa !—Horriblo con-* 
tradiction! Bub could lie not employ Kii-iam for his 
own ends ?—outwit her ?—doeeivo lier ?—for it came to 
that. The temptation was intense: bnt it lasted only a 
moment. Could he deHle so pure a cause by falsehood ? 
And hurrying pasf the Jewesses d(^r, hardly daring to 
look at it, lest the temptation should return^ he darted 
upstairs to hia own little chamber, hastily flung open the 
doorj and stopped short astonishment. 

A woman covered from head to foot in a large dark 
veil, stood in the centre of the chamber. 

Who are you ? This is no place for you ! ” cried he, 
after a minute's pause. She replied only by a shudder and 
a sob. ... Ho caught sight, beneath the folds of the 
veil, of a too-well-known saiTren shawl, and springing 
upon her like the lion on the lamb, clasped to his bosom 
his sister. 

The veil fell from her beautiful forehead. She gazed 
into his eyes one moment with a look of terrified inquiry, 
and saw nothing there but love. . . , And clinging heart 
to heart, brother and sister mingled holy kisacs, and 
strained nearer and nearer still, os if to satisfy their last 
lingering doubts of eatdi other's kin. 

^any a minute pa^^Bcd in silent joy. . . . ^hlhuumon 
daim not apeak; he dared not ask her what brought her 
thither—<lareil not wake her to recollect tlie frightful pres¬ 
ent by questions of the past, of hia long-forgotten par¬ 
ents, their home, her history. . . . And, after all, was 
it npt enough for lum that he held her at lost F—her, 
there by her own will—the lost lamb returned to him ? 
—and theia tears mingled m their chocks were presaed 
together. 

At last she spoke. 

I ought to# have ^known you,—I believe I did know 
you from the flrat day I * When they mentioned your like¬ 
ness to me, my heart leapt up within me ; and a voice whis¬ 
pered • , , but I w^uld not hear it ( I was oshaiaed-* 
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Baliamed to &cknowIedgo mj brother^ for whom I had 
sought and longed for years . . * ashamed to think that 
I had a brother. . . - Ah^ God I and ought 1 not to be 
ashamod ? " • 

And she broke from him again, and threw herself oii the 
floor. 

** Trample npon me ; curse me 1—anything but part mo 
from him!" ' ' 

Phllammon had not the heart to answer her; but he 
made an inroluntary gesture of aorrowfiil dissent. 

** No! Call mo Vliat I amj—what lie called*mo just 
now !—but do not take me away 1 Strike me, as he struck 
me l—anjthing but parting !'' 

“ Struck you ? The curse of God he on him 1" 

" Ahj do not curBc him !—not him 1 It was not a blow, 
indeed !—only a push—a touch—and it was my fault—all 
mine. 1 angered him—I upbraided him ;—I was mad. . . . 
Oh, why did he deceive mo ? Why did he let mo dance ? 
-—command me to dance ?” 

Command you 

“ He said, tJmt wc must not break onr words* Ho would 
not hear me, when I told him that we conld deny having 
promiBod. I said that promises made over the wine need 
never bo kept. . . * Who ever licard of keeping them ? 
And OrcstcH was drunk, too. But ho said that I might 
teach a Goth to be what I liked, o.^cept a liar. . . . Was 
not that a strange speech ? . . , And Wulf bade him be 
strong, and blest him for 

“ Ho was right,” sobbed Pbilaramon. 

** Then I thought he would love mo for obeying him, 
thongh I loatlied it!—Oh, God, how I loathed it . 
Bat how could 1 fancy that he did not like my doing it ? 
Who over heard of any one doing of their ojvn will what 
they did not like 

Philammon sobbed again, as the poor ciYilhced savage 
artlessly opened to him all her iQnorol 'td^rkness* What 
could he say? . . . He knew wliat to say. The disease 
was so utterly patent, lhal any of Cyril's school-children 
could have supplied the remedy. P^at how to speak it f— 
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how to tell her, before all things, as lie lougod to do, that 
there woa no hope of her marrying the Amal, and, there¬ 
fore, no peace for her till she left him F'' 

Then you dijjl hate the—^tho-—said he, at last, 
catehing at gome gleam of light, 

“ Hate it ? Do I not belong, body and eonl, to him ?— 
him only F . . . ^nd jet . . . Oh, 1 must tell you all! 
When T and the girls began to practise, all the old feelings 
came back—the loTc of being tulminM^ and applauded, and 
cheered ; and dancing is ho delicious 1—so deli cions to feel 
tiiat you^are doing iiuything beautiful fjcrfectly, and better 
than every one else! , . . ^iid he miw tliat 1 liked it, and 
despised me for it* . , * Ajid, iloeeitiful!—ho little giiessod 
bow much of the paiJia which I took wore taken to pletiBo 
him, to do my best before him, to win admiration, only that 
1 might take it homo and tlirvjw it all at his beloyed feet, and 
make the world say once lUfjre, ^ Klic has all Alexandria to 
worship her, and yet sho cui'ea for that one fioth more than 

for-But he deceive<l me, true man that he is ! lie 

wished to enjoy my smiles to the last moment, and then to 
cast me oil, when I hud once given him an excuse. . . . 
Too cowardly to upbraid mo, ho let me ruin myself, to save 
him the trouble of ruining me* Oh, men, men I all alike I 
They love ua for their own sakea, and we love them for 
love's sake* We live by love, wo die for love, and yet wo 
never find it, but only Kclflshneas dressed up in love's mask* 

, . .•And then we take up with that, poor, fond, self- 
blinded creatures that wo are 1—and in spite of tlie poisoned 
hearts around us, persuade ourselves that our latest asp's 
egg, at leaat, will hatch into a dove, and that though all 
men arc faithless, our own tyrant can never change, for he 
is more than man t ^ 

But ho liofl doooivod you ! You have found out your 
mistake. Leave him, thou, as he deserves 

Pelagia looked up, with something of a tender smile, 
** Poor darling ! .Little do you know of love 1" 

Philammon, utterly b*ewildered by this newest and strange 
€»i phase of human passion, cotltd«onjy gasp ont— 

But do you not love me, too, my sister f " 
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Do I not love you 1 But not as Iloye him 1 Ok, hnsh, 
hash 1—you cannot uaderetand yet! And Pelagia hid 
he(r face in her hands, while convulBlye ehudderings ran 
through every limb. , , , « 

I must do it! I must! I will dare eveTything, stoop 
to everything, for lovo'a sake 1 Qo to her I—to the wise 
woman I—to Hypatia! She loves you 1 ,I know that aha 
loves you I She will hear you, though'she will not me I" 

** Hypatia ? Do yVn know that she was sitting there 
unmoved at—in the theatre ?” 

“ She was foreeA! Orestes compelled her I . Miriam 
told me ao. And I saw it in her face. As I passed beneath 
her, I looked up ; ami eho was as pale as ivory, trembling 
in every limb, ''riicnj was a dark hollow round her eyes— 
she had beoit weeping, 1 saw. Aiirl 1 sneered in my mad 
aelf'conceit;, and said, 'She looks as if she wa^^ goingto be 
crncifietl, not married !' . . . But now, now !—Oh, goto 
her! 'I'cll her tlmt I will give her all I have—jewels, 
money, dressed, h<nise ! *Jh*ll her that I—I—entreat her 
pardon, that T will eniwl to her feet inj'self andsisk it, if she 
re<jiiirt^s !—Only let her teach mt'—^teanli me to be wise and 
good, and honorud, and rfspec:ted, as she la I Ask her to 
toll a poor brokon*hcarte(l woman her secret. She can 
make old Wulf. and him, and Orcstos even, and the magis¬ 
trates, resjKJf^t her* . . * Ask Jicr to toiicli me how to ho 
like licr, and to njake him respect me again, and I will give 
her all—all I 

Pliilamnum hesitated. Something within warned him, 
as tho IMnuon used to warn S^K'ratos, that his errand would 
he bootless. Ho tliought of tlu^ theatre, and of Uiat firm, 
conipreased lip ; and forgot the hollow eye of misery ijliich 
accompanied it, in his wrath against liis lately^womhippcd 
idol. 

“Oh, go 1 go I I tell you it waa against her will* She 
felt for me—I saw it—Oh, Qod !—when I did not feel for 
myself ! And I hatcfl her, henuusc she rpomed to despiso 
mo in my fooVs triumph t &he eftnnot despiao mo now in 
my miaesry. . - . Oo I JGlo*! or you will drive me to the 
agony of going myself/' ^ 
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There was but one thing to bo done. 

"Yon will waity then, here? You will not leave me 
again ?" 

“ Yes. But yqu must be quick ! If he finds out that I 
am away, he may fancy . « « Ah, heaven I let him hill me, 
but never let him bo jealous of mo 1 Go now ! this moment E 
Take this as an earnest—tho ceatus which I wore there. 
Horrid thing! I hi»to tho sight of it I But I brought it 
with me on purpose, or I would ha^b thrown it into the 
eanah There; say it is an earnest-—only an earnest—of 
what I will give her !" t 

In ton minutes more Philammon was in Hypatia^s hall* 
The honsohold seemeil full of terror and disturbance ; the 
hall was full of soldierB* At last Ilypatia^s favorite maid 
passed, and knew him. ITeT mistrpsscould not speak with 
any one. Where was Tlicoii, then ? He, too, had shut 
himself up* Never mind. Philaminon must, would speak 
with him. And he pletulerl sc passionately and so sweetly, 
that the soft-hearted damsel, unable to rt^siat m liandsome 
a suppliant, undertook his errand, and led him up to the 
library, where Theon, jjale as death, was pacing to and fro, 
apparently half beside himself with terror. 

PhiloitijnoTi^s breathlesa message fell at first upon unheed¬ 
ing ears. 

" A now pnpilj sir ! Is this a time for pupils ; when my 
house, my daughter’s life, is not safe ? Wretch that I am I 
Aud'have I led her into tho auiirc ? I, with my #ain ambi¬ 
tion and covetousness ! Oh, my clulrl I my child I ray one 
treasure ! Oh, the double curse wliieli will light upon mo, 
if.- 

" She asks for but one interview/* 

" With my dau ghtcr, sir ? Pelagia I Will you inanlt me ? 
Do you suppose, even if her own pity should bo for tempt 
her to degrade hersi^lf, that I could allow her so to contam¬ 
inate her purity ?” 

"Your terror, sir, excuses your rudenoBB." 

"Rudeness, sir ? th6 radeness lies in your intruding ou 
os at such a moment T’ * ^ 

^<Then this, perhaps, may, in your eyw at least, exotuw 
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ttiB in mj tuTiL.^^ And PhilaoimoiL held oat the cestna, 
'^You are a better judge of its value than L But I am 
commUaioned to aay, that it ia only an eomeBt of what she 
will give willingly and at once, even the half of her 
wealth, for the honor of becoming your daughter's pupil.^ 
And he laid the jewelled girdle on the table. 

The old man halted in hid walk, The^ en/eralds and pearls 
shone like the galaxy.. He looked at them; and walked on 
again more slowly. . ,i. What might he their value ? What 
might it not be ? A^t least, they would pay all his debts. 
, , . And after hovering to and fro for another' minute 
before tlie bait, ho turned to Philammon. If you wouli 

promiBe to mention the thing to no one-^ 

I will promise," 

And in case my daughter, as I hare a right to expect, 
shall ref nee-" 

" Lot her keep the jewels. Their owner has leamt, thank 
God, to despise and hate them 1 Lot her keep the jewels 
—and my curse ! For God do so to me, and more also, if I 
ever see her face again ! ” 

The old man had not heard the latter port of Philammon's 
speech, lie had seized hia bait as greedily as a crocodile, 
and hurried oil with it into llyPallas's chamber, while PhiL 
ammou stood expeetant; possessed with a new and fearful 
doubt, Degrade herself !" ** rontaminate her purity I" 
If that notion were to be the fruit of uU her pliiloaoj^y ? 
If selOshness, pride, Pharisaism, were all its* outcome f 
Why—had they not been its onteoino already ? When had 
ho seen her helping, oven pitying, tho poor, tho outcast ? 
Wlien. had ho heard from her one word of real sympathy 
for the sorrowing; for tho sinful F . . . He was still lest in 
thought when Thoon re-entered/ bringing a letter, 

I 

** From HypaiioL to her wel^hvedjmpil. 

** I pity you—how should I not ? And more^ I thank you 
for this your request, for it showf me th^t my unwilling 
preaence at the hideous pageant of to-day has not alienated 
from me a soul of which t had cherished the noblest hopes, 
lor which 1 had sketched out the loftiest destiny. But 
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how alittll I say it ? Aak yourself whether a change—ap¬ 
parently impoeeible—must not take place in her for whom 
yon plufldj before slie and 1 can meet ? I um not go in- 
human as to blame you for having asked me i I do not even 
blame her for being what sho is. She does but follow her 
nature; who can bo angry with her, if doetlny have in^ 
formed so fair animal with a too gross and earthly 
spirit ? Why weep over her ? she is, and unto 

dust site will return; while yom whom a more divine 
spark was allotted at your birthj must rise, and unrepin- 
ingj leave below you one pnly conneoted with you by the 
unreal and fioeting bonds of doshly kin/' 

Philammou cruahed the letter together in his hand> and 
strode from the house without a word^, 

Tlie philosopher had no goepeh then, for tli© harlot I 
No word for the sinner, the degraded ! Destiny forsooth ! 
She was to follow her destiny, and be base, miserablej self 
condemned* She was to crush the voice of conscience and 
reason, as often as it awoke within her, and compel herself 
to believe that slie was bound to bo that which she knew 
herself bound not to be. She was to shut ber eyes to that 
present palpable misery wliich was preaching to her, with 
the voice of God llimself, that the wages of sin are death. 
Dust she was, and unto dust she will return ! Oh, glorious 
hope for her, for him, who felt as if an eternity of bliss 
would be worthless, if it parted him from his new-found 
treasure ! Dust she was, and unto dust she must return ! 

Hapless Hy]mtia I If she must needs misapply, after 
the fashion of her school, a text or two here and there 
froQf^ the Hebrew scriptures, what suieidal fantasy set her 
on quoting that one ? For now, upon Philammon's mem^ 
ory Hashed up in letters of light, old words forgotten for 

months-and ere he was aware, he foundhims^ repoat- 

iug aloud and passionately, ** I believe in the forgiveness 
of sins, the rcsniTection of the body, and the life everlast¬ 
ing/' . . . and then clear and fair arose before him the 
vision of the God-man, as He lay at meat in the Pharisee's 
house; and of her who washed His feet with tears, and 
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wiped them with the hairs of her head. , . . And from 
the depths of hm agonized heart arose the prayer, ** Bleased 
Magdalene^ miercodc for her ! ** 

Bo high ho coaid rise, but not bojondv For the notion 
of that God-man was recoding fast to more and more awful 
abysmal heights, in the uiinda of a generation who were 
forgetting Uia love in His power, and practically losing 
Bight of Hie humanity in their eager'doctrinal assertion 
of His Divinity. AiVd Phili*mTnoiv'‘6 heart re-echoed the 
spirit of his age, when he felt that for an apostate like 
himself it were preslimptuous entreat for anj light or 
help from the fountaindicad itself. Ho who had denied 
hia Lord, he who hiwl voluntarily cut himself oft from the 
communion of the Catholic Church—how could he restore 
himself ? How could he appease the wrath of Him who 
died on the cross, buyu by years of bitter supplication and 
Beli-puDLshmeut P . . . 

Fool \ Vain and ambitious fool that I have been I 
For this 1 threw away the faitli of my childhood ! For this 
1 listened to words at whicli 1 ehudderod; cruslied down 
my own doubts and disgusts ; tried to persnado myself that 
I could reroncilc them with Christianity—that T etnild rank© 
a lie fit into the truth 1 For tliis I puffed myself up in the 
Tain hope of becoming not os other men artv-superiorj for¬ 
sooth, to my kind 1 It was not enough for me to he a man 
made in tjie image of God : but I must needs become f^god 
jnyaclf, knowing gocMl and evil—And here is the end I I 
call upon my fine pliiloeophy to helji me once, in one real 
practical human struggle, and It folds its arms and sits 
B^’rene and silent, smiling upon my misery! Oh f fool, 
fool, thou art filled with the fruit of thy own devves! 
Back to the old faith t Homo again, thou wanderer I 
And yet how home ? Are not the gates shut againat' me ? 
Perhaps against her too. , - * What if she, like me, were 
a baptised Christian f 

Terrible and alt but hopeless that,thought flashed across 
him, as in the first revulsion of hi^ conscience he plunged 
utterly and implicitly luci again into the faith of his 
childhood, and all the dark and cruel theories popular in 
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hia day rose np before him in all tbeir terrora. In tbe 
innooent Bimplicity of the Laura he bad never felt tbeir 
force; hut he felt them now. If Pelagia were a baptized 
womaHj what waa^ before her but unceaeing penance P Be¬ 
fore boTj ae before him, a life of cold and hunger, groane 
and tears, lonelineas aud hideone Boul-gickening uncertainty. 
Life was a dungeon for them both henoeforth* Be it eo I 
There woe nothing else to believe in, Ko other rock of 
hope in earth or beaveii. That at xaat promiBed a pt^ 
sibility of forgiveness, of amendmotit, of virtue, of reward 
—ay, ot erorlHeting bliss and gloiy } even if she missed 
of that, better for her the cell in the deasrt than a life of 
self-contented impurity ! If that latter were her destiny, 
as Hypatia said, she should at least die fighting against it, 
defying it, cursing it 1 Better virtue with hell, than sin 
with heaven't And Hypatia hod not even promised her a 
heaven. The resurrection of the flesh was too carnal a 
notion for her rodnod and lofty creed. And bo, his four 
months’ dream swept away in a moment, he hurried back 
to his chamber, witti one fixed thought before him—the 
desert j a coll for Pelagia ; another for himself. There 
they would repent, and pray, aud monm out life side by 
side, if perhaps God would have mercy upon their souls. 
Yet—perhaps, she might not have been baptised after all. 
And then she was safe. Like other converts from Pa^ 
ganism, she might he(»ome a catechumen, jun^gc on to 
baptism, where the mystic water would wash away in a 
mometit all the past, and she would begiu life afresh, in 
the spotlesB robes of innocence. ITet he liad been bap¬ 
tized, ho knew from Arsenins, before he left Athens ; and 
she was older than he. It was all but impossible ; yet he 
would hope | and hi^thless with anxiety and exciteiment, 
he ran up the narrow stairs and found Hiriam standing 
outside, her hand upon the holt, apparently inclined to dis¬ 
pute hia passage. 

** Is Bhe etiJl within ?" 

''Whatifahebe?” ' 

''Let me pass into my own room/' ^ 

" Yours ? Who hag been paying the rent for yoil, these 



L03T JiAMBB. 


36^ 

four montba pest F You I What oauyoa eay toher ? Whai 
can you do for her ? Young pedant, you must be in loro 
yourself before you can help poor creatures who are in love I" 
But Philammon pushed past her so fiescely, that the old 
woman was forced to glyo wajj and with a sinister smilfl 
she followed him Into the chamber, 

Pelagia sprang towards her brother* 

Will she ?—-will ^e see me ?" 

'' Let us talk no m^re of her, my beloved,” said Philam- 
.mon, laying his hands gently on her trembling shoulders, 
and looking earnestly into her eyes* * . , “ Better that we 
two should work out our deliverance for ourselves, withont 
the help of strangers. You can trust me ?” 

"You? And cum you help me? Will you teach 
me P” 

*'Yea, but not here* * . < Wo must escapei—Nay, hear 
me, one moment \ dearest sister, hear me! Are you so 
happy hero that you cun conceive of no better place I And 
—and, oh, Qod ! that it may not be true aiiar all —but 
is there not a hell hereafter P ” 

Pelagia covered her face with her hands—" The old 
monk warned mo of it 1 ” 

" Oh, take his warning* * * And Philammon was 
bursting forth with some such words about the lake of fire 
and brimstone as he hod been accustomed to hear 
Pombo and Arsenius, when Pelagia interrupted him— 

" Oh, Miriam \ Is it true ? la it possible F What will 
become of me P” almost shrieked the poor child* 

" What if it were tmo P—Let him tell you how ho will 
Rave you from it,” anawered Miriam q^uietly, 

^^WiU not the Gospel save iier from it—unbelieving 
Jew P Do not contradict mo I I can save her.” 

" If she does what ? ” 

Can she not repent ? Gan she not mortify these base 
affections ? Gan she not bo forgiven P Oh, my Pelagia I 
forgive me for having dreamed one moment that I could 
make you a philosopher, when ^ou may be a saint of 
Gcd, a—’ 

He stopped short suddenly, as the thought about bapHsm 
*4 
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flawed ACTtm him, ajid in & faltering rolce asked, "Are 
you baptized ? " 

"Baptized ?" asked she, hardly understanding the term. 
** Yea—by the (bishop—in the church*" 

Ah, "she said, “1 remember now* , , , When I was 
four or five years old, . * . A tank, and women undreseiug, 
* . , And 1 waa bathed too, and an old man dipped my 
head under the waiter three times* * * , I have forgotten 
what it all meant—it was so loug^Aigo. I wore a white 
dress, I know, afterwards/^ 

Phiiammon recoiled with a groan* *' 

''Unhappy child ! May Ood have mercy on yon I" 
"Will Ho not forgive me, then ? You have forgiven 
me* He He must bo more good even than you,—Why 
not?" 

" Ho forgave you then, freely, when you were baptized: 

and there is no second pardon, unless-" 

" Unless I leave my love I" ahrieked Pelagia. 

" When the Lord forgave the blesised Magdalene freely, 
and told her that her faith had saved her—did sho Hvo on 
in sin, or even in the pleaaurcsof tliis world ? No 1 though 
God had foTgivGTi her, she could not forgiro herself* Sho 
flod forth into the desert, and there, naked and barefoot* 
clothed only with her hair, and feeding on tho herb of the 
field, she stayed fa.^ting and praying till her dying day, 
never seeing tho face of man, but visited and coipfortod by 
angels and arohongol^. And if she, sho who never fell 
again, needed that long penance to work out her own sol¬ 
vation—oli, Pelagia, what will not God require of you, who 
hove broken your baptismal vows, and defileil the white 
rob^s, which the team of penance only can wash clean once 
more ?" 

" But I did not know 1 I did not ask to be baptized I 
Cruet, cruel parents, to bring me to it I And Ood \ Oh, 
why did He forgive me so soon ? And to go into the 
deserts I I darp not I I cannot I See me, how delicate 
and tender I am I I should die of hunger and cold I I 
should go mad with fear aud loneliueas 1 Oh I brother, 
brother, is this the pospel of tho Christians F 1 came to 
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you to be tauglit hoiff to bo wUe, and good^ and respected, 
and you tell me that all 1 can do is to Hto this horrible life 
of torture here, on the chance of escaping torture for ever \ 
And how do I know that 1 sliall escaptj it ? How do 1 
know that I sliall make myself miserable enough ? How 
do I know that Ho will forgive me after all ? Is this true, 
Miriam ? Tell me, or I shall go mutl! ” • 

Yea/' said Miriam* with a quiet sneer. This is the 
gospel and go{»d nows qf salvation, according to the dot^trine 
of the Mazarenes/^ 

" I will go with you I crioil J^hilammon, I will go I 
I will never leave you ! I have my own sins to wash away ! 
—Happy for me if 1 ever do it!—Aud I will build yon a 
coll near mine, and kind men will teach us, and we will 
pray together night and morning, for ourselves and for 
each other, and weep out our weary lives together—" 

** Better end them hens, at once ! ” said Pelagia, with a 
gesture of despair, and daalieJ herself down on the floor, 
PhilaniiQon was about to lift her up, when Miriam caught 
him by tho arm, and in a hurried whisper—^“Are you 
road ? Will you ruin your own purpose V Why did you 
toll her this ? Why did you oot vvait—give her hope^ 
time to collect heraelf—time to wean herself from lier lover, 
instead of terrifying and disgusting her at tlie outset, as 
you have done? ILivo you a mmi's heart in yon? lAo 
word of wmfort for that poor croiiture, nothing biit^hell, 
hell, hell—Soo to j'our own chance of hell first! It is 
greater than you fancy ! 

It cannot be greater than I fancy ! ” 

^^Then see to it. For her, poor darling!—why, even 
we Jews, who know that all you GciitileB are doomeji to 
Gehenna alike, liave some sort of hope for such a poor 
untaught creature aa that/' « 

"And why is she untaught? Wretch that you are I 
You have had tho training of her I You brought her up 
to sin and shamo I Ton drove from her, TGcollcction the 
faith in which she was bap^aed I * 

So much the better <or her, if tho recollection of it is 
to make her no happier than it dops already* Better to 
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wake uiiexpGctodly in Gehenna when you die, than to 
endure over and &hove the dread of it here. And aa for 
leaving her untaught^ on yonr own showing she haa boon 
taught too much*' already* Wiser it would be in yon to 
curse your porenta for having had her baptizedj than me 
for giving her ten years* plcaatiro before she goes to the pit 
of Tophet. Conte now^ don't be angry with me* The old 
Jewess is your friend, revile her as ^ou will* She shall 
marry this Goth." / 

An Arian heretic I" 

''She shall convert him,and make a Catholic of him, if 
yon’ like* At all events, if you wish to win her, you must 
win her my way. You have had your chance, and 
spoiled it* Tjet me have mine. Pelagia, darling I Up, 
and be a woman ! Wa will find a philtre downstairs to 
give that ungrateful man, that shall make him more mad 
about you, before a day is over, than over yon were about 
him," 

"No I" said Pelagia, looking up* "No love-potions.I 
No poisons!" 

" Poisons, little fool! Do you doubt the old woman's 
skill ? Do you think I shall make him lose his wits, as 
Calliaphyra did to her lover last year, because she would 
trust to old Megsera's drugs, instead of coining to me I ” 

" No 1 No drugs j no magic J He must love mo really, 
or not at all I He must love me for myself, because I am 
worth loving, because he honors, worships me, or let me 
die. I, wliose boast was, oven when 1 was basest, that £ 
uorer needed such mean tricks, but conquered like Aphrv- 
dite, a q^ueen in my own right! I have been my own love- 
oharip : when I cease to be that, let me die !" 

f' One as mad as the other I" cried Miriam, in utter per^ 
plexity* " Hist \ what is that tramp upon the stairs 
At this moment heavy footsteps were heard ascending 
the stairs. * * * All three stopped aghast: FhUammon, 
because he thought th$ visi1x>ra were monks in search of 
him; Miriam, because she thought they ware Orestes's 
guar^ in search of her; and Pelagia, fi*oni vague dread of 
anything and eveijthipg, • , • 
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** Hare you an inner rootn ? asked the Jewess. 

"hTone/' 

The old woman set her lips firmly^ and drew her dagger^ 
Pelagia wrapped her face in her cloak, and stood trembling, 
bowed down, as if expecting another blow. The door 
opened, and in walked, neither monks nor guard, but Wnlf 
and Smid. , 

Heyday, yonng monk 1'' cried the'latter worthy, with 
a loud langh —** Vtila here, too, eh ? At your old 
trade, my worthy portreaa of hell-gate ? Well, walk out 
now; we hare a liltle business with tluB yoaftg. gentle- 

jj * 

man. 

And slipping past the unauspecting Gotha, Pelagia and 
Miriam htirricd downs lairs. 

The young one, at least, seems a little ashamed of her 
errand. . . . Now, W^ulf, speak low; and 1 will see that 
no one is listening at the door.'' 

Phllammon faced his unexpected 'visitors with a look of 
angry inquiry. What right had they, or any man, to in¬ 
trude at aiicli a moment on his misery and disgrace F . . . 
But lie was disarmed the next instant by old Wulf, who 
advanced to him and looking him fully in the face with 
an expression which there was no mistaking, held out his 
broad, brown Iiand. 

Phllammon grasped it, and then covering his face with 
his hands^ burst into tears. 

“ You did right You are a brave boy. If yftu had &ied, 
no man need have been ashamed to die your death/' 

“You were there, then ?” sobbed Philammon. 

“Wo were." 

“ And what is more,'^ said Smid, aa the poor boy writhed 
at the admission, “ we were mightily minded, some of us, 
to have leapt down to you and cut you a passage out/ One 
man, at least, whom I know of, felt his old blood as hot for 
the minute as a four-year-old'a. The foul curs I And to 
hoot her, after all I Oh, that I mt^y have^one good hour's 
hewing at them before 1 die ! ” • 

“ And you shall 1" said Wulf. “ Boy, you wish to get 
this sister of yours into your power 
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It ifl hopeless—hopeless F She will never leave he r ■■ *» 
the Amal/^ 

Are yon so sure of that ?” 

''She told me eo with her own lipa not ten minatea ago. 
That was she who went out as you entered ! 

A curse of astonishment and regret hurst from Smid* - . . 

" Had I hut Ijnown her I By the soul of my fathers, 
she should have found that it was easier to come here than 
to go home again I ^ 

" Hush, Smid ! Better as it is. Boy, if I put her into 
your power, dare you carry her off ?"■ 

Philanimoii hesitated one momeiit. 

" What T dare you know already* But it would bo an 
unlawful thing, surely* to use violence," 

" Settle yimr philosopher's doubts for yourself. I have 
made my offer. I should have thought that a man in 
his senses could give but one answer, much more a matl 
monk." 

“You forget the money matters, prince,” add Stnid, 
with a smile. 

“ 1 do not But I don^L tliink the hoy so mean as to 
hesitate on that account.” 

“ He may as well know* however, that we promise to 
send all her trumpery after her, even to the Amal*s pres¬ 
ents. As for the liouse, we won't trouble her tu lend it 
ns longer tlmn we can help* Wc intend shortly to move 
into' more >oxtensive jiTemisefi, and open business on a 
grander scale, m the Hhojikcepers say,—ch, prince ? " 

“ Ilor money ?—Th it money ? God forgive her 1" an¬ 
swered Philammon, Do you fancy mo base enough to 
touch it ? But 1 am resolved. Tell me what to do, and 
I wiil do it." 

“You know the lane which runs down to the canal, 
under the leit wall of tlie house P " 

"Yes." 

“ And a door in the comer tower, close to the landing- 
place ?" ^ ^ t 

“Ido.” 

“ Be there, with a doaen stout monks, to-morrow, an 
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hour after Bundown, and what wo give you., After 
thatf t]ie concern is yours, notours/' 

“ Monks ? said Philammon, I am at open fond with 
the whole order.” * 

'' Make friends with them, then,” shortly suggested 
Smid. 

Philamraon writhed inwardly. " It makes no diJforenco 
to you, I presume, whom I bring ?” • 

'‘'No more than it* does whether or not you pitch her 
into the canai, ami pu\; a hnrdle over her when yon have 
got her,” answered Smid ; “which is what a Goth would 
do, if he wore in your place,” • 

“Do not vex the poor lad, friend. If lie thinks he can 
mend her instead of punishing her, in I^reya^s name, let 
him try. You will be there, then ? 'And mind, I like you, 
I liked you when, yon faced that great river-hog. I like 
you better now than ever ; for yon have spoken to-day like 
a Sugaman, and dared like a hero* l^licrefore mind i if 
you do not bring a good guard to-morrow night, your life 
will not be safe. The whole city is out in the streets ; and 
Odin alone knows what will be done, and who will lie alive, 
cight-and-forty-hoiira hence. Mind you!—The mob may 
do strange things, and they may see still stranger things 
done. If you once find yourself siife back hero, stay whore 
you aro, if you yalne her life or your oivn. And—if you 
are wise, let the men wlmm yon briiig with you be monks, 

though it*cf>fit your proud stomach-” • * 

“ That^a not fair, prince ! Yon are telling too much ! ” 
interrupted 8mid, while Philammon gulped down the s^iid 
proud stomach, and answered, Be it so ! ” 

“ I have won my bet, Smid,” said tlie old man, chuck¬ 
ling, as the two tramped out into the street, to the surprise 
and fear of all the neighbors, while tlie children clapped 
tlieir hands, and the street dogs felt it their duty to bark 
lustily at the strange figures of tbcir unwonted visitors. 

“ No play, no pay. Waif. Wo shall see to-morrow.” 

“ I knew that he would stand the trial I* I knew he was 
right at heart! ” • * 

** At all events, there is no fear of his llbusing the poor 
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things if h& loYes her well enough, to go down on hia knees 
to his BWom foes for her." 

" I don^t know that," answered Wnli, with a shake of the 
head. " These monks, I hear, fan 07 that their G-od likee 
them the hotter the more miserahle they are : so, perhaps 
they may fancy that he will like them all tho more, the 
more miserable they make other people, IZoworer, it's no 
concern of ours." " 

** We have quite enough of our oijn to see to jnst now. 
But mind, no play, no pay." * 

Of oourse not. How the streets afe filling ! We shall 
not he able to see the guaitls to-night, if this mob thickens 
much more.” 

''We ebalL have enough to do to hold our own, perhaps. 
Do yon hear what they are crying there ? ' Down with 

all heathens 1 Down with barbarians I' That means aa, 
you know." 

" Do you fancy no one understands Greek hnt yourself f 
Let them come. ... It may give us an cicuse* , * * And 
we can hold the house a week.” 

" But how can we get speech of tho guards ?" 

" Wo will slip round by wator. And, after all, deeds 
will win them better than talk. Tliey will be forced to 
fight on the same side as we, and most probably be glad of 
our help ; for if the niob attacks any one, it will begin with 
the Prefect," ^ 

'^'And thbn—Curso their shouting! Let the soldiers 
once find our Anial at their head, and they will be ready to 
go with him a mile, wliere they meant to go a yard,” 

'' Tike Goths will, and the Markmen, and those Dacians, 
and Thracians, or whatever the Bomans, call them. But 1 
har^y trust the Hnns," 

" Tlie cur^ of heaven on their pudding faces and pigs' 
eyes 1 There will be no love lost between ua. But there 
are not twenty of them scattered in dLETerent troops j one 
of US can thrash three of them; and they will be sure to 
lide .with the winning party* Besides, plunder, plunder, 
comrade ! When did you know' a Hun turn hook from that 
even if he were only on the scent of a lump of tallow F" 



LOST LAUBS. 


B77 


** Ab for the Gauls sod Latins,” . « . went on Waif 
meditatively, '' they belong to any man who can pay 
them. . , 

Which we can do, like all wise generals, one penny out 
of OUT own pocket, and nine oat of the enemy' b* And the 
Amal is staunch ? ” 

** Staunch as his own hounds, now there is ^methitig 
to bo done on the spot. Tils heart was in the right place 
after all. I knew It all along. But he could never in 
hia life see pfour-anfi-twenty hours before him. Even 
now if that Pelagic gets him under her spell again, he 
may throw down hie sword, and fall as fast asleep aa 
ever.” 

“ Never fear ; we have settled her destiny for her, as far 
as that is concerned. Look at the mob before the door I 
Wo mnet get in by the postern-gate.” 

" Get in by the sewer, like a rat! I go my own way- 
Draw, old liainraor and tonga 1 or run away !” 

“ Not this time.” And swonl in liand, the two marched 
into the heart of the crowd, who gave way before them like 
a dock of sheep. 

“They know their intended shepherds already," said 
Smid. But at that moment the crowd, seeing them about 
to enter the house, raised a yell of “ Goths ! Heathens ! 
Barbarians ?and a rush from behind took }>lifcce. 

“ If you will have it, then I ”said Wulf. And the two long 
bright hlitdes flashed round and round their heads, redder 
and redder every time they swung aloft . . . The old men 
never even cheeked their steady walk, and knocking at the 
gate, went in, leaving more than one lifeless corpse at the 
entrance. 

“We have put the oool in tho thatch, now, with a venge¬ 
ance," said Smid, as they wiped their swords inside. • 

“We have. Get me out a boat and half a dozen men, 
and I and Goderic will go round by the canal to the palace, 
and settle a thing or two with the guards." 

Why should not the Amal g<v And offbr our help him¬ 
self to tho Prefect ? " ^ * 

What ? Would you have him after that turn agaiimt 
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the hound ? For troth and honor'e aake, he mu^ keep 
quiet in the mat ter 

“He will have no objection to keep quiet—truit him 
for that 1 But d/>n^t forget Sagaman Moneybag, the best 
of all orators/"* called jBmid laughingly after him, as he went 
oS. to man the boat. 



CHAPTER XXV, 

* 

SBBKISa AFFBS A BIG ft. 

M 

'* What ailswer hai he mnt bock, father ?” asked Hy- 
patiSj as Thcon re-entered her chamber, after 'doJiTering 
that hapless letter to PhilaDiTnoit. 

'' Insolent that he is ? he tore it to fragments and fled 
forth without a word. ” 

** Let him go, and desert aa like the mt* iu oar ca¬ 
lamity ! 

At least, wo haye the Jewels,” 

“The Jewels? Let them he returned to their owner* 
Shall we defile onrselvoB by taking them as wages for nuy- 
thmg—above all, for that which is ntiperfonncd ?” 

“ But, my cliihl, they were given to ns freely* ITo bade 
mo keep them ; and^-and, to tell you the truth, J must 
keep them. After this unfoTtimate failure, be sure of it, 
every creditor we havo will be clamoring for payment.^' 

“ Let them take our honse and furniture, and sell us 
as slaves, then. Ijct them take all, provided wc keep our 
Yirtue/' * 

** Sell us as slaves ? Are you mad ?" 

“ Not quite mad yet, father,answered she with a sad 
smile. *' But liow should we ho worse than wo are now, 
were we slaves F Raphael Aben-Ezra told me that he 
obeyed my precepts, when he went forth as a liouselesa 
beggar ; and shall I not have courage to obey ^ern myself, 
if the need come? The thought of his endurance has 
shamed my luxury for this many a month. After all, what 
does the philoaophor require but bread and water, and the 
clear brook in which to wash awr^ the daily stains of his 
earthly prison house ? Lei what is fated come, Hypatia 
straggles with the stream no more !” 

379 
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" Mj daughter I And bare yon given np all hope F So 
soon difiheartened 1 What I Is thla p^try accident to 
sweep away the pnrpoeea of years f Orestea lemainfl still 
faithful. HIb guards have orders to garrison the house 
for aa long ae we shall require them," 

** Send them awayi then. 1 have done no wrongs and I 
fear no punishment." 

“ You do not kdow the madness gf the mob; they are 
shouting your name in the streets alc^y, in company with 
Pelagia's," ^ 

Hypatia shuddered. Tier name iif company with Pela¬ 
gia's I And to this she hatl brought herself ! 

“ I have deserved it! I have sold myself to a lie and a 
disgrace ! 1 have stooped to truckle, to intrigue ! I have 

bound myself to a sordid trickster ! Father ! never men¬ 
tion his imme to me again! 1 have leagued myself 

with tliG impure and the bloodthirsty, and I have my re¬ 
ward 1 No more politics for nyj»atia from henceforth, my 
father ; no nioj'o orutiom nnd leotnres ; uo more pearls of 
Divine wisdom cast before swine. Tlmvo tiinned in divulg¬ 
ing the serrets of the Immortttls to the mob. Let them 
follow thoir natures ! Fo(d that I waa, to fancy that my 
speech, my plots, could I'aise them above that which the 
gods had liuido them !" 

Then you give up onr lectures ? Worse and worse I 
Wc shall be ruined utterly !" ^ 

“\Vo urd ruined utterly already, Orestes ? There is 
no help in. him. I know the man too well, my lather, not 
to know that lie would give izs up to-morrow to the fury 
of the Christians were his own ba»o life—oven hie own 


baser office—in danger," 

^'^roo true—too true! I fear,” said the poor old man, 
wrin^ng hi# hands in perplojcity, What will become of 


us,—of yoQ, ratlier F What matter what happens to the 
useless old star-gazer ? Let him die ! To-day or next year 
is alike to him. ^ But you,—you ! Let us escape by the 
oanak We may gathef up enough, even without these 
jewels, which you refuse, to pay eur voyage to Athens, and 
there we Bholl be safq with Plutarch; he will welcome yon 
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—ftll Athojia will welcome you—we will collect a freah 
Bchool—and you shall be Queen of Athena, oa yon have 
been Queen of Alexandria 1 

'' No, fatlier. What I know, heuceforlli I will know for 
myself only. Hypatia will bo from this day alono with the 
Immortal Gods ! 

“ You will not leave me ?” cried the old'man, terrified. 

“Never on earth !-'' answered she, bursting into real 
human tears, {^nd throwing her self on hb bosom. Never 
—never ! father of ny spirit as well us of my flesh !—the 
parent who liaa trained me, taught me, educated my eonl 
from the cradle to use her wings !—the only human being 
who never Tnisunderatood me—never thwarted me—never 
deceived me !" 

** My priceless child 1 And I have been the cause of your 
min I" 

Not you !—a thousand times not yon I I only am to 
blame I I tampered with worldly politics. I tempted you 
on to fancy that I could effect what I so rashly undertook. 
Do not accuse yourself unless you wish to break my heart! 
Wo can be happy together yet.—A palm-leaf hut in tho 
desert, dates from tho grove, and water from the spring— 
the monk dares be miserable alone in such a dwelling, and 
cannot wo dare to bo happy together in it ?” 

Then you will escape 

“ Not toiday. It were base to flee before danger corACB. 
We must hold oat at our post to the hiat momenta oven if 
we dare not die at it like heroes. And to-morrow 1 go to 
the lecture-room,—to the beloved Museum, for the liwit time 
to take farewell of my pupils. Unworthy as they arc, i 
owe it to myself and to philosophy to tell them why 1 
leave them/^ » 

“It will be too dangerous—iiidood it will 1" * 

“1 could take the guards with me, then. And yet—no, 

. . . They shall never have occasion to impute fear to the 
philosopher, liot them see her go^ iiM usual on her 
errand, strong in tho courage of iiirioconcc, securo in the 
protection of gwla. ^o, perhaps, some sacred awe, 
some suspicion of her divineness, may fall on tiunn at lost.^ 
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I muflt go with jon*" 

I go alone. Yon might inciiT danger where I am 
safe. After alh I am a woman* * . * And, fierce as they 
are, they will not dare to harm 
The old man shook his head* 

" Look now,'' she eiiid smilingly, laying her hands on 
his shoulders, and looking Into his face < * . "You tel! 
me that I am beautiful, yon know ; and beauty will tame 
the lion* Do you not think that this face, might disarm 
even ft monk ? ” ^ 

And she laughed and ^blushed w sweetly, that the old 
man forgot his feura, ss she intended that ho should, and 
kissed her and went his way for the time being, to com¬ 
mand all manner of hcftpitalities to tJie soldiers, whom he 
prudently determined to keep in hfs lioiise as long as he 
could make them stay there ; in pursuance of wliicli wise 
pnrpo^^e ho t‘ontrived not to see a great deal of pleasant 
filrtftUoiL between his valhint defenders and Hypatia's 
maids, who, by no moans so prudish as their mistress, wel¬ 
comed as a rare b^xin from heaven an aftenioon’s chat witli 
twenty tali men of war. 

8 o they jested and laughed below, wliile old Thoon, hav¬ 
ing brought out tlie very bt^t old wine, and actually pro¬ 
posed in person, by WAy of mending mat tors, tlie health of 
the Emperor of Africa, locked himself into tlie library, and 
comfortei his troubled soul with a tough problem of ub- 
tronomy, whii^h had been haunting him the whole day, 
even in tho theatre i+Holf. But Hypatia eat still in her 
chamber, her face btmmd in her hands, her heahrt full of 
man^ thoughts, her eyes of tears* She had smiled away hor 
father's fears ; she could not smile away hor own* 

She felt, she hardly knew why, but she felt as clearly as 
if a god had proclaimed it to her bodily ears, that tho crisis 
of her life was come ; that her politico! and active career 
was over, and that sho must now be content to be for her¬ 
self, and in heisclf alone, all that she was, or might become. 
Tho world might be regenerated; but not in her day j— 
the g(^ restored ; but not by Her* It was a fearful dia- 
coTery,—and yet hi;.idly a diacorory. Her hewt bod toid 
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hesr for je&ra that ahc waa hoping against hope, — ^that she 
WHS struggling against a stream toe mighty for her. And 
now the momont had eome when she most either be swept 
helpless down the current, or, by one desperate eiffori, win 
firm land, and let tho tide roll on its own way henceforth, 
... Its own way ? . . . tlio way of tlie gods, at least; 
for it was sweeping their names from off the earth. What 
if they did not caro to he known ? What if they were 
weai'y of worship and reverence from mortal men, and, self- 
sufficing in thdir own jfterfect bliss, reeked nothing for tho 
weal or woe of earth I IMuet it not be so ? Had she not 
proof of it ill everything which she beheld ? What did 
lais care for her Alexandria ? What did Atliene care for 
her Athonn ? . . . And yet ITomor and Hesiod, and those 
old Orphic singers, were of another mind. . , . Whence 
got they that strange fancy of gods couiiBellbg, warring, 
intermarrying, with mankind, as witli Home kindred tribe ? 

Zeua, father of gods and men/* . . . Those were words 
of hopo and comfort. , . ♦ lint wore they true ? Pather 
of men ? Inipossible!—not father i>f Pelagia, surely. 
J'fot father of the bttee, tho fonl, the ignorant. . , * Father 
of heroic souls, only, tlm poets must have meant. . . . 
But where were the heroic souls now ? Was she one f tf 
so, wJiy WAS she deserted by the upper powers in her utter 
need ? Was tho heroic rueo indotd extinct ? Was she 
merely assuming, iu her self-conceit, an honor to wlyeh 
ahe hod no claim 1 Or wus it all a dream of'these old 
HingorH ? Hod they, as some bold philosophers had Haid, 
invented gods iu their own likeness, and palmed oif on tlie 
awe and admiration of men their own fair phantoms ? . * . 
It must he eo. If there wore gods, to know them was Jhe 
highest bliss of man. TJicn would they not teach men of 
themselvca, unveil their own IovcHtlcsh to a chosen Yew, 
even for tho sake of their own honor, if not, as she had 
dreamed once, from lovo to those who bore a kindred dame 
to theirs F . . , What if there werQ no g<jds ? What if 
tho stream of fate, which was sweeping away their names, 
were the only real powc»?' What if that old Pyrrhonic 
notion were the true solution of the probjem of the Unirerae? 
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What if there were ne centre, no order, no rest, no gMl 
—but only a perpetual dux, a down-ruahing change F And 
before her dizzying brain and heart aroaethat arrful Tieion 
of Lucretius, of the homeless UniYcrse falling, falling, fall* 
ing, for over from no whence toward no whither through the 
unending agest by cauBolesB and unceasing gravitation, 
while the changes and eifortfl of all mortal things were 
but the jostling of the duBt-atoms ^Id the overlasting 
storm, , , , 

It could not bo I There wae a truth, a virlbue, a beauty, 
a noblenceBj which cotild^ never char.ge, but which were 
absolute, the same for ever. The God-given instinct of 
her woman^a heart rebelled against her intellect, and, in the 
name of God, denied its lie, . . , Yes,—there was virtue, 
beauty, . . , And yet—might not they, too, be accidentB 
of that enchantment, which man calls mortal life ; tem¬ 
porary and mutable accidents of conacionsness; brilliant 
sparks, struck out by the clashing of the dust-atoms ? Who 
could, toll ? 

There were those onco who could telL Did not Plotinus 
speak of a direct mystic intuition of the Deity, aii CTithu- 
Biasm without }>assion, a Btill intoxiciition of the soul, in 
which she rose above life, thouglit, reason, herself, to tliat 
which she contemplaiod, the absolute and hrst One, and 
united herself with that One, or, rather, became aware of 
thi^t union which had existed from the first moment in 
which she emanated from the One ? Six times in a life 
of sixty years had Plotinus risen to that height of mystic 
union, and known himself to be a part of God. Once had 
Porphyry attained the same glory. Tlypatia, though often 
attempting, had never yet succeeded in attaining to any 
diHtinct vision of a being external to herself, though 
practice, affirm will, and a powerful imagination, had tong 
since made her an adept in prodiioing, almost at will, that 
mysterious trance, which was the pi'climinary step to su¬ 
pernatural vision. Bpt her delJglit in the brilliant, and, 
as she heldf divine imaginations, in which at such times 
she revelled, had been always oiiocked and chilled by the 
knowledge that, in^noh matters, hundreds inferior to her 
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in intellect nnd in learning,—ay, eaddeit of* alt, Chrietian 
monks and nuns, boasted themselves her eqnak,—indeed, 
if their own account of their visions was to be bcheved, her 
superiors—by the same methcMis which she employed. 
For by celibacy, rigorous f^sts, perfect lM)dtly quiescence, 
and intenBe contemplatioii of one thought, they, too, pre¬ 
tended to be able to rise above the body into the heavenly 
regions, and to behold things unspeakabli, which, never¬ 
theless, like moat other unspeakable things, contrived to 
be most carefully detailed and noised abroad. . . .. And it 
was with a half feelipg of shame that she prepared herself 
that afternoon for one more, perhaps one last attempt, to 
scale the heavens, as she recollected how many an illiterate 
monk and nun, from Constantinople to the Thebaid, waa 
probably employed at that moment exactly os she was. 
Still, the attempt must be made. In that terrible abyss of 
doubt, she must have something palpable, real ; something 
beyond her own thoughts, and hopes, and apecnlations, 
whereon to rest her weary faitlj, her weary Jieart.^ , . . 
Perhaps this time, at least, in her extremest need, a god 
might vouchsafe some glimpse of his own beauty, , . . 
Athene might pity at lust. . . . Or, if not Athene, some 
archetype, angel, demon, . , . And then slm shuddered at 
the thought of those evil and deceiving spiritfl, whoso de¬ 
light it wuft to delnile and tempt the votaries of the gods, 
in the forme of angcle of light. Ihit even in the face of 
that dongiir, she must make the trial once again, Vfatf she 
not pure and spotless as Athene's self ? Would not her 
innate purity enable her to di^ern, by an instinctive an¬ 
tipathy, those foul beings beneath the fairest msflk ? At 
least, she must make the trial. « . . 

And so, with a look of intousc liumility, she began to lay 
aside her jewels and her upper robes. Then, baring her 
bosom and her feet, and shaking her golden thesaes loose, 
she laid herself down upoTi the couch, croHSed licr hands 
upon her breast, and, with upturned ecstatic eyes, waited 
for that which might befall. j ' ' 

'rhere she lay, hour after houn as her eye gradually 
kindled, her bosom heaved, her breath came fast; hot 
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there was no ‘-more eign of life in those straight still limbs, 
and listless feet andbantiSj than in Pygmalion's ivory bride, 
before she bloomed into bumun desh oud blood, 'i'he snn 
sank towards bi^ rest; the roar of the city grew louder 
and louder without; the soldiers revelled and laughed be¬ 
low : but every sound passed tlirough [inconscious ears, 
and went its way unheeded* Paith, hope, re^n itself 
were stakc<i upon the result of that daring effort to scale 
tlie highest heaven. And, by one continuous effort of her 
practised will, which readied ita lii^^hest virtiie, as mystics 
hold, in its own suicide, die chained ^own her senses from 
every sight and sound, Juid even licr mind from every 
thought, and lay utterly self-resigned, self-emptied, till 
conscioiianeBs of titne and place had vanished, and she 
Beemcd to herself alone in the abyss* 

She dared not rcffect, slic dared not hope, she dared not 
rejoice, lest she should brt'ak the S])ell, - , * Again and 
again bad she broken it at this very point, by some sudden 
and tumultuous yielding to her own joy or awe ; but now 
her will held firm* * * , Slio did not feel her own liinba, 
hear her own breidb. . . , A light bright mist, nn endless 
network of glittering films, coming, going, uniting, resolv¬ 
ing tbonjselves, was above her and around her, * , . Was 
she in the body or out of the body ? * , * 

# ■ # ■ # * ri 

The network faded into an abyss of still clear light, . , . 
A still warm atmosphere was around her, thrilling through 
and through Ilia * , . . She brcutlied the lights and iloated 
in it, as a mote in the mid-day beam. , , « And still her 
will held firm. 

i 1- » -P 4 ■ ■ 

Far away, miles, and aeons, and aby^es away, through 
the interminable depths of glory, a dark and shadowy spot. 
It neared arid grew* * * * A dark globe, grined with rain¬ 
bows* * * * What might it be ? She dared not hope. 
It came nearer, nearer, nearer, touched her. * . , The 
centre quivered, flickered, took form—a face. * . * A 
god's ? Ko—^Pelagia's. 

BeauiifnJ, sad, craving, reptoachfnl, indignant, awful. 
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. - ^ Hypatia could bca^no more ; and sprang to her feet 
with a shriekj to experience in its full bittemosa the fear¬ 
ful revulsion of the mystic, when the human reason and 
will which he has epui'ned Tcasscrt their God-given rights ; 
aTid after the intoxication of the imaginationj comes its 
prostration and cotlapec. 

And this, then, was the answer of tho gfjds ! The phan¬ 
tom of her whom sho^liad despised, exposed, spurned from 
her I “hTo, not their answer—tlic answer of my own soul I 
Tool that T 'hnTc hefen ! I h;ivu heeii exerting my will 
most while T pretonied to resign it most ! I hays been 
the slave of every mental desire, while I tried to trample on 
them 1 What if that network of light, tliat blaze, that 
globe of darkness, have been, like tlie face of Pelagia, the 
pliantoms of my own imagination—ay, erm of my own 
senses ? What if I have mistaken for Deity my own self ? 
AV hat if I have been my own light, my own abyss? . . , 
Am I not my own abyss, my own light—my own dark¬ 
ness ? ” And she smiled bittei'ly as she said it, tuid thi'ow- 
ing herself again upon tho couch, burird her lunid in her 
hands, exhausted equally in body and in mind* 

At last slic rose, and sat, candess of lierdisbovclled locks, 
gazing out into vacancy, ** Oh, for a sign, for a token I 
Oh, for tho golden days of which the poets sang, when 
gods walke^i among men, fought by their side as fricFids ! 
And yet ^ , . arc those old stories credible, pious, even 
modest ? Does not my heart revolt from thfm ? Who 
has aliored moi'c than I in Platons contempt for the fotil 
deeds, the degrading transformations, which Homer im¬ 
putes to tlio gods of Greece P Must I believe tliem now ? 
Must I stoop to think that gods, who live in a region above 
all sen BO, wOl deign to make themaelvea palpable to those 
flcnacfl of ours which are whole mom of cxifitfence telow 
them ? Degrade tliomBelvos to the base aceidonta ofmat^ 
ter ? Yes ! That, rather than nothing ! . , , Be it even 
BO* Better, better, better, to believp that Ares II ed shriek- 
ing and wounded from a morAal man—better to be¬ 
lieve in Zous's adulterine and ITermcs^a thefts—than to 
believe that'gods have never spoken face to face with men J 
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Let me thinks lest I go that beings from that unseen 
world for which I hunger liare appeared, and held com¬ 
munion with mankind, such as no reason nor eense could 
doubt—even thmigh tlmse beinge were more capricious 
and baser than ourselves ! Is there, after all, an unseen 
world ? 01s, for a sign, a sign ! ” 

Haggard anddiz^y, slm wandered into her " chamber of 
the gods”; a eollection of aTitiquitios, whichahe kept there 
rather as matters of taste than of irorsliip,^ All around 
her they looked out into vacancy wAh their white soulless 
eyeballs, tlieir dead motiqnless beuut^, those cold dreams 
of the buried generations. Oh that they could speak, and 
set her heart at rest! At the lower end of the room stood 
a Pallas, completely armed with rogis, spear, and helmet ] 
a gem of Athenian sculpture, which she had bought from 
some mercliants after the sack of Athens by the Goths, 
There it stood screrely fair ; but the right hand, alas [ was 
gone ; and there the maimed arm remained extended, as if 
in sad mockery of the faith of which the body remained, 
while the power was dead and vanished. 

She gazed long and passionately on the imago of her 
favorite goddess, the id^ to which she hod longed for 
years to aBsimilaic herself ; till—was it a dr^m ? was it a 
frolic of the dying sunlight ? or did those lips really bend 
themselveH into a Binile ? 

Impossible I No, not impossible* Had not, only a few 
years before^ the image of Ilocate smiled on a philosopher ? 
Were there not stories of moving imi^es, and winking 
pictures! ^d all the maicrial miracles by which a dying 
faith strivefl desperately—-not to deceive others—but to 
persuodo itself of its own sanity ? It had been—it might 
be—it was !— 

No 1 there the lips were, as they had been from the be¬ 
ginning, closed upon each other in that stony self-collected 
calm, which was only not a sneer* The wonder, if it was 
one, hod passed f and now—did her eyes play her false, or 
were the snakes round thht 3fedusa^s head upon the shield 
all writhing, grinning, glaring at her with stony eyes, long¬ 
ing to atifien her witl\ terror into their own likeness ? 
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No I that, toa> paaeod. Would that aren it had atajed, 
for it would have been a sign of life I She looked up at 
the face once more ; but in vain—the etone was stone ; 
and ere she was awaire, she found herself clasping passion¬ 
ately the knees of the marble. 

“ Athene 1 Pallas! Adored 1 Ever Virgin 1 Abso- 
lute reason, springing unbogotten from th| nameleBs One I 
Hear mo ! Athene I Have mercy on* me I Speak, if it 
be to curse me I Thou who alone wieldest the lightnings 
of thy fatJier,* wield tliom to strike me dead, ii thou wilt ; 
only to do Bomcthiig !—something to prove thine own 
eiistence—something to makeT me sure that anything 
exists beside this gross miserable matter^ and my miserable 
Bouh I stand alone in the centre of the universe ] I full 
and sicken down the abyss of ignorance, and doubt, and 
boundless blank and darkness ! Oh, have mercy ! I 
know that tliou art not this ! Thou art everywhere and 
in all things 1 But 1 know that this is a form which 
pleases thee, which symbolizes thy nobleness I T know 
that thou hast deigned to speak to those who—Oh ! wiiat 
do 1 know F H'otliing ! nothing ! nothing !" 

And she clung there, bedewing with si^^hling tears the 
cold feet of the image, while there was neither sign, nor 
voice, nor any that answered. 

On a sudden she was startled by a rustling near; and, 
looking round, saw close hebind her tlie old Jewess. 

Cry aloud I hissed the hag, in a tone of bitter sc5m j 
" cry aloud, for sbe ia a goddess. Either she is talking, or 
puraniug, or she iaon a journey; or perhaps she has growu 
oldj as wc all shall do some day, my pretty lady, and is too 
cross and lazy to stir. What! her naughty doll will not 
speak to her, will it not ? or even open its eyes, beeftuse 
the wires are grown msty ? Well, we will fiqd a new doll 
for her, if she chooses.^' 

Begone, bag ! What do you mean by intruding here ? ” 
omd Hypatia, springing up ; but the old woman went on 
coolly— * * 

^'Why not try the fa^ybung gentleman over there ?^' 
pointing to a copy of the Apollo which we call Belvedere 
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—What is hia name ? Old maids are always cross and 
jealoiLBp you know. But he—he oeuld not bo cruel to such a 
sweet face as that* Try tlie fair young lad I Or, perhaps^ 
if you are bushfuJ, the old Jewess might try him for you 

These last wonls wore spoken with so marked a aignifi* 
cance, that Hypatia^ in epite of her disgust> found herself 
asking the hag wlmt she meant* She made no answer for 
a few seconds, but remainod looking steatBly into her eyes 
with a glaneo of firo, before whicli oven the proud Ilypatia, 
as she hod done once before^ quailld utterly^ so deep was 
the understanding, so dogged the purpose, so fearless the 
power, whiuli burned Mrifcuin those withered and sunken 
sockets. 

" Shall the old witch call him up, tho fair young Apollo, 
with the beauty-blogm upon his chin ? lie shall come I 
lie shall come ! I warrant him he Tnimt come, civilly eruiugh 
when old Miriam's finger ja once lield up.” 

To you ? Apollop the god of light, obey a Jewess ? ” 

" A Jewess ? Aud you a Creek uhnoat yelled the old 
woman. “ And who are you who ask ? And who are your 
gods, your heroes, your devils, you children of yesterday, 
compared with ua ? Vou, who wero a set of half-naked 
savages squabbling about tho siege of Troy, when our Sot- 
omon, amid splendors such as Homo aud Coiistantinopje 
never saw, was con trolling domous and glioats* an gels aud 
arohangeia, principalitii^saiid jM>wers-, by the incfTablonaine ? 
What science Imve yon tliat you have not stolen from tlie 
Egyptians and Ohaldocs ? Aud wiut fiad tlie Egyptians 
which Moeee did not teach them ? And wlmt have tho 
Chaldees whicli Daniel did not teach them ? What does 
the world know but from ns, tho fathoi's and the masters 
of Tiiagic—us, the lords of tho inner secrets of tho universe I 
Comtf, you ^Jreek baby—as the priests in Egypt said of your 
forefathers, always children, craving for a now toy, and 
throwing it away next day—come to the fountain-head of 
all your paltry wisdom I Jfame what you will see, and you 
ahidl see it!” 

Hypatia was cowed ; for of oiieijbing thero was no doubt, 
—that the woman utterly believed her own words ; and that 
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vroa a state of mind of which she hrid seen so little^ that it 
was no wonder if it acted on her with that overpowering 
sympathetic force, with which it goneraJly doesj and per¬ 
haps ought to, act on tiie human heart. Besides, her 
scliool had always looked to the ancient nations of the East 
for the priina}yul founts of inspiration, the mysterious lore 
of mightier races long gone by* Might slvi not have found 
it now ? , 

The Jewess saw her advantage in a moment, and ran on, 
without giving her ti[hQ to answer— ^ 

What sort shall It be, then By glass and water, or by 
the moonlight on the wall, or by tlie sieve, or by the meal ? 
By the cymbals, or by the stars ? By the talilo of the twenty- 
four elements, by whioli tho empire was promisod to Theo¬ 
dosius the Great, or by the sacred counters of the Assyrians, 
or by the sjippiiire of the ITecatic sphere ? Sliall I tliroateu, 
as the Egj^ptian priests used to do, to tear Osiris again in 
j)ieocB, or to divulge the mysteries of Isia P I could do 8o, if 
I eliose ; for I know them all and more. Or shall I use tho 
ineffable name on Solomon^s seal, which wo alone, of all 
the natioiia of the earth, know ? Wo ; it would be a pity to 
waste that np<ii) a lieathen. It shuU ho by the sacre^l wafer. 
Look here !—here they are, the wonder-working atomics I 
Eat no food this day, except ono of these every three hours, 
and Como to me to-niglifc at tho house of your porter, Eu- 
(homon, lyinging with you the black agate ; and then—why 
then, what you have llie heart to see, you shalf see !' 

Hyi>atia took tho wafers, hesitating— 

“ But what are tlicy 

''And you profess to explain Ilomer ? Whom did I hear 
the other morning lecturing awaysoglihly on the nepenthe 
which Helen gave the licrocs, to fill them with tlic spirit 
of joy and love ; how it was an allegory of tl^ inward in- 
spiration which flows from spiritual beauty, and all that ? 
—pretty enough, fair lady ; but the question still remains, 
what was it ? and I say it was this,, Takj it and tty ; and 
then confeas, that while you canHalk about Helen, I con 
act her ; and know a Uttlio iWe about Homer than you do, 
after all ." 
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I caimat believo jou I Givo me aome sign of your pover> 
or tow can I trust yon f ” 

" A sign?—sign P Kneel down tlien ttere^ with yonr face 
toward the north ; you are ofver tall for the poor old cripple* ^ 

^*1? I noyer kiielt to human being.'” 

** Then consider that you kneel to the handsome idol 
there, if yon will—but kneel 1 

And constrained * by that glitterii^g eye, Hypatia knelt 
before her. 

Have you faith ? Have you desire ? Will you submit? 
Will you obey ? Self-will and prid£ see nothing, know 
nothing. If you do not give up yourself, neither God nor 
devil will care to approach. Do you submit ?** 

“ I do ! I do P' cried jicor Hypatia, in an agony of curi¬ 
osity and self-distrust, wliUo she felt her eye qnatling and 
her limbs looeening more and more every moment under 
that intolerable fascination. 

The old woman druw from her bosom a crystal, and placed 
the point against Hypatia's broash A cold shiver ran 
through her. . , . The witcli waved her hands mysteri* 
ously round her head, muttering from time to time, “ Down ! 
down, proud spirit! ” and then placed the tips of her 
flkinny fingers on tho victim'^ forehead. Gradually her 
eyelids became heavy ; again and again she tried to raiBe 
them, and dropped them again before those fixed glaring 
eyes * • . and in aiLOther moment she lost jconscioua- 
ness. . . .* 

When she awoke, she was kneeling in a distant part of 
the room, with duLhevelicd hair anil garments. What was 
it so cold that she was clasping in her arms ? The feet of 
the Apollo S The hag stood by her, chuckling bo herself 
and clapping her hands. 

“ Bow came I hero ? What have I boon doing ? ” 

" Saying such pretty things J—paying the fair youth 
there such compliments, as he will not bo rude enoiigh to 
forget in his visit to-n^ht. A charming prophetic trance 
you have had ! ' Ah, ha^ you arc not the only woman who 
is wiser asleep than awake ! WoU, yon will make a very 
pretty Cassandra—or, a Clytia, if you have the senee, ^ t 
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It lies with joUj mj fair lady. Are you satisfied elowF 
Will you have any moro signs ? Shall tho old Jewess hlast 
those blue eyes blind to show that she knows more than tho 
heathen i 

“Oh, I believe you—I believe,^ cried the poorejchausted 

maiden, “ I will come ; and yet-" 

“Ah! yes I You Iiad better settle how he shall 
appear.'** * 

As he wills!—let hint only come 1 only let mo know 
that he is a god. Abfcmnoii said that gods appeared in a 
olear^ steady, unbcdrablo liglit, annd a choir o4 all tho 
lesser deities, arcltaiigels, principalitiGS, and heroos, who 
derive tbeir life from them.^' 

“ Abanmon wtis an old fool, then, T)o you think young 
PhoRbus run after Dax^hno with siu^h a mob at his heels ? 
or that Jove, when ho swam up to J^da, headed a whole 
Nilc-flock of duckSt atid plover, and curlewa ? No, he 
shall cotnu alone—to yon alone ; and then you may eltoose 
for yourself between t'aBsantlra and Clyti<L . . . Pare well. 
Do not forgot your wafers, or the agate cither, and talk 
with no one between jiow and sunset. And tlien—my pretty 
lady I ” 

And laughing to herself, the old hag glided from the 
room. 

Hypatia sat trembling with sbamo and dread. She, as a 
disciple of tho moi*c purely sx>iritiiaJistic school of For* 
phyry, had always looked with aversion, with nil bat'uou- 
tempt, on those theurgic arts which were so niucli lauded 
and employed by Tamblicus, Abauinon, and those who clung 
lovingly to the old priestly rites of Kgypt and Olialdaea. 
They had seejnedto her vulgar toyg, tricks of legerdemain, 
suited only for the wonder of the mob. , , ^ i$he begifh to 
think of them with more favor now. Uow djd she* know 
that tlio vulgar did not require signs and wonders to make 
them believe P , + . How, indeed ? for did she not want 
such herself ? And she opened Abamnon's famous letter 
to Porphyry, and read earnestly •over, f^r tho twentieth 
time, his subtle justidcatibn of mi^c, and felt it to be 
unanswerable. Magic P What waa^ not magical ? The 
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whole uBiTerBo, from tlie planets over her heEwl to the 
meanDBt pebble at her feet^ was utterly mysteriouBj ineffablej 
miraculous^ influeruung and iufluouccd by affmities and 
repulsions as unexpected, os unfathomable, as thoso which, 
as Abatnnon suid, drew the gods towards those Bounds, 
those objects, whioli^ either in form, or color, or chemical 
properties, wore symbolic of, or akin to, themselves. What 
wonder in it, after ail ? Was not love and hatred, sympathy 
and antipathy. the law of th e un iverse ? Philosophers, when 
they gave mechanical explanations rtf natural phenomena, 
cam© nu near or to the real solution of i^rbcm. Tho myateri- 
0 us “ Why remained untouched. , • . All their analyses 

could only darken with big words tho plain fact that the 
water hated tho oil with wliich it refused to mix, tho lime 
loved tlie acid which it eagerly received into itself, and, 
like a lover, grew warm with the mptn ro of affection. Why 
not Y What right had wo to deny sensation, emotion, to 
them, any more tliau to otiraelvcs ? Was not tlic same 
universal spirit stirring in tlicni as in ns ? And was it not 
by virtue of that spirit that wc thought, and felt, and 
loved ?—^Then why not they, iva well im wo ? If the one 
Bpirit permeated all things, if its all-cnorgizing preisenco 
linked the flower with tho crystal us well as with the demon 
and tho god, must it not link together also the two extremos 
of the great chain of being ? bind even the namolesa Ono 
itself to tlio small cat cj-eatiiro which bore its creative 
press ? VThat greater miraclo in the attraction of a god 
or an angel, by material incense, symbols, and spoils, than 
in tho attraction of one soul to aiiotlier by the material 
sounds of the human voice ? Was the affinity between 
spirit and matter implied in that, more miroculoua tlion 
the affinity between tho soul and tbo body ?—than the re- 
tentidh of t]^at eoul within that body by the breathing of 
material air, tlio eating of material food ? Or oven, if the 
physicists were right, and tho soul were but a material 
product or euer^ of ^he nerves, and the sole law of the 
universe the la't^ of matter, then was not magic even more 
probable, mo re rational ? Wa^ i^not fair by every analogy 
to suppose there might be other, higher beings than our- 
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selvesj obedient to thoee laws, and therefore poeaible to be 
attracted, eveiL as human beings were, by the baits of 
matorUil eights and sounds ? . . « If spirit pervaded all 
things, then was magic probable; if nothing but matter 
had existencG, magic was morally certain. All that re^ 
mained in either cose was the teat of experience. . . . And 
had not that teat been applied m every age, and asserted to 
snccood ? What more rational, more "phflosopluc action, 
than to try herself tlioso methods and ceremonies which 
she wa^ assured on evciy hand had never failed but through 
the ignorance or unfiincBs of the neophyte ? , . . Abanmon 
mnst be right- . , * She dared hot think him wrong : for 
if this last hope failed, what was there left but to eat and 
drink, for to-morrow we die ? 
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He who has worshipped a womans oTen ^gainst hia will 
and conaoience, knows well how atorm may follow storm, 
and earthqnako earthqnal^e, before h£ idol be utterly oyer- 
thrown. And so Pliilammon found that eveningi as ho sat 
pondering over the strange chanoea of the day ; for, aa he 
pondered, liia old feelings towards Hypatia began, in 
spite of the struggles of his conscience and reason, to reriye 
witliin him. Not only pure love of her great loveliness, 
the righteous instinct which bids us welcotnc and honor 
boanty, whether in man or woman, as something of real 
worth—divine, heavenly, ay, though wo know not liow, in 
a most deep sense eternal; which makes our reason give 
the lie to all merely logical and sentimental maunderings 
of moralists about 'Hho fleeting imos of this our painted 
elfty; telling men, as the old Hebrew Scriptures tell 
them, that physical beauty is the deepest of all spiritual 
symbols; and ttiat though beauty witliont discretion be 
the Jewel of gold iu the swine's snout, yet the jtvvol of gold 
it is still, flic Hoerament of an inward beauty, which ought 
to he, perhaps hcreaftor may be, fulfllled in spirit and in 
truth. Not only this, which wJiispored to him—and who 
shall my that the whisper was of the earth, or of the lower 
world ?—She b too beautiful to be utterly evil ; ” hut the 
very defect in her creed which he had just discovered, drew 
him Eowardf her again. She had no Gospel for the Mag¬ 
dalene, because she was a Pagan. . * . That, then, waa 
the fault of Iier Paganism, not of herself. She felt for 
Pelagia : but cyon if /ibe had not, was not that, too, the 
. fault of her Paganiam ? And ^for that Paganism who was 
to be hlamod ? She F . . . Was he the man to aflirm that F 
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Had he not Been scandals^ stupidities, brutalitios> enough 
to shako even hia Mtli, educated a Christian ? Kow much 
more excuse for her, more delicate, more acute, more lofty 
than he ; the "child, too, of a bcatlien father ? Her perfec¬ 
tions, were they not her own ?““her defects, those of her 
circnmatances ? * . . And had she not welcomed him, 

. goarded him, taught him, honored him ? ^ * Could he 

turn against her above all now in lier diatrefla—perhapa 
her danger ? Vas ho iie^t hound to Iicr, if by nothing else, by 
gratitude ? Waa not he, of all men, bound to belif^re that 
ril she required to maVe her perfect was converBion' to the 
true faith ? , * ^ And that first dream of converting her 
arose almo«it OB bright us ever. . . ^ Thenhc waa checked by 
tho thought of hia first utter failure. ... At least, if he 
could not convert her, ho could love her, pray for her, . . . 
Ko, he could not even do that; for to whom could he pray ? 
He had to repent, to bo forgiven, to humble himself by peui- 
tence, porhaps for years, ere ho could liope to bo hoard oven 
for himself, mucli loss for another. . . . And so backwards 
and forwards swayed his hope and purpose, till he was roused 
from his meditation by tho voice of the little porter summon¬ 
ing him to his evening meal j and recollecting, for the first 
time, that he had tasted no food that day, he went down, 
half-unwillingly, and ate* 

But as ]ic, the porter, and his negro wife were sitting 
silently sadly enough togother, Miriam caipe in, ap¬ 
parently in higJi good humor, and lingered a moment on 
her way to her own apartments ux>stairs. 

" Eh ? At supper ? And nothing hut lentils and waters 
melons, when the flesJi-pota of Egypt have been famous any 
time these two thousand years. Ah I but timeB are changed 
since then ! * . * You have worn out the old Hebrew hints, 
you mUorable Gentiles you, and got a CEcsar instead of a 
Joseph 1 ** Hist, you Iiussies cried she to the girls up- 
atairs, clapping her hands loudly* “ nero ! bring us down 
one of those roast chickens, and abo^t^ of the wine of wines 
•^the wine with the green soal, you careless danghters of 
Midian, you, with your wils running on the men. I’ll war¬ 
rant, every minute IVe been out of the^ house I Ah, you’ll 
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smart for it some day—you’ll smart for it some day^ you 
daughters of Adam’s first wife I ” 

Down came, by the hands of one of the Syrian slave- 
girls^ the fowl aud tJie wine. 

“ Tlioroj now ; well all sup together. Wine, that maketh 
glad the heart of man !—Youth, you were a moiilc once, bo 
you have rood all about that, eh ? and about the beet wine 
which goes down sweetly, causing the lips of them that are 
asleep to speak. And rare wine it was, 1 -^farrant, which 
the blessed Solomon bod in his litil^ country cellar up there 
in Lobanon. Well try i^thia is not‘a very fair substitute 
for it, though. Come, my little man-monkey, drink and 
forget your sorrow ! You shall be temple*aweeper to Beel¬ 
zebub yet, I promise you. Look at it there, creaming and 
curdling, the darling 1 purring like a cat at the very 
thought of touoliiiig human lips ! Aa sweet as honey, as 
strong as fire, as clear as amber ! Drink, ye children of 
Gehenna ; and make good use of the little time that is left 
you between this and the unquenchable fire ! ” 

And tossing a cup of it down her own throat, as if it 
had been water, she watched her couipanionB with a mean¬ 
ing look, as they drank. 

The little porter followed her example gallantly, Philam- 
mon looked, and longid, and sipped blushingly and bash¬ 
fully, and tried to faiujy that lie did not care for it; and 
sipped again, being willing enough to forget,his sorrow 
also for a moment; tboiicgresa refused with fear and trem¬ 
bling—Slie had a vow on her.” 

“ 8ataii posBOBs you and your vow ! Drink, you coal out 
of Topbet 1 Do you think it is poisoned ? You, tlie only 
crqrituTo in the world that I should not eujoy ill-using, be¬ 
cause every one else ill-uaea you already without my help ! 
Drin^, I sty, or I’ll turn you pea-green from head to 
foot [" 

The negress put the cup to her Lips, and contrived, for 
her own reason^, to spill the contents unohsorved. 

“A very tine lecture that^of the Lady Hypatia’s the 
other morning, on Helen’s nepeifthe," quoth the little por¬ 
ter, growing philosophic as the wino-fumos rose, ^^Snoh 
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ft power of eaetraeting the cold water of philosophy out of 
the bottomless pit of Kythus^ I iierer did hear. Did you 
e^er, toy Philammonidiou ? ** 

Aha ! she and I were talkiug about i-liut half an hour 
ago/' said Miriam. 

‘‘^What! have you seen her?" asked Philammon, with 
a flutter of the heart 

ri 

“ IE you mean, did alie mention you,i^—why, then, yea !" 

" Flow ?—how ? " 

“ Talked of a young. Phoehus Apollo—without mention¬ 
ing names, certainly^ but in the most aensihle, antf praf^ti- 
cal, and hopeful way—the wisest apeeoli that T have heard 
from her thb twelvemonth." 

Philamnion hi us lied scarlet. 

“ And that*" thought he, “ in apito of what passed this 
morning I—Why, what is the matter with our host ? " 

lie Jias taken Solomon's advico, aijd forgotten his 
sorrow." 

And 90 , indeetl, he had ; for he was sleeping sweetly, 
with open Jack-lustre oyea, and a maudliii smile at the ceil¬ 
ing ; while the nogi'ess, with Imr head fallen on her cheat, 
secJiied equally uucoTisrhnis of tlieir prcfleiiRe. 

“We'll see," quoth Miriam; and taking up the lamp, 
she held the flame iiuceremonioiisly to tiie arm of eaxih of 
them ; hut neither winced nor stirred. 

“Surely youp wine is not druggeil ?"sftid Philammon, 
in trepidation. 

“ Why not? What has made them hciksta* may make 
us angels. You seem nojie the Loss lively for it! Do 
I?" 

“ But drugged wine ?" 

“ Why not ? The same who made wine made po^py- 
juice. Both will make man happy. Why notj use botli ?" 

Tt is p<)isoii!" 

It is the oGpenthe, as I told llypatia, whereof she was 
twaddling mysticism this morning.^ Drink, child, drink ! 

I have no mind to put you to skop to-ni^t! I want to 
moke ft man of you, ofi T&ther, to see whether you are 
one I” 
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And she drained onather cup^ and then went on^ helf 
talking to herself— 

“Ay, it is poiBon I and mnsie is poison \ and woman ia 
poison, according, to the new creed. Pagan and Christian ; 
and wine will be poison^ and meat will be poison, some 
day; and we shall have a world full of mad N^ebnohad- 
nezEors, eating grass like oxen. It ia poisononB, and bru¬ 
tal, and devilisu, to be a man, and not a monk, and an 
ounuchj and a dry branch. You ore all in tbo same lie, 
Chi'istianfl and philosophers, Cyril and tlypatia I Don't 

interrupt me, but drink, young fod I- Ay, and the 

only man who keeps his iitanhood, the only man who is not 
ashamed to be what Ood has made him, is your Jew. You 
will find youreelvea in want of him after all, some day, you 
boeottod Gontilcs, to bring you back to common sense and 
common manhood,—In want of Jiim and his grand old 
books, which you despiBO while you make idols of them, 
about Abrabanit and Jacob, and Moses, and David, and 
Soloinoii, whom you call saints, you miserable hypocrites, 
thongli they did what you ore too dainty to do, and hod 
their wives and their children, and thanked God for a beau¬ 
tiful womwi, as Adam did before them, and their eons do 
after them—Drink, I say—and believed that God had really 
made the world, and not the devil, and bad given them the 
lonlship over it, us you wdll Und out to your cost some 
day ! ” 

FltLilamnion heard, mid could not auswer; md on she 
rambled. 

“ And music, too ? Our priefltB were not afraid of sack- 
bah and psaltery, dulcimer and trumpet, in the house of 
the Lord ; for they knew who had given them the cunning 
to fciake them* Our prophets were not afraid of calling for 
music, when they wished to prophesy, and letting it soften 
and raise their souls, and open and quicken them till they 
ftaw into the irmor harmony of tilings, and beheld the 
future in the present ; for they knew who made the melody 
and harmony, obd maclo them the outward symbols of the 
inward song which runs through ^iiu and stars, storm and 
tempest, fulfilling his word—in that these sham philoso- 
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phen the heathen aru wiser than those Christian monks. 
Try it I —try it J Come with me 1 T^ve these sleepere 
here, and come to my rooms* You long to be as wise as 
Solomon* Then get at wisdom os SoloD&on did, and give 
your heart first to know folly and madness. . * * You 
have read the Book of tJio Preacher ? ** 

Poor Philammon ! He was no longer n^^tcr of himself. 
The arguments—^tho_ wine—the terrible siiell of the old 
woman^s voice and eye, and the strong ovorpoworing will 
which showed out th.'ongli them, dragged him ^long in. 
spite of himself. Aj if in a dream, he followed her up the 
stairs. 

There, throw away that stupid, ugly, shapelefts philoso¬ 
pher's cloak* So! You have on the whito tunie 1 gave 
you ? And now yon look as a human being should. And 
you have been to the batlis to-day ? Wull—you have the 
comfort of feeling now like other people, and having that 
alabaster skin ns white us it was created, insterul of being 
tanned like a brute's hide. Drink, I say ! Ay—what was 
that face, that figure made for P Bring a mirror here, 
hiissy ! There, Icwjk in that, and judge for yourself ? 
Were those lips rounded for nothing ? Why were those 
eyes set in your head, and made to sparkle bright as jewels* 
3we<it as mountain honey ? Why wore tJiose curls laid 
ready for soft Jlngera to twine themselves among them, and 
look all tlie whiter among the glossy black knots ? Judge 
for yourself! ** 

Alas ! poor Philammon I 

** And after all," thought he, “ is it not true, os well ms 
pleasant ? " 

Sing to the poor hoy, girls !—slug to Mm I and teach 
liim for the first time in his little ignorant life, the old mud 
to inspiration !" ' , 

One of the slave-girls sat down on the divan, and took 
up a double fiutc; while the other rose, and accompanying 
the plaintive dreamy air with a »}ow dance, and delicate 
twinklings of her silver armlets and onkrets, and the Bis¬ 
trum which she held aloft, she floated gracefully rouod and 
round the fioor and song— 
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Why bom but for bIJss ? 

Why ore hut to fall ? 

Dream not that duty oau bar theo from beauty, 

IillcD water and aunahlzw, the heirloom of all. 

Ltps -wore made only to kise ;; 

Honde wore mado only to toy ; 

Eyes wore made only to luro on the tonoly, 

The lorginj^, the lovliiir, and drown them In Joy 

4 . 

Alas, for poor PJiilammon! And yet no! Tho Tory 
poreon bronght with it its own antidote ; imd, eliaking o® 
by ono 3 ^roiLg eftort of will the spell cd tlio iniiBic and the 
wine, he sprang to big fce{^ . . , 

If over ! If love means no more than that—if it is to 
be a mere delicate self-indiLlgencCj worse than tho bruto'^B, 
becanee it requires the prostration of nobler faculties, and 
selliahnesa the more huge in proportion to the greatness of 
tho BO til which is entahod inward by it—then I will haye 
none of it 1 I liavo Lad my dream—yes 1 but it was of one 
who ahoiild bo at once my teacher and my pupil, my debt¬ 
or and my queen—who should lean on me, and yet aup- 
port me—-supply my defects, altliough with leaser light, as 
Uio old moon fills up tho circle of the new—labor with me 
side by side in aome gn^at work—rising with me for ever 
as I rose : and this is tlie baao siihstitiite I ITcvcr 

Wliether or not this waa unconflciously forced into words 
by tho vehemence of his passion, or wliethor the old Jewess 
heard, or pretended to tiear a footstep coming up the stair, 
bIic at all events sprang instantly to her feet. 

Hist \ Silenccj girk 1 T Jiear a visitor. ’W'hat mad 
maiden hs& come to beg a love-eharm of the poor old witch 
at this time of night ? Or have the Christian bloodhounds 
tnuiked the old lioness of Judah to her den at last f We^l 
see!" , 

And she drew a dagger from her girdle, and stepped 
boldly to tho door. 

As ahe went out she turned— 

So 1 my brftvo young Apollo! You do not admire 
aimple woman f You must lidVe^ Homethiiig more learned 
and intellectual and spiritual, and ao fortJi. I wonder 



MIRIAM'S PT.OT. 


403 


whether Eve, when abe came to Adam in the garden, 
brought with her a eertideate of profleicnej In the seven 
sciences? Well, well—like must after Hke* Porlmps we 
shall he able to suit you after ^1. Yaiffsli, daughters of 
Midiaa! 

The girls vanished accordingly, whispering and laugli- 
ing ; and Philammon found himself alone* Although lie 
was somewhat soothed by the old womaifs last speech, yet 
a sense of terror, of danger, of coming temptation, kept him 
standing sternly on hia Sect, looking wirily round the cham¬ 
ber, lest a fresh airSn should ejnerge from behind some 
curtain or heap of pillows. 

On one aide of tho room he perceivcnl a doorw*ay, filled 
ty a curtain of ganze, from bcliind wliith came the sound 
of whispering voices- Tils fear, growing with the general 
excitement of his mind, rose into anger us ho began to 
suspect some snare ; and lie facjccl round towards tbe cur¬ 
tain, and stood like a wild heUhC at hay, rciuiy, with up¬ 
lifted arm, for all evil spirits, male or female. 

And ho will show himdc] f ? Ifow shiill f ac(a>st him ?” 
whiapered a well-known voice—could it be ll\patiii*s? 
And then the guttural Hebrew accent of the old woman 
anawered— 

Afl you spoke of him this inoriiing-” 

*^Oh ! I will tell him all, and lie must—he must have 

mercy ! But he ?—so awful, so glorious ! - ” • 

What tbe answer was, ho could not hear: but tho 
next moment a sweet heavy strent, m of narcotic gumH, 
filled the room—mutteriags of incaiitatioua—and then a 
blaze of light, in which the curtain vaiiLdicd, aiid disclosed 
to Ills astoiiiBhcd cycH, enveloped in a glory of lumiijous 
smoko, the hag standing by a tripod, and, kneeling by her, 
Hypatia herself, robed In pure white, glittcrifig with dia¬ 
monds and gold, her lips parted, her head thrown back, 
her arms stretched out in an agony of expectation.. 

In an instant, before he had time^to stii^ she liad sprung 
through the blase, and was,knechng at his fcct< 

** FhmbuB ! beautiful, glorious, ever young I Hear me I 
only a momciit 1 only this once • 
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Ilor draptirjr bad caught tire irom the tripod^ but ^he 
did not heed it. Philammoii instinctively ckeped her in 
hifl arms, und crushed it out, os she cried— 

Have mercy ofi me I. Tell me the secret ! I will obey 
tboo! T have no self—I am thy alavo 1 Kill me, if thou 
wilt; but speak !" 

The blajse sank into a soft, warm, mellow gleam, and 
beyond it what appeared ? . 

The negro-woiuan, with one finger upon he* lips, as with 
an imploring, all but despairing lodk, she Iield up to him 
her little crucifix, e ^ 

He saw it. What thoughts flashed through him, like the 
lightning bolt, at that blessed sign of infinite self-saerifiGC, 
I say not; let those who know it judge for thcmeelves. But 
in another instant ho had spumed from liim the poor 
deluded maiden, whoso idolatrous ecstasies ho saw instiititly 
were not meant for himaclf, and ruslied desperately across 
the room, looking for an outlet. 

lie found a door in the darkness—a room—a window— 
and in another moment Iio hod leapt twenty feet into the 
street, rolled over, bruised and bleeding, rose again like an 
Antaeus, with new strength, and darted oft towards the 
archbishop's house. 

And poor Hyjjatia lay half senHelcss on the floor, with 
the Jewess watching her bitter tears—not merely of dia^ 
apptp ntTucnt, but of utter sltame. For as Plulauitnon fled 
she had recognized tliose well-known features i and the 
veil was lifted from her^ eyes, and the hope and the solf- 
re«iK;ct of Theon'a daughter were gone for ever. 

Her righteous wrath was too deep for upbraidings. 
Sloiyly she rosoj returned into the inner room j wrapped 
her cloak deliberately around her; and went silently away, 
with one look at the Jewess of solemn scorn and defiance* 
Ah I I can afford a few sulky looks to-night I said the 
old woman to herself, with a smile, as she picked up from 
the floor the prife for which she had been plotting so long 
—^Baphael’s half of the black agate* 

** I wonder whether she will mtss it! Perhaps she will 
have no fancy for ita company any longer, now that she 
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has discovered wliat over-palpable arcbangele appear whea 
she rubs it. * But if she does try to reoaver it, , , why—let 
bet try her strength with mine—or, rather, with a Chriatian 
mob/' • 

And then, drawing from her bosom the other half of the 
talisman, she fitted the two pieces together againoiid again, 
fingering them over, and poring upon tliem with tear- 
brimming eyes, till she iiad satisfiod liOrscIf that the fract¬ 
ure still fittet^ exactly ; while she murmured to horself from 
time to time—Oh, that he were here ! Oh, tliat ho would 
return now—now 1 elt may be too late to-morrow J Stay 
—I will go and consult the tcrapli; it may know where he 

* JJ 
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And she departed to her incantations; while Hypatia 
throw herself upon her bod at home, and filled the chamber 
with a Tong, low wailiiig, oe of a child in imin, until the 
dreary dawn broke on her shame aiul her despair. And 
then she rose, and rousing herself for one great effort, 
calmly prepared a last oration, in whiclishe intended to hid 
farewell for ever to Alexandria and to the schools. 

Philanuiion meanwhile was striding dcsj>eratc]y ii2> the 
main street wliioh led towards the ScraiH'ium. But he 
was not destined to arrive there oh soon as he had hoped to 
do. For cro Jio had gone half a mile, behohl a crowd 
odvauciug towards him bloekiiig ii]) the wliole street. 

The m^a secimMl ondlesSi Thoueamla of ti>rclnsi flared 
above their heads, and from the heart of thd procession 
rose a eolenm chant, in whicli Phil out i non soon recognized 
a well-known CathoHo liymn. Re woe half-minded to t\Lrn 
up some bj-Btreet| and escape meeting thorn. But oh 
attempting to do so, lie found every avenue whiclj he tried 
similarly blocked up by a tributary stream of poc^plo; knd, 
almost ere ho was aware, was entangled in th^ vangilhnl of 
the great column. " 

" Iiet me pass 1 cried be, in a voice of entreaty. 

^*^Pass, thou heatlien f" , 

In vain he protested liis ClirUtfanity. * 

** Origeniat, DouatiHt,«h 0 retic ! Wbitimr should a good 
Catholic be going to-night, save to the Csesaieium t" 
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" Uy frienda, my friends* I have no bueineeB at the Oae- 
saromm ! cried ho* in utter despair, " I am on my way 
to Bcok a private intorview with the patriarch* on mattera 
of imjjartance#^^ * 

** Oh, liar 1 who pretends to be known to tlie patriarch* 
and yet ia ignorant that tViis night he visits at the Ceesare- 
ium the most swored corpse of ths martyr Ammonius ! ** 
Whut! Is Cyril with you P” * 

“He and all his clergy/* i 

“ Better so ; better in public/* Hirtd Philamraon to him-^ 
self; and, tiimiiig, he ioiyc*] the croifrd, 

Onwaixi* with the clmntand dirge* they swept out through 
the Snn-gato, upon the harbor esplanade, and wheeled to 
tlic right along the quay, while the torchligiit bathed in 
a red glare tho groat front of the OspHareinm* and the tall 
obelisk a before it, and the mast a of the tlionsand ships 
which lay in tho harbor on their left; and last* but liot 
least* before the huge dim mass of tho palace which bounded 
the esplanade in front, a long line of glittering helmets 
and miraases, behind ii harrier of cables which stretched 
from tlie hHoto to the tw^mer of the museum. 

There was a sudtleu halt } a low ominous growl; and 
then tlie moh pressed onward from behind, surged up 
almost to the iiarricr. The soldiers dropped the points of 
thoir lances, ujid stood lirm. Again the mob recoiled; 
aguyi surged forward* Fierce crira arose; Bomc of the 
tM>Ideat stooped to pick up stones : but, luckily* the pave¬ 
ment was too drm for them, . . , Another moment, and 
tlie whole soldiery of Alexandria would have been fighting 
for life and death against fifty thousand Christians. . , . 

But Cyril had not fargotten his geneTalship. HeoklcBB 
as tLit night’s events proved him to 1^ about arousing the 
passions of his subjects, ho was yet far too waiy to ri^ the 
odium and the danger of a night attack* which even if eno- 
cessfal* would have cost the lives of hundreds. He knew 
well enough tho^ numbera and the courage of the enemy, 
and the certainty that* In cosq of a collision* no quarter 
would be given or accepted on eiiAior side* , , , Beside* if 
a battle must take pl^cc—and that* of course* must happen 
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uoonef or later—it muet not happen in hia presence and 
under his Ba^iction, Ue was in the right now^ and Orestes 
in tlio wrong; and in the right ho would keep—at least 
till Ins express to Byzantium siiould have retnmed, and 
Orestes was either proscribed or supersedod. So looking 
forward to some sueli eiianoo as tins, tlie wary prelate had 
schooled his aides-de-camp^ the deacons 4>t the city, and 
went on his way up the BtGi)s of the Ccpsuroium, knowing 
that they coiijd !)g trusted to keep the pcaco outside* 

And they did their work well- Before a blow J;ad been 
fltruckj or cvcti an disiillr juissc^ on either side, they had 
burst through the front rank of the inoh^ and by stout 
threats of excommunication, on joined not only peace, but 
absolute silciico ujifcii the sacred ceremony which was ahoiif 
to take place sliould be complotcKi ^ aitd eiiforr-ed their com¬ 
mands by marching up and down like flontriee between the 
hostile ranks for the next wesiry two hours, till the very 
soldiers broke out uiio expressions of admiration, and the 
tribune of tliG cohort, who liiid n<j great ohjoction, but also 
no great wish, to fight, paid them a high-floTvii compli¬ 
ment on their laudable endeavors to iiuuntaiu public order, 
and received the Bomewliat ambiguous reply, that the 
weapons of their warfare wore md carnal, that they wres¬ 
tled not against flesh and blood, hut against principalities 
and powers/' * . , an miswer whicli the tribnuc, being now 
aomowhatislcepy, tliought it best to leave unexplained. 

In the meanwhile, there hiul passed up tlic ^te|is oi the 
Temple a gorgeous lino of priests, aniong whom glittered, 
more gorgeous than all, the stately figure of the pontiff. 
They wero followed close by thoiisaanls of itionksj not only 
from Alexandria and Nitria, but from all the adjoining 
towns and monaatericB. And as PhilamnioUj unable for 
some half*hour more to force his way into* the church, 
watched their endless stream, ho could well believe the 
boost which be hod so often beard in Alexandria, that one- 
half of the population of Egypt was at that moment in 
“religious orders.” ^ * 

After the monks, the laity began to enter : but even 
then 90 vast woa the crowd, and so ^dense the crush upon 
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the steps, thibt before he could force his wftj the 
churobj Cyrirs sernLon hud begun, ^ 


—“ What went ye out for to see ? A man clothed in 
soft raiment ? bfay, such are in king’s palaces^ and in the 
palaces of prefeijts who would needs be emperors, and cast 
away the LonVs bohds from them—of whoiu it is written, 
that llo that aitteth in the heavens laugheth t^hom to scorn, 
and taketh the wicked in their owinignare, and maketh the 
devices of princes of none effect. Aj, in king's palaces, 
and in theatres too, wiioro the rich of this world, poor in 
faitli, deny their covenant, and dcfilo their baptismal rohes 
that they may do honor to the devourers of the earth. Woe 
to them who tlnnk that they may partake of the cup of the 
Lord and the cup of devils. Woe to them who will praiao 
with the same month Aphrodite the fiend, and her of whom 
it ts written that llo was born of a pure Virgin, Tjot such 
be excommunicate from the tnip of tlie Lord, and from the 
congregation of the Jjoril, till they have purged away their 
sins by penance and by almsgiving. Hut for you, yo poor 
of this world, rich In faith, you inborn tlm rich despise, halo 
before the judgment scatR, and blaspheme that holy name 
whereby yo are called—what went ye out into the wilder- 
nesa to see ? A prophet ?—Ay, and more than a prophet 
—a martyr! Morothaji a prophet, more tlmn a ^ing, more 
than a prefect: whoso theatre was the sands of the desert, 
whose throne tviiw the crees, whoso crown was bestowed, 
not by heathen philoaophera and daughters of Satan, 
deceiving men with the works of their fathers, but by an¬ 
gels and archangels ; a esrown of glory, the victor's laurel, 
which grows for ever in the paradise of the highest heaven. 
Call Him n(\ftiore Ammonius, call him Thaiimasius, won¬ 
derful 1 VTonderfnl in his poverty, wonderful in his zeal, 
wonderful in his faith, wonderful in his fortitude, wondeo 
ful in his death, most ^ wonderful in tho manner of that 
deatli. Oh. thrfi^e bleRS^, wlio has merited the honor of 
the cross itself I WJiat can fdllcvw, but that one so hoU' 
orod in tlie flesh ehould also be honored in the life which 
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he noyr liyeft, and that from the virtue of these thrice-holy 
limba the le^r should bo cleansed, the dumb aliould speak, 
the Ycrj dead be raised ? Yes; it were impiety to doubt 
it. Consecrated by the cross, this flesh riioll not only rest 
m hope but work in power. Approach, and be healed 1 
Approach, and see the glory of the saints, the glory of the 
poor. Approach, and loam that that whi<ih man despises, 
God hath highly eatetpmed ; that that which man rejects, 
God accepts ;|tliat that which man punishes, God rewards. 
Approach, and see how God hath chosen the foolish things 
of this world to confound the ^isc, and the weak things 
of this world to confound the strong, Man abhors the cross: 
The Son of God condescended to endure it! Mao tramples 
on the poor : The Son of G oil hath not where to lay } [is head, 
Man passes by the sick as useless : The Son of God chooses 
them to be partakers of Tfis sufferings, that the glory of 
God may be maclD manifest in them. Man curses tlie puV 
lican, wliiio he employs him to fill his coffers with the plunder 
of the pofjr : ^J^ho fihm of God,calls him from the receipt 
of custom to be an apoatle, higher than the kings of the 
earth, Man casts away fclie harlot like a faded flower, when 
he lias tempted her to become the stave of sin for a Beuson : 
and the Son of God calls her, iho iLclilod, the despised, thb 
forsaken, to llimself, accepts her teal's, blesses her offering, 
and deolarcB that her sins are forgiven, for she luith loved 
much; wlylo to whom little is forgiven the same loyeth 
little, . , 

Philommon hoard no more, With the piisslonatc and 
impulaivo nature of a Greek fanatic, he burst forwani 
through the crowd, towards the steps which kd to Gie 
choir, and above which, in front of the altar, stood J^he 
co-rpeo of Ammoniiis, enclosed in a coffin of beneath 
a gorgeous canopy ; and never stopping till licifoumf him¬ 
self in front of pulpit, he throw Inmself upon his 

face upon the pavement, spread out his arms in the form 
of a CToas, and lay silent and motionless before the feet of 
the multitude. ^ 

There was a sudden wliisper and rustle in the congrega¬ 
tion : but Cyril, after a moment *b pau^, went on— 



HYPATIA. 


m 

** Man, in his pride and soU^sufficiency, deapiacs hamilia- 
tion, and penancej and tlic broken and tlie coiftrite heart ^ 
and ielJa thcw that only 08 long as thou docet well unto 
thyself will lie speak well of thoo: the Son of God says 
that he that humbleth himaelfj oven as this our penitent 
brother, ho it is who shall be exalted. He it is of whom it 
is written that l^is fatlicr saw him afar oil, and ran to meet 
him, and hade put the best robe on l^im, and a ring on bis 
hand, and shoes on his feet, ajid nmke merrj'^ and be glad 
with the choir of angels who rejoice over one sinner that 
repentctln Arise, my son^ whosoever* thou art; and go in 
peace for this night, remembering that he who eaid, ^ My 
belly cleaveth unto the pavement,' hath also said, ' Re¬ 
joice not against me, Satan, mine enemy, for when I fall 1 
shall arise I ^ 

A tlumdcrclap of applause, surely |iardomible as any 
an Alex an drum church ever heard, followed this dexterous, 
and yet most righteous, turn of the patriai'cVs oratory : but 
Philammon raised himself slowly iind fearfully to hia knees, 
and blushing scarlet oudurod the gaze of ten Uiousand 
eyes. * 

Suddenly, from bcsitle the pulpit, an old man sprang for¬ 
ward, and ohisped him round the neck. It was Arse¬ 
nina. 

“ My son ! my son ! sobbed he. almost aloud. 

'*JSloTOj aa well as son, if you will ! whtapcrjjd Philain** 
mon. “ Chic boon fixim Lho patriarcli; and then homo to 
the Laura for 

“ Oh, twico-blest night,” rolled on above tho deep rich 
voice of Cyril, which beholdi at once the coronation of a 
martyr and the canveraien of a sitmer ; which increases at 
the same time the ranks of the church triumphant, and of 
tho cliurch nilihuit; and pierces celotitial osscnccs with a 
twofold rapturo of thanksgiving, as they welcome on high 
a victorious, and on earth a repentant, brother,” 

And at a rigu from Cyril, Peter tlie Reader stepped for¬ 
ward, and led away* gedtiy eziougJi, the two weepers, who 
were welcomed as they passeil by 4hc bIcHsings, and prayers, 
and tears even of tjioec fierce fanatios of Nitria. "Nsj 
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Peter huneolt aa ho turned to leave them together in the 
sacrietjj hell out hia hand to Philaniiiion* 

“I ask jourfoTgiyeness,*' said the poor boj, who plunged 
eagerly and with a sort of delight into any and every solf- 
ahesement- 

And I accord it," quoth Peter ; and returned to the 
church, lookiTigj and probably feeling, in a^far more pleaa* 
ant mood than usual. ' 
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About ten o^douk the next moniingj aa Ilypatiftf worn 
out with sleepU^a tiorrow^ waa trying to arrange her thoughta 
for the farewell lecture, her favorite nmitl announced that 
a mcHHCngcr from Syiieuius waited below* A letter from 
Synoaiue ? A gleam of hope ilu^licd across her mind. From 
him, surely, might come aomethiug of uomfort, of advice* 
All I if he only knew how sorely alio was heated I 

** Lot him send up hla letter." 

** He refuaija to ddiver it to any one hut yonraelf. And 
1 think,"—added the daniscl, who liud, to tell the triitluat 
that luomeut in her puriso u suhstuJitial reason for eo think- 
I think it might he w'orth your ludyshi|ru while to 
seo him," 

Ifyimtia shook her liead impatiently* 

‘^Heseema to know you well, madain, though lie re- 
luscri to teU hia name : but he Inalo me jmt you in mind of 
a black agate—I cannot tell what he meaiit—of a black 
agato, and a spirit which was to appear when you rubbed 
it/i ^ 

Hypatia turned pale ns death, ^as it Philammon 
again ? She felt ff>f tlic talUmari—it was gone 1 8he must 
liave lost it lost night in Miriam’s chamber* Now she saw 
the true prirpo^e of the old liag^a plot— * * * deceived, 
trbked, douldy tri^'ked I And what new plot was this ? 

'^Tell him to leave the letter, and begone. , . * My 
father? \?hat? Wlio is tins ? Wliom are you bringing 
to mo at such a moment 

Apd as bIio spoke, Thcon ushered into the chamber no 
other than Rap^iuel Ab^n-EzrOi and then retired* 

Ho advanced slowly toward^^hgr, and falling on one knee, 
placed in lier hand Synesius's letter* 

* 413 
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Hypntia trombl(>d from head to foot at the imexpeuted 
appuritioH, f . . Well ; at least ho coiilcl kiioir uotlijn^ of 
last nijrht and its diK^^ace. Bat tiot daring to liH^k him in 
tho fuee, sJiu took tiie lotter ajuL oponed it. . , , ff she 
had hoped for comfort from it, her hope was oot reulistoiL 
** Hyriesios to the PldloBopJier r 

“flvotiif Kortuno cannot take from hicn all tiiingB, yet 
what she can take hIo) wilL And yet of two things, at 
bIio ehaU not rub me—to prefer that wln'i'nij in best, 
Slid to succor tho oppressed. I heaven forbid tliat she 
sh4mld overpower my^judgment^ 4 is well oa Mie rest 'of me I 
'llicrcforo F do hale rnjosticc ; for that f tiiin do^ aiitF my 
will is to stop it^ but tho power to do so is among the 
iJdngB of which ehe has bereaved mo—before^ too, she 
bereaved mo of my children, , , . 

'Oneo, III old tlmo!?, Id'lIf'Hlan own woro ntron^/ 


And there wiia a time when too, was a comfort to my 
friends, and when yon used to call mo a blessing to every 
one except .myself, us F sr[iianilert*d for the [benefit of others 
the favor adth whhih tlio great n'garded me, , , , My 
hands thev wore—then. . . . Fhit now L am left desolate 

L' 

of all: unless yon have any power. P’or you and virtue I 
count among thoae good tluiigs, of which none cati deprive 
me. Blit ypu always Jiuva power, and will have it, snrclyj 
now—using it as iiohly tts you do. * 

‘^Aa for NicuEiis and PhiloJaiis, two noble youths, and 
kinsmen of my own, lot it be tho husinesH nf all who honor 
you, both private men imd magistratca, to see that they 
return posBeseors of their just rights.”* 

all who honor me !” said she, with a bitter sigh ; 
and then looked np quickly at Kaphael, ua i^ fearfhl of 
having betrayed herself. She turned deadly pale- le bis 
eyes was a look of solemn pity, which told her that he know 
—not all ?—surely not all ? 

'' Have yon seen the—Miriam ?” gaajjeli sho, roaliing 
deaporatoly at that which iihe moat dreaded, 

1 All Butbenne latbor oC fi^TneaJuja to Hypatlb 
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"Not yet, I arrived but one hour ago | and Hypatia'a 
welfare is still more important to me than own,'' 

"My welfare ? It ib gone 1^' 

" So much the^ better. I never found mine till I lost it/' 
What do you mean ? " 

Raphael lingered, yet without withdrawing hi a gaaOj aa 
if he had something of importance to say, which he longed 
and yet feared to litter. At last— 

" At leastj you will eonfesB that I am he^r dreat than 
when we met last. I have returned, you sec, like a certain 
demoniac of Gadara, about whom we 'tcsed to argue, clothed 
—and perliaps also in my right mind. . . . God knows ! ” 
"Raphael I are you como here to mock me ? You know 
—you cannot liavo been here an hour without knowing— 
that but yesterday I dreamed of Ixung "—and she drooped 
her eyoa—" an ompress ; that to-day I am ruined ; to¬ 
rn orrow, perhaps, proscribed. Have you no Bpoeeb for mo 
but your old sarcasms and ambiguities 
Raphael atood silent atid ^otiouless. 

Why do you not speak ? What Is the metmiug of this 
aad, earnest look, bo different from your former jelf ? , , . 
You have something strange to tell mo J" 

" I haYG," said he, speaking very slowly. '^What— 

what would Hypatia answer if, after all, Aben-Ezra said 
like the dying Julian, *The Galilean has conquered' ?" 
^^Jiilian never said it I It ia a monkish calumny/' 

“ But I tjay it.'' 

" IrapoHfliblo 1" 

" I say it I" 

** Aayour dying Bpccch P The true Raphael Aben<Ezra, 
then, liveB no more 1" 

^But he may bo bom again.” 

" And die to philosophy, that he may be bom again into 
barbaric anperstition I Oh worthy metempsychosis I 
Farewell, sir! ” And she rose to go. 

“ Hear me !—bear me patiently this once, noble, beloved 
Hypatia! One more sfjeer of yours, and I may become 
again the same case-hardened fie>-d which you knew me of 
old—to all, at least, but you* Oh, do not think mo un^. 
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grateful, forgetful 1 Whnt do I not owe to you, whose 
pure and lofiy words alone kept smouldering iti me the dim 
remembrance that there woe a Right, a Truth, an unseen 
world of flpirifcfi, after whose pattern maR should aspire to 
live ?" 

She paused, and listened in wonder. What faith had 
she of her own F She would at least hear what he had 
found. ... 

“ Hypatia, T am olifer than you^wisor than yon, if wis¬ 
dom ho the fruit of the tree of knowledge. You know but 
one side of the medals Hypatia, andtlie fairer ; I have seen 
its reverse aa well as its obverse, ‘ Through overy-form of 
human thought, of human oetion, of human sin and folly, 
have I hcen wandering for years, and found no rest—as 
little in wisdom as in folly, in spiritual dreams as in sensual 
brutality, 1 oould not rest in your Platouiam—I will tell 
you why hereafter. I went on to stoicism, Epicurism, 
Cynicism, Scepticism, and in that lowest deep I found a 
lower depth, when I became sceptical of Scepticism itself," 

** There is a lower deep still,thought Hypatia to Imr- 
Bclf, as slic .recollected last niglit's magic; but she did not 
speak. 

“Then in utter abasemciit, I confessed myself lower than 
the brutes, who had a law, and obeyed it, while I was my 
own lawless God, devil, harpy, wliiriwind, ... I needed 
even my own dog to awaken in mo the brute conscioiianeas 
of my own existence, or of anything without myself. 1 
took her, the dog, for my teacher, and obeyed her, for she 
was wiser than I. And she led me back—tlie poor dumb 
beast—like a God-sent and God-obeyinj^ angel, to human 
nature, to mercy, to aelf-sacrifioe, to belief, to worship—to 
pure and wedded love." 

Hypatia started. . . . And in the struggle to hid^ her 
own bewildormcnt, answered almost without knowing It— 

" Wedded love F . . . Wedded love F Is that, then, the 
paltry bait by which Haphacl Aben-Ezra has been tempted 
to desert philosophy P " *- 

“Thank Heaven I" sail'Baphael to himself. “She 
does not care for me, then I If she had, pride would have 
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kept her from that sneer*” Yes, my dear lady," an* 
awered he, aload^ to desert phUosopUy* to l^eatch after 
wisdom j because wisdom itself had sought for me, and 
found mo. But, *iiidGed, I had hoped that you would have 
approved of my following your example for once in my 
lifCj and rcflolving^ like you, to cuter into the estate of 
wedlock." ^ 

** Do not sneer at me !" cried she, in her turn, looking 
up at him with shame and horror^, which ma^e him repent 
of uttering the words*, '*If you (Jo not know—you will 
soon, too soon ! Never mention that ^-lateful dream to me, 
if you wish to haye spoocli ofdiio more !" 

A pang of remorsQ allot through liaphaeVs heart* Who 
but ho himself had jdotted that evil marriage P But she 
gave him no opportunity of answering her, and went on 
hume<lly— 

Speak to'mo rather about yourself. What is this 
strange and Bud,rlen beti'othal ? What has it to do with 
Christianity P I had thought that it wfla ratlier by the 
glories of celibacy—gross and supersttiioua as their notlouE 
of it arc—that the Galilaeans tempted their conyerta,'' 

“So had T, my dearest lady," tmsweriid he, ns, gtad to 
turn the subject for a momeut, and perhaps a little nettled 
by her contemptuoua tone, he resnnied something of his 
old arch and careless inannor. But—there is no account¬ 

ing^ for man's agreeable inooneistencies—ono mornmg I 
found my^lf, to my astonishuient, seized by two bishops, 
and betrothcfJ, whether I chose or not, to a young lady who 
but a few days before had been destined for a nunnery*" 
Two bishops P*'' 

“ I speak simple truth. The one was Syneaiiis of coiirse; 
—lhat most incoherent and moi^t benevolent of busy bodies 
chosi to betray me bcliind my back but I will not trouble 
you with that part of my story* The real wonder is, that 
the other episcopal match-maker was Augustine of Hippo 
himself ! ” . 

“ Anything fo bribe A conyert,” said Hypatia contempt- 
itously. * i* 

"1 assure you, no* Ho informed me, and her also, 
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openly and uncivilly enough, that he thought us very much 
to be pitied :^r so great a fall. . , . But oa we neither of 
us seemed to have any call for the higlier life of celibacy, 
he could not press it on us. . . • We shopld have trouble 
in the flesh. But If we married wo had not ainnedp To 
which I answered that my humility was quite content to 
sit in the very lowest ranks, with Abraham, Isaac, and 
* Jacob, , . . lie replied by an enoomintn dn virginity, In 
which I seemed to hear again the voice of Hypatia herself/* 
** And sneered at it inwardly, os yon used to sneer at 
me/' « 

_ * ■ 

** Really I was in no sneering mood at tliat^ moment \ 

and whatsoever I may liave felt inclined to reply, ho was 

kind enough to say for me and himself the next minute/' 

What do you mean ? " 

" He went on, to ray utter aBtouishmeut, by such a eulo- 
gium on wedlock os I never heard from Jew or heathen, 
and ended by iwlvioo to young married folk so thoroughly 
excellent and to the point, that J could not help telling 
him, when he stop]ied. wliata {fity I thought it tlmthe had 
not himself married, and nnidc somo good woman happy 
by putting hia own recijice into practice* , , . And at that, 
Ilypihtia, 1 saw an exprmlon on his face which made me 
wish for the moment that I hod bitten out this impudent 
tongue of miue, before 1 so roslily touched some deep oJd 
wound, , , , That man has wojit hitter tears ore now, be 
sure of it. * , . But ho turned the conversation*instantly, 
like a well-bred gontleman ob he is, by saying, with the 
sweetest smile, that though ho hod mad.o it a solemn rule 
never to bo a party to making up any ntorriago, yet in our 
case Heaven liod so plaluly pointed us out for each otlier, 
etc,, etc., that he could not refuse himself the jdeasiSre 
, , • , and ended hy a blessing as kindly as ever came^rom 
the Ups of man." 

''You seem wonderfully taken with the sophUt of Hippo, ^ 
said Hypatia impaticittly; "and for^t, perhaps, that hia 
opinions,, c^pooially when, os you uonfcaa, they are utterly 
inconsistent with thcmselyc#', are not quite os important 
to me os they seem to have become to you/' 
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** Wlietlicr he bo cenBiatenl or not about marriage,” said 
Haphoelj somewhat proudly, care little. ]|weiit to him 
to tell me, not about the relatioii of the eexos, on which point 
1 am probably as^good a judge as he—but about God ; and 
on that subject he told me enough to bring me back to 
Alexandria, that 1 niiglit undo. If poesihlc, somewhat of 
the wrong which I have done to Hypatia.” 

What wrong have you done mo ? , , . Ton are silent ? 
Be sure, at least, that whataoever it may ho^ you will not 
wipe it out by trying to jnako a pr^solyt© of me I ” 

“ Bo. not too sure of that. 1 havp found too great u 
treasure not to wish to share it with Theon's daughter," 

** A treasure ? " said eho lialf scornfully. 

** Yes. indeed. You recollect my lost words, when we 
parted there below ft few months ago ? ” 

Hypatia was silent. One terrible possibility at which he 
had hinted flashed across her memory for the first time 
since j ... but she sj>uriLcd proudly from her the lioaven* 
sent warning. 

" I told yon that, liko Diogenes, I went forth to seek a 
mon. Did I not promise you, that when I ha(^_found one 
you should be the first to lieorof him ? And I Iiu-to found 
a man.” 

Hypatia waved her beautiful haiid, know whom 
you would say , . . that crucified one. Be it so. I want 
not a man, hut a ged/' 

WJiat'sort of a gf>d, Hypatia ? A god made up of onr 
own intellectual notions, or rather of negations of them— 
of infinity and otemity, and invisEbility, and impaasibility 
—and why not of iUiniortulity, too, llyjmtia? For I recol¬ 
lect wo used to agree that it was a carnal degrading of the 
Supreme One to predicate of llijn so merely human a thing 
aa virtue." ^ 

Hypatia was silent, 

'' l^ow I liave always had a sort of fancy that what we 
wanted, oa the first predicate of our Absolute One, was 
that He was to be not<mercly an infinite God-—whatever 
that meant, which I suspect wf did not always see quite 
clearly—or an eternal one—or an omnipotent one—or even 
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merely a one (lod at all; none of wlucli predicates, I fear, 
did wo uTid^atand more clearly than the firgt: but that 
He mast be a righteous God or rather^ as we used some* 
times to say tJiat He was to have no predmato—Kighteons- 
ness itself. And all along, I could not help remembering 
that my old eacrod Hebrow books told mo of such a one ; 
, and feeling that they might have sometl^ng to tell me 
which-” 

Which I fldid not tell you I And this, then, caused 
your air of reserve; and * of aly superiority over the woman 
whom you mocked by calling her your pupil ! I little 
suspected 3 "ou of so truly Jewish a jcalouey I IV'hy, oh 
why, did you not toll me this ? " 

Because 1 was a boast, Hypatia ; and had all but for¬ 
gotten what this rightoousness wus like; and was afraid 
to find out lost it should condcmii me. Because 1 was a 
tlo\il, Hypatia; and hated righteousness, and neither 
wished to see you rightconsj or Ood rigliteous cither, be¬ 
cause then you would both ];iavo been unlike myself, 
God bo merciful to mo a siunor ! 

She looked up in hi a face. The man was changed as if 
by miracle—and yet not changed. There was the same 
gallant consoiousTtess of power, the same subtle and humor¬ 
ous twinkle in those strong ripe Jewish features and those 
glittering eyes; and yet every line In his face Tvaa softened, 
sweetened the mask of srtecring faitieance was gone— 
imploring tenderness and eaniostncss beaiiiod* from his 
whole countenance. The chrysalis case hud fallen o:^, and 
disclosed the butterfly within, She sat looking at him, 
and passed her liand across her eyes, as if to try whether 
the apparition would not vanish. Ho, the subtle !—^he, the 
mocker!—he, tho Lucian of Alexandria !—Tie whose depth 
and power had awed her, even in his most poUutod %iyB. 

. , , And this was the end of him. . . , 

*'It is a freak of cowardly superstition. . . . Tlioee 
Christians have been frightening hku about his sins and 
their Tartams.'^ * * 

She looked again into hfe bright, clear, fearless face, and 
wea ashamed of her own calumny, ^nd this was the end 
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of Synesiufl—of Anguitine^-of learned and nn- 

* learned, Goth and Roman* * * * The gr^tttood would 
have its way^ then. < • . Cotild i^he alone %ht againat it ? 

She could I Would she Buhmit ?—She ? Her will 
ahonld stand firm, her reason free, to the last—to the death 
if Deed be* * * * And yet loet night!—last night I 

At last ahe spoke, without looking up. 

And what if yon have found a man in that crucified 
one I* Have you found in him a God alao P 

“ Dots Hypatia recollect Glau/^on'a definition of tJie 
perfectly righteous man ? . . . How,*withoutbeing guilty 
of one unrighteous act, he must labor his life long under 
the imputation of being utterly nnrightcouH, in order that 
his disinterestedness may be thoroughly tested, and by pro- 
ceeding in such a course, arrive inevitably, as Olauconsaya, 
not only in Athena of old, or in JuU®a of old, but, as you 
yourself will agree, in Christian Alexandria at this moment, 
at—do you remember, Hypatia ?—bonds, and the scourge, 
and lastly, at tho cross itself, , , , If Plato's idea of the 
righteous man be a cnicified one, why may not mine also P 
If, as we both—and old Bishop Clemens, too—lus good a 
Platoniat as wo, remember—and Augustine himself, would 
agree, Plato in speaking those strange words, spoke not of 
himself, but by the Spirit of God, why should not others 
liave spoken by the same Spirit when they spoke the same 
woiyls?" 

“A crucified man. , * Yes. But a crucified God, Ra¬ 
phael 1 I shudder at the blasphemy." 

“ So do my poor^dcJir fiillow-coiJntrymen. Are they the 
more righteous in thetr daily doings, Hypatia, on account 
of jpheir fancied reverence for the gloiy of One who prob¬ 
ably knows best how to preserve and manifest His own 
gloiy ? Buft yon assent to the definition P Take care f" 
said he, with one of his arch smiles, ** 1 have been fighting 
with Augustine, and have become of late a terrible dia^ 
lectloian. Do ^on assent to It P" 

Of course—it ia PlAo's.” 

'' But do you assent merely because it is written in the 
book called Plato's, pr because your reason tells you that 
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it is tme F . . . You will not tell me. Toll me tliis^ then, 
atleaetw leAnot the perfeotly righteous man the highest 
■peoimen of men ? " , 

** Surely/' said she half carelessly; but not unwilling, 
like a philoapher and a Greek, as a matter of course, to 
'embark in anything like a word-battle, and to shut out 
sadder thoughts for a moment* t 

Then must not the Autonthropofl/the archetypal and 
ideal man, who is more perfect than any indiYidual speci¬ 
men, be perfootly righteous also ?" 

“Yea,” • 

Suppose, then, for the eake of one of those pleasant 
old games of ours, an argument, that he wished to moni^ 
feat his righteousness to the worlds . . . The only method 
for him, according to Plato, would bo Glaucou's, of cal¬ 
umny and persecution, the scourge and Gie cross ? ” 

What words are these, Ilaphael ? Material scourges 
and crosses for an eternal and spiritual idea P ” 

** Did you ever yet, ]TypatiU| uunslderat leisure what the 
archetype of man might be like ? ” 

HypatloAstarted, as at a new thought, and confessed—as 
every Noo-Platonist would have done—that slie had never 
done so* 

“ And yet our master, Plato, bade us believe that there 
was a substantial archetype of each thing, from a flower to 
a nation, ujornal in tlio heavens- Perhaps wo have not Ijeen 
faithful Platomsts enough heretofore, my deaVest tutor. 
Perhaps, being philosophers, and somewhat of Pharisees to 
boot, we began all our lucubrations as we did our pray era, 
by thanking God that wo were not us other men were ; and so 
misread another passage in the Itepublic, which we used in 
pleasant old days to be fond of quoting/' 

'^What was that?” asked Hypatia, who becume^more 
and more interested every moment. 

** That Philosophers wore men/' 

“Are you mocking me ? Plato dofinesjjhe philosopher 
oa the man who seeks after objects of knowledge, while 
others aeek after those ofV>piniou.” 

*^Aiid most truly. But what if,/n our eagemeae ta 
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assert that wlierein the philosopher differed from other men^ 
we had overlooked that in whieh he reaemhledf other men ; 
and go forgot that, after allj man was a genus whereof the 
philosopher was <ftily a species 

Hypatia sighed* 

J>o you not think, then, that as the greater contains 
the less, and tlv3 arclietype of the genus that of the species, 
wc should have hceti wiser if we had speculated a little more 
on the archetype of man ns man, before we meddled with a 
part of that archetype,—the archetype of the philosoplier ? 
* * * Certainly it would Jiavo been Iflio easier courBe, for 
there are more cienthmi philosophers, Hypatia ; and every 
man is a real man, and a fair subject for ejeomination, while 
every philosopher is not a real philosopher—our friends the 
Academics, for instance, and even a Noo-Platonist or two 
whom we know ? You seem impatient, 8hall I cease ?” 

You mistook the cause of my impatieiuse,” answered 
she, looking up at him with her great sad eyes. ‘'Go 
on/' 

"Wow—for lam going to be terribly scholusthi—is it 
not the very deli nit ion of man, that ho is, alone of all known 
things, a spirit temporarily united to an animal body 

" Enchanted in it, as in a dungeon, rather,*' said she 
sigliing. 

" Bo it so if you will. But—must we not say that the 
archetype'—the very man—that if he is the archetype, he 
too will be, or must hiLVo been, onc‘o at least, temporarily 
enchanted into an animal body ? , * , You are sileDt* 1 
will not press you.^ . , . Only ask you to consider at your 
leisuro whether Plato may not justify somewhat from the 
chy.rg 0 of absurdity the fiahetinan of Gulilee, where he said 
that lie in whose image man is moile was made dash, and 
dwelt with Kim bo<lily there by the lake side at Tiberias, and 
that he beheld Hia Glory, the glory oa of the only-begot¬ 
ten of the Father/' 

'^That last question is avery difforont one* God made 
flesh I My reason rovotts at 

“Old Homer's reason did not.'^' 

Hypatia started, for she recollected her yesterday's crav- 
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iuj^ after those old^ palpablCj and humon deities. And— 
Go on," aie criod eagerly. 

Tell mCj then—Thia archetype of man, if it exists any- 
w'here> it must exist cterually in the mind of God ? At 
least* Plato would Iiavc ao said ? 

Yea/" 

'^And derive its existence immediately f^om Him ?” 

Yes/' 

But a man is one willing person* unlike to all otheia.*' 
"Yea.” 

** Then this arelie^pe mnat he suoli,” 

I suppose so,” 

" But posaessing ilie faculties and properties of all men 
in Gieir highest perfection/' 

"Of course/' 

How sweetly and obediently my late teacher he cornea 
my pupil! ” 

Hypatia lt>oke<l at him with her eyes full of tears. 

"1 never taught you anythiiig, llaphael/' 

"Von taught mo most* beloved lady* when you leoat 
thought of it. But tell me one thing more. Is it not tJio 
property of every man to be a son ? For yon can conceive of 
a mm as not being a father* but not as not being a son,” 

" Be it so/' 

" Then this archetype must bo a son also/' 

Whos(^son., llaphael ?” ^ 

"Why not of ^Zens* father of gods and trfhn?' For 
we agreed tliat it—we will call it he* aiow* having agreed 
that it is a person—could owe its existence to none but 
God Uimaolf,” 

"And what then ?” said Hypatia* fbciiig those glorious 
eyes full on hia face* in an agony of doubt* but yet* as 
phael deelm^ed to his dying day* of hope and juy. * 

" Woll| Hypatia* and must not a son be of the same spe¬ 
cies as his father ? * Eagles*' says the poet* ' do not beget 
doves/ Is the word son anything hut an empty and false 
metaphor* unless the eon be the ^Ibrfect ntid equal likeness 
of his father ?” • ^ 

" Heroes beget sons worse than themselves* says the poet." 
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are not talking now of men as they are, whom 
Homer's Zens calls the most wretched of all^ho beasts of 
the field; we are talking—are wo not f —of a perfect and 
archetypal Son, and a perfect and archetypal Father, in a 
perfect and eternal world, wherein is neither growth, decay, 
nor change ; and of a perfect and archetypal generation, of 
which the only^definition can be, that like begets its per¬ 
fect like P . . . YOu are siloat. Be so, Uypatia* . . , Wo 
have gone up too far into the abyseea. * . 

And BO they both were silent for^a while. And Baphael 
thought Bolemn thoughts about Victoria, and about ancient 
signs of Isaiah's, which wore to him none the less prophe¬ 
cies concerning The Man whom he had found, becauflo he 
prayed and trusted that the same signs might be repeated 
to himself, and a child given to him also, as a token that, 
in spite of all his basciiesa, (rod was with hiin>'^ 

But he was a Jew, and a man ; Hypatia was a Greek, 
and a woman—and for tliat matter, so were the men of her 
school. I'o her, the relations and duties of common hu- 
manity shone with none of the awful and divine meaning 
which they did in the eyes of the converted Jew^ awakened 
for the first timu in his life to know the meaning of his own 
scriptures, cuid become an Israelite indeed. And Raphaers 
dialectic, too, though it might silcm^c her, could not con- 
vinoe her. Tier erecth like thoats of her fellow-philosophers, 
was one of the fancy and tho religious sentiment, gather than 
of tlie roadbn and the moral senSc. All the bnlliant cloud- 
world in which she had revelled for years,—cosmogonies, 
emanations, affiniticf^ symbolisms, liievorchics, abyssea, 
eteruitiee, and the rest of it—tliough she could not rest 
in them, not even believe in them—though they had van* 
iahfed into thin air at her most utter need,—yet—they were 
too pfetty tq be lost sight of for ever; and, struggling against 
the growing conviction of her reason, she answered at last— 
And you would have me give up, as you seem to have 
done, the Biiblime, the beautiful, the heavenly, for a dry 
and baTren chaib of diahactic—in which, for aught 1 know, 
—for after all, Baphael, 1 cannot cope with you—I am a 
woman—a weak woman 1" - , ^ 
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Asd Bh& covered her face with her handa. 

** For aught you knowj what ? ” aaked Eaphael gently* 

"Ton may have made the worse appear the better 
reason*" • 

So said Ariatopbanes of Socratea« But -hear me once 
more, beloved Hypatia. Ton refuse to give up tlje beauti¬ 
ful, the sublime, tho heavenly? What Fapbael Aben- 
Ezra, at least, had never found them till now ? Becollect 
what I said jtist now—wlmt if our old Beautiful, and Sub¬ 
lime, and Tleaveuly, '^od been the sheerest materialism, 
notions spun by ouv own brains out of the impr^essions of 
pleasant tilings, and high things, and low tbinga^ and awful 
things, which we had soon with our bodily eyes ? What 
if 1 had discovered that the spiritual is not the intellcctuah 
but the moral; and ilmt the spiritiuil world is not, as wo 
used to make it, u world of our own intelleetuai abstrac¬ 
tions, or of our own physical emotions, religious or other, 
but a world of righteous or unrighteous persons ? What 
if I had discovei-ed that one l^w of the spiritual world, in 
which all others were contained, was rightcotisness; and 
that dislwirmuiiy with that law, which wo called unspirit^ 
uality, was not being vulgar, or clumsy, or ill-taught, or 
unimaginative, or dull, but simply being unrighteous ? 
What if 7 had discovered tliat righteousneeB, and it 
alone, was the beautiful righteousness, the sublune, the 
heaveuly,^the Godlike—ay, God Himself? And, what if 
it had dawned on me, as by a groat sunrise* what tliat 
rightoousness was 4ike ? VVliat if I Imd seen a human 
being, a woman, too, a young weak girl, showing fortli the 
glory and the beauty of God ? Showiifg me that the beauti¬ 
ful was to mingle nusliriiiking, for duty^a sake, with all that 
is most foul and loathsome i that tlio snhlimc was to 5toop 
to the most menial olhcea, the most oiitwaiidly-de^*Tudiiig 
self-deHjialB; that to be lieavenly, was to know tliat the 
commonest relations, the niost vulgar duties, of earth, were 
God's commands, and only to be performed aright by tlie 
help of the aamo spirit by whieft He rules the Univerae; 
that righteousness was^o mve, to help, to aufier for—if 
need to die for—those who, in themselves, seem fitted 
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to arooao no feelings axccpt indignation and diagusit ? 
Wliat ifj for the first timOj I trust not for th^ last timoj 
in niy life, I saw this vision ; and at tlie sight of it my eyea 
were opened^ anchl knew it for the likeness and the gloiy 
of God ? Wliat if I, a Platonlst, like John of GaltleOj and 
Paul of Tarsus, yet, like them, a Hebrew of the Hebrews, 
had confessed to myself—If the creature can love thus, how 
much more its archetype ? If weak woman can endure 
thus, how much more a Son of God ? If for the good of 
others, mtui has strength to sanrid^ himself in part, Ood 
will hayp strength to sacrifice Himself'utterly* If He has 
not done it, lie will do it for He will be less beautiful, less 
sublime, lo^ heavenly, less righteous than mj poor concep¬ 
tion of Him, ay, than this weak playful girl ! Why should 
I not believe those who tell me that He has done it already 
What if their evidence he, after ail, only prol)abiUty ? I 
do not want mathematical deruotistration to prove to me 
Uiat when a child was in danger his father saved him— 
neither do I here. My reason, my heart, every faculty of 
mo, except this Btii]>id sensuous cxpcricnceT wliich I find 
deceiving me every moment, which cannot even prove to 
me my own existence, accepts that story of Calvary as the 
most natural, most probable, most necessary of earthly 
events, assuming only that God is a righteous Person, and 
not some dream of an all-pervading necessary spirit—non¬ 
sense which, in its very terma, confesses its owji materi- 
aliain.” 

Hypatia answered with a forced emile, 

" Raphael Aben-E^r-i has deserted the method of the 
severe dialectician fdr that of the eloquent lover," 

“Not altogether," said he, smiling in return, “For 
Bup^bse that 1 had said to myself, We Platonists agree that 
the sight of Qod is the highest good." 

Hypatia once more shuddered at last night's recoilections* 

“And if lie be righteous, and righteousness be—as I 
know it to be—idonticalyTith love, then He will desire that 
highest good for ftien far kioro than they can desire it for 
themselves. , * * Then Ho will tiesiire to show Himself and 
His own righteousness to them. • » « Will you make answer^ 
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dearest Hypatia, or shall I ? * • - or does your sileoco give 
consent P 4^t least let me go on to say this, that if God do 
desire to show His righteousness to men. His only perfect 
method, according to Plato, will bo that gf calumny, parse* 
cation, the scourge, and tlic cross, that so He, like Gtaucoii's 
righteous man, may remain forever free from any suspicion 
of selfisli interest, or weakness of endurance* . . . Am 1 
deserting the dialectic method now, Hypltia ? . * ► You 
are still siler^P You will not hear me, 1 see. . , , At 
some future day, the philosopher may condescend to lend 
a kinder ear to th* words of lior greatest debtor- , , , 
Or, rather, she may condescend “to hear, in her o4n heart, 
the voice of tliat Archetypal Man, who has been loving her, 
guiding her, hcajiiiig her with cveiypcrfetition of body and 
of mind, inapiritig her with till pure and noble longings' 
and only asks of her to listen to Jier own reason, her own 
philosophy, when tliey proclaim Iffm as the giver of thorn, 
and to impart them freely and humbly, as lie has imparted 
them to her, to the poor, and iJio briitwli, and tlie siuful, 
whom He loves as well as He 1i>veB her, , , * Parewell I'' 

said she, springing up: '^whither aro you 

going ? ” 

“ To do a little good before I die, having done much evil. 
To furiu, plant, and build, and rescue a little corner of 
Ormnill's earth, as the Persians would say, out of the 
doTuinion of Ahrinmu, 'J^o fight Auaurian robbers, feeil 
Thraeian mercenariefl, save a few widows froia starviftioii, 
and a few orphans from slavery, , , * Perhaps to leave 

behind me a son of David's line, who will be a better Jew, 
booauso a better Christian, than his f^hcr, , * . We shall 
have trouble in the flesh, Augustine tells n9. - . . But, as 
I answered him, I really have had so little tlicroof yot,ithat 
my fair share may probably be rather a uaeful odacation 
than otherwise, Farewell t’* 

"Stayl" said she. “Oome again !—again I And her* 

, . « Bring her. , . . I must see Jicr 1 She must bo noble, 
indeed, to bo worthy of you/^ • • 

*' She ia many a hun^^fcft miles away/' 

Ah I Perhaps she might have taught something to 
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me—me, the philoflopker I Yaii need not hare feared me, 
, M ^ 1 hare no heart to make conrerU noy, . , , Oh, 
Raphael Aben-Ezra, why break the brnieed reed ? My 
plana are acatterc^ to the winda^ my pupils worthless, my 
fair name tamishodj mycouBcience heavy with the thought 
of my own cruelty- . , . If you do not know alb yon will 
know it but too soon- , , , My last hopoj Synesius, 
imploreafor himself the hope which 1 need from him> , , , 
And, over and ahoye it alL , , . You ! . . . Etta, Brute I 
Why not fold my mantle round me, like Julius of old, 
and die 1 ” 

Raphael stood looking sadly at her, as her whole face 
sunk into utter prostration., 


“Yes—come. , , - The Galiluean, , , . If he eouquera 
strong men, can the weak maid resist him ? Come soon. 

. , This afternoon. , , , My heart is breaking feat.'* 

** At tlie eighth hour this afteruoou ? ” 

'^'Yes, f - * At noon I lecture. . , , take my farewell, 
rather, for eyer of the achools. , , , Gods 1 Wbat haye I 
to say ? 4 , , And toll me about Him of Nazareth. Fare¬ 
well!" 

** Farewell, beloved lady I At the ninth hour, you shall 
hear of Him of Nazareth.” 

Why did his own words sound to him Btraiigely preg- 
nantl all but ominous ? He almost fancied that not he, but 
some third purson bad spoken them. Ho kissed Hypatia^s 
hand. It was as cold as too ; and his heoH, too, in spite of 
all bis bliss, felt cold and htsavy, as he left the room. 

As lie went down the steps into the Btreet, a young man 
spr^g from bcliiud one of the piliars, and seised his arm. 

** Ahfl 1 my young CoryphEBus of pious plunderers I 
What do you wont with me 

Philammon, for it was he, looked at him an instant, and 
recognized him. 

" Save her I fbr the loie of God, save her I" 

" Whom ?" ‘ .. 

“ Hypatia I" 
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new long h&A htt Balvation been uaportRnt to jon, m? 
good friend f ^ 

** Tar Gk)d^s eake/^ said Philammonj book and warn 
her I She will hear you—you are rich—•Jouused to be her 
friend—I know you—I have hoard of you, , . h. Oh, if yon 
ever cared for her—if you ever felt for her a thousandth part 
of what I feel—go in and warn her not to fitlr from homo !" 

** I must hear more of this,” said naphaol^ who saw that 
the boy was ih eamoet* ** Come in with me, and speak to 
her father/* • 

TiTo ! not in thaf house ! Ijj^oror in that house again 1 
Do not ask me why: but go yourself. She will not hear 
me. Did you.—did you prevent her from listening ? 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

I have been here—ages ! I sent a note in by her maid, 
and she returned no answer/* 

Raphael recollected then, for the first time, a note which 
he h^ seen brought to her during the eonversation, 

“ I saw her receive a note, ^be tossed it nway.^ Tell mo 
your sfco^. If there is reason in it, I will bear your milage 
mysdf. 0f what is she to ho warned 

** Of a plot—I know that there is a plot—against her 
among the monks and Pairabolani. As I lay in bed 
this morning in Arsenius*s room—they thought I was 
icp^—— 

Arsen iufl ? Has that veneTahlc fanatic, then, gong the 
way of all monastic ilesh, and turne^l persecutof 

Qod forbid I 1 heard him hesceching Peter the Header 
to refrain from eomething, I cannot tell what; but I caught 
her name . - . I hoard Peter say, 'fehe that hinderoth 
will hinder till she be taken out of the way/ And when 
ha went out into the paasage I heard him say to another, 
'That thou doest, do quickly 1 , . *'" « * 

These are slender grounds, my friend/* 

** Ah, you do not know of what those men are capable I ** 
*• Do I not ? Where did yon and I meet, last ? " 
FhUammon blushed and^urst torth ogaiti, ** That was 
enough for me* I know the hatred which they bear her, 
the crimes which they attribute to hjr* Her house would 
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have been attacked last night had it not hoen for Cyril, 
. , . And I knew Peter^a tone* Ho spoke tcKf gently and 
ioftlj not to mean something devilieh. I watclied all tli© 
jnoTning for an crpportmiiiy of escape, atid here 1 am 1— 

Will you take my tnossage, or sue her-” 

What P” 

'' God only Vnowa, and the devil whom they worship 
instead, of GotL” 

Raphael hurried back into the liouso—^'Ootild ho see 
Hypatia Sfic hiwl abut licraulf ,np in her private room, 
strictly comniamling thiit^no visitor Should he admitted. 

, , * "Where was Tlieon, then ?” Ho had gone out by 
the canal gate half an hour before, with a hiimllo of nmthc-' 
matical papers iindtT his arm, no one knew whither- . . , 
'^Imbocilo old idiot! and ho hastily wrote on hia tablet— 
Bo not despise the young monk^s warning, I believe 
him to speak the truth* As you love youraelf and your 
father, Hypatia, stir not out to-day/' 

He bribed a maid to to^o the menage upstairs; and 
passed luB time in tlio hall in warning the servants. But 
they would not believe liim. It was trues the ^aops were 
shut in Bomo quarters, and the Muficitm gardens empty; 
people were a little frightened after yesterday. But Oyril, 
they had heard for certain, had threatened excommunica¬ 
tion only lost night lo any Christitm who broke the peace ; 
and .there had not been a monk to bo seen in the ■'streets the 
whole moniing. And as for any harm happening to their 
mistresR—impoaBihle 1 " Tlie very wild beasts would not 
tear her," aai<l tlio hu/c negro porter, " if she was thrown 
into the ainphithea{re." 

Whereat a maid boxed hia ears for talking of anoh a thing; 
andTthen, by way of mending it, declared that she knew for 
certain that v her mistress could tum aside the lighining, 
and call logiona of spirits to fight for her with a nod* . * . 
What was to be done with such idolaters ? And yet who 
could help liking them^ the better for it ? 

At last the answer eameMown, in the old graceful, studied, 
aelf-conscious handwriting* * 

" It is a airange way of perauiijdmg mo to your new faith« 
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to bid me bewarej on the very first tlay of your preaobing, 
of the wiclvdiiesa of those who believe it, I thsjik you : 
but your affeotion for mo miikes you timorous. 1 dread 
notliing. They will not dare. Did they daro now, they 
would have dared long ago» Aa for that youth—to obey 
or to beliove his wokI, even to seem aware of his existence, 
were Bliame to me honceforth. Because ho is ineoleut 
enough to warn me therefore I will gif. f’ear not for mo. 
You would not wish moj for the first time in my life, to 
fear for myaclf, I luusji follow my destiny. 1 must speak 
the words which I Iwve to speak. Above allj I niu;st let no 
Christian eay, tliat the phi]oEo|»her dared less ilntn tlic 
fanatic. If iny (toiIs are Cods, then will they protect me : 
and if not, let your God prove Hia rule as seems to Him 
good,” 

Itaphael tore the letter to fragments. . . . The guard h, 
at least, were not gone inad like the rest of the world. It 
wanted half an hour of the time of her lecture. In the 
intorral ho might sumTUon fon^e enough to crush all Alex¬ 
andria. And timiing suiiden^y, lie darted out of the room 
and out of tlie In^iiso, 

Qnein Deiis vnlt pcnlerc-1 ” cried he to Bhilammon, 

with a gcatuj'e of grief. “ Stay lierc aud stoj* ficr J—^make 
a last appeal! Drag the liorsca^ lieads doivn, if you can ! 
I will be hack in ten miiiiitos/^ And ho ran off for the 
nearest ga^ of the Museum ganlcns. 

On the other side of the gardens lay the cmirt-yard of 
the palace. There were gates in plenty commniiicatiug 
between them. If ho could but sec Orestea, even alarm 
the guard lu time ! , , . * 

And ho hurried through the walks and alcoves, now de¬ 
serted by the fearful citizens, to the nearest gate. It Vaa 
fast, and barricaded firmly on the outside. « * 

Terrified, he ran on to the next; it was barred olso. He 
saw the reason in a moment, and maddened os he saw it. 
The guards, careless about the Mivseum, or reasonably 
fearing no danger from the Alcitandrfan* populace to the 
glory and wonder of theif Jiity, or perhaps wishing wisely 
enough to concentrate their forces in tho narrowest spacci 
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bad contented themselvea with cutting off aJl cornmnnica- 
tioti with the gardens^ and bo coUTerting th^ lofty parti- 
tian-wall into the on ter enceinte of their marble citadel. 
At all erentBj the doore leading from the Mnsenm itaeU 
might be open. He knew them every one, every hall, 
passage;, statue, picture, almost every book in that vaat 
treasure-houBc of ancient oiviliaation. He found an en¬ 
trance ; hurried thi-ougb well-known corridors to a postern 
tbrough which ho and Orostes had loungerl a hundred 
timeB, their lips full of bad words, their hearts of worse 
thoughts, gathered in those rocords of the fair wickedness 
of old. , HP . It was fast. He beat upon it } but no one 
answered. He rushed on and tried another. No one 
answered there. Another—still silence and despair I . . , 
He rushed upstairs, hoping that from the windows above 
ho might he able to call to the guard. The prudent soldicrg 
had locked and barricaded the entrances to the upper floors 
of the whole right wing, lest tho palace court should bo 
commaiidcd from thouco, Wliithcr now P Buck—and 
whither then p Back, round endless galLcrics, vaulted 
halls, staircases, doorways, Bome fast, some opqp, up and 
down, trying this way arid that, losing himself at whiles in 
that enormous stlont labyrinth. And his breath failed 
him, his throat was parched, hia face burned as with tho 
simoom wind, bis legs were trembling under liim. Ilia 
presence of mind, naually so perfect, failed liim utterly. 
He woe baflled, ne^d; there was a spell upon him. Was 
it a dream ? Was it all one of those bideoue nightmares of 
endless pillars beyond jullars, stairs above stairs, rooms 
within rooms, changing, shifting, lengthening out for over 
and for ever before the dreamer, narrowing, closing in on 
bidi, choking him ? Was it a dream P Was he doomed 
to wander for ever and for ever in some palace of the dead, 
to expiate the sin which he had learnt and done therein? 
His brain, for the first time in his life, began to reel. He 
could recollect nothing but that something dreadful was to 
happen—and that he had' to preyent it, and conld not. . . . 
Whore was he now P In a little by-chamber. . . . Be had 
talked with her there a hundred times, loaking out over 
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the Pbertis and the blue Mediterranean. . . , What waa 
that roar below? . . . A eca of welioring^ yelling hoodB^ 
thousands on thousands, down to the very beach ; and from 
their innunieniblo throats one mighty waNcry—"" God, and 
the mother of God 1 ” OyriPs bounds were loose. . * * He 
reeled from the window, and darted frantically away again 
. , • whither, he knew not, and never kue%nntil his dying 
day. 

And PhilaTamon ? . , . SufTicient for the chapter, aa for 
she day, is the evil thereof. 

i8 



CHAPTER XXVIIL 

woman’s lOVB. 

Pelagia had passed that night alone in sleepless aoTroWj 
which iraa not diminished by her^ finding herself the next 
DiomiTig palpably a prisonor in her ofvn housSi Her girls 
told her that they had orders—they would not say from 
whom—to proTont her leaving her own apartmenta. And 
though some of them made the annonnceinent with sighs 
and tears of condolence, yet more than one, she could see, 
was well inclined to make her feel that her power was over, 
and that there were others besides hersdf who might 
aspire to the honor of reigning favorite^ 

What matter to lier? Whispers, sneers, and saucy 
answers fell on her car unheeded. She had one idol, and 
she had lost it; one power, and it had failed hfr. In the 
heaven above, and in. the earth beneath, was neither peace^ 
nor holpj nor hope ; nothing hut black, blank, stupid ter* 
ror and despair. The little weak infant soul, which had 
just awakened in her, had been cruslicd and etnnned in its 
very birth-honr; and instinctively she crept away to the 
rooi of the tower where her apartments were, to sit and 
weep alone. 

There she sat, hour nfter hour, beneath the shade of the 
l^ge windsail, whlbh served in all Alexandrian houses the 
donbie purpose of a shelter from the stin and a ventilator 
for the rooms below; and her eye roved carelessly over 
that bndl^l sea of roofs and towers, and masts, and glitter¬ 
ing canals, and gliding boats; but she saw none of them 
—nothing but one beloved face, lost, lost for ever* 

At last a low whistle roused her from her dream. She 
looked up, AeSroaa the (narrow lane, from one of the em- 
biasures of the opposite boiiserporapet bright eyes were 
peering at her. She moved angrily to escape them. 

* 4S4 
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The whistle was repeatodj and a head rose cantionsly 
above the patapet. , « . *It was Miriam's. Casting a care¬ 
ful look arouudj Pelagia went forward. ^ What could the 
old woman want with her ? 

Miriam made interrogative eignsj which Pelagia under¬ 
stood as asking her whether she was alone; and the 
- moment that an answer in the negative "was roturued, 
Miriam rosoj tossed over to her feet a letter weighted with 
a pebble, and then vanished again. 

have watched all day I They refused me ad¬ 
mittance below. Beware of Wulf, of every one. Do not 
stir from your oliamber. There b a plot to carry you off 
to-nightj and give you up to your brother the monk; you 
are betrayed ; be bravo ! ” 

Pelagia read it with blanching cheek and staring eyes; 
and tooki at least, the last part of Miriam's advice. Per 
walking down the stair, she passed proudly through her 
own rooms, and commanding back the girls who would 
have stayed her, with a voice and gesture at which they 
quailed, wont straight down, the ietter in her hand, to 
the apartni^t where tlio Amal usually spent his mid-day 
hours. 

As she approached the door, she heard loud voices 
within. . . . His !—yes i but WulPs also. Her heart 
failed her, aud she stopped a moment to listen. . . . She 
heard Hypatia's name ; and mod witli curiosity,^crouched 
down at the lock, and liearkencd to every word, 

“She will not accept me, Wulf.” 

“ If sho will not, she ^ shall go farthor and fare worse. 
Besides, I tell you, she is hard run. It is her last chance, 
and she will jump at it. The Christians arc mad with 
her ; if a storm blows up, her life is not worth—that (" 

“It b a pity that we have not brought hef hither al¬ 
ready.” 

“ It is ; but we could not. We must not break with 
Orestes till the palace b in our t 

“ And will it over he in out hands, friend P" 

Certain. We were roiftid at every picquet last night, 
and the very notion of an Amalb heading them made them 
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to eageTj timt we had to bribe them to be qoiet rather 
than to riBe/* * * 

** Odin [ I wiph I were among them now I 
Wait till the oity riBCB. If the day paee orer without 
a riotj 1 know nothing. The trefieure ia all on boards ia 
it not ? 

** Yes, and the galleys ready* I have been working like 
a horse at them all the morning, as you wonld let me do 
nothing else. And Oodcrio will not be back from the 
palace^ you aay, till nightfall \ ** * ^ 

** If we are attauked dlrat, we are to throw up a fire 
signal to him, and he is to come off hither with what Goths 
he can muster. If the palace ia attacked firsts he is to 
give us the signal, and wo are to pack up and row round 
thither. And in the meanwhile ho ia to make that hound 
of a Greek prefect us drunk as he can," 

*^The Greek will see him under the table. He has 
drugs, I know, as all these Eoman rasc^s hare, to sober him 
when ho likes ; and then ho sets to work and drinks again. 
Send o£E old Smid, aifd let him beat tho armorer if he 
oan/^ ' 

reiy good thought said Wulf, and came out in* 
etantly for the purpose of putting it in practice. 

Pelagia had Just time to retreat into an adjoining door* 
way: but she hod lieard enough ; and as Wulf passed, she 
spiang tevhim and caught him by tho arm. ^ 

'' Oh, come in hither I Speak to mo one moment; for 
mercy's sake speak mo ! "and she drew him, half against 
bis will, into the chamber, and throwing haraelf at his 
feetj broke out into a childlike wail. 

tWulf stood silent, utterly discomfited by this une^ieoted 
submission, where he had expected petulant and artful 
resistance/ He etlmost felt guilty and ashamed, as he 
looked down into that beautiful imploring face, convulsed 
with simple sorrew, as of a ohild for a broken toy. , , , 
At last she speke. ' ^ 

** Oh, what have I done—what havel dona ? Why must 
yon take him from me ? Whaf have I done bat love him, 
honor him, worship him t I know you love him ; and I 
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loT€ you tor it—I do indeed ? But yon—wbut is your love 
to mine P Qhj I would die for him—be torn in pieces for 
.him—now, this moment I * « « 

Wnlf was silent. , 

What haTe I done hut love him ? What could I wish 
but to make him happy? I was rich enough^ praised^ and 
petted; . . i. and then he camej . . . glorious as he isj 
like a god among men—among apes TatHbr— and I wor¬ 
shipped him ^ was I wrong in that ? 1 gave up sJl Ifor 
him ; was I wrong in that ? 1 gave him myself; what oonid 
I do more ? Ho cof deSoended to like me—he the hero P 
Could I help Bubmitting ? I loved him; could I help 
loving him ? Did I wrong him iu that P Crueh cruel 
Wulf I , . 

Wulf waa forced to be etcrUj or he would have melted at 
once. 

And what was your love worth to him F What has it 
done for him P It has made him a sotj an idJer^ a laugh- 
ing-atock to these Greek dogs^ when ho might have been 
their conqueror, their king, Voolish woman^ wlio cannot 
Boe that y<jiir love has been his babe, Ida ruin I He, who 
ought by now to have been sitting upon the throne of the 
Ptolemios, the lord of all south of the Mediterranean—as 
he shall be still I 

Pelagia looked up at him wide-eyed, as if her mind was 
taking iu slowly some vast now thought, under the weight 
of which itVeeled already. Then she rose slowly. * 

"'And he might be lUmperor of Africa/' 

" And he shall be ; but not-” 

“ ’Sfl'ot with me I ** she fllmost shrieketh No I not with 
wretched, ignorant, polluted me I 1 see—oh, God, 1 see 
it all I And this b why yon want him to marry her— 
her-" ^ ‘ • 

She could not utter the dreaded name. 

Wulf could not truBt himself to speak; but lie bowed hia 
head In acquicacence. 

*■ . , ■ 

" Yes—I will go—up i] 4 t<f*the desert—with Pliilainmon 
you shall never hear of me, again. And I will be a 
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nun, and pray for him, that he may be a great Idng, and 
conquer all the world. Yon will tell him why I went away^ 
will yon not F Yee, I will go,—^now, at once-—" 

She turned away hurriedly, as if to act upon her promise, 
and then she sprang again to Wulf with a sudden shudder, 
I cannot, Wnlf !—I cannot leave him ! I shall go mad 
if I do I Do not be angry 5 —I will promise anything—take 
any oath you li&e, if you will only let me stay here. Only 
as a slave—as anything—if I may but look ^at him some¬ 
times. No—not even that—but to be under the same roof 
with hm, only—Oh, let me be but a^lave in the kitohen 3 
1 will make over all I haVb to him—to you—to any one ! 
And you shall tell him that I am gone—dead, if you will.— 
Only let me stay ! And 1 will wear rags, and grind in the 
mill. . . . Even tliat will be delicious, to know that ho is 
eating the bread which I have made t And if I ever dare 
speak to him—even to come near him—let the steward 
hang me up by the wrists, and whip me, like the slave which 
I deserve to he 1 . * , And then shall I soon grow old and 
ugly with grief, and there ^vill be no more danger then, 
dear Wulf, will there, from, this accursed face^ of mine ? 

Only promise me that, and- Tliere 1 ho is c^ling you ! 

Don't let him come in and see mo!—I cannot bear it t 
Go to him, quick, and tell him all.—No, don't tell him 
yet* I . ' 

And she sank down again on tlieiloor, as Wulf went out 
murmuring to himself— ' 

** Poor child 1 poor child I well for thee this day if thou 
wert dead, and at the bottom of Hela 1" 

And Pelagia heal'd what he said. 

Gradually, amid sobs and tears, and stormy confusion of 
impossible hopes and projects, those words took root in her 
mindv and spread, till they filled her whole heart and brain. 
** Well for me if I were dead ? ” 

And she rose slowly. 

** Well for me if I were dead f And why not ? Then it 
would indeed be all settled. There would be no more 
danger from poor little Pelagki 
She went slowly, firmly, proudly, into tJie well-known 
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ohfliab€r. . . . ShethrewlieTflolf upon the bed, and corered 
the pillow kissea^ Her eye £^1 on the Amalia aword, 
which hung acroaa the bedVhead, after the ouBtom of 
Gothic warriota* She seized it, and took it down, ahud- 
dermg. 

** Yea I . , . Let it be with this, if it must be. And it 
must be. I cannot bear it I Anything but sbatne! To 
have f^cied all my life—vain fool that I t/os 1—that every 
one loved and admired me, and to find that they wore de¬ 
spising me, hating me, all along I Those students at the 
lecture-room door t%ld *me I was despised,—Tlie old monk 
told me so—Fool that I was ! I forgot it next day !—^For 
be—^he loved luo still!—Ah—bow could I believe them, 
till his own lips had said it ? . . . Intolerable I . . . And 
yet women as bad as I am have been honored—when they 
were dead. What was that song wliioh I used to sing about 
Epicharis, who hung hersdf iu the litter, and Leaina, who 
bit out her tongue, lest the toi^uro should drive them to 
betray their lovors ? Tlierc uhwI to bo a statue of Lealna, 
they say, at Athens,—a lioness without a tongue. * , , 
And wIicijevcT 1 sang the song, the theatre used to rise, 
and shout, and cull them noble and blessed* ... I never 
could tell why tliCTi; but 1 know now !—I know now I 
Perhaps they may call mo noble, after all. At least, they 
may say * She was a—a—but slie claro die for the man she 
loved ! * * . . Ay, hut God despises me too, and hates me. 
He will s£id me to eternal fire, Philammoa said lo— 
though ho was my brother. The old monk 8^lid so—though 
he wept as he said it. , , * The ilamee of hell for ever I 
Oh, not for ever 1 Great, dreadful God !* Not for over ! In¬ 
deed, 1 did not know ! No one taught me about right and 
wrong, and I never knew that I had been baptized—Indeed, 
Z nover knew ! And it was so pleasant—so pjeasant to be 
happy, and praisodj and loved, and to see happy faces 
round mo. How could I help it P The birds Uicro who 
are singing in the darling, belove(| court—they do what 
they like, and Thou art not angry with*them for being 
happy ? And Thou wilt^dt he more cruel to me than to 
them, great God—for wl^t did I know more thou they ? 
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Thou hast made the beautifal eunahino; and the pleasant, 
pleasant world, and the fowere, and the Inrde^Thou wilt 
not send mo to bnm for ever and ever ? Will not a hun¬ 
dred yeara be puRishment enough—or a thousand ? Oh, 
God I is not thia puniahmont enough already,—to have to 
leave him, jnat oa—just as I am begmuing to long to be 
good, and to be woHhy of him P . . . Oh, have mercy— 
mercy—mercy—and let mo go after I hsTC been punished 
enough 1 Why may I not turn into a bird, or^even a worm, 
and come back again out of that horrible place, to see the 
sun shine* and the flowers grow once more ? Oh, am I not 
punishing myself already f Will not this help to atone ? 
. . , Yes—I will die I—and perhaps so God may pity me !" 

And with trembling Imnds she drew the sword from its 
sheath and covered the blado with kisses, 

“ Yes—on tins sword—with which he won his battles. 
That is riglit—his to the last! How keen and cold it 
looks 1 Will it be very painful P , * , No—I will not try 
the point, or my heart might fail me, I will fall on it at 
once; let it hurt mo as it ufay, it will be too late to draw 
back then. And after all it is his sword—It wilj not have 
the heart to torture me much, And yet he struck me 
himself this morning 1" 

And at that thought, a long wild cry of miseiy broke 
from her lips, and rang through the house. Hurriedly she 
fastened the sword upright to the foot of the bed, and tore 
oped her tunic. , ^ Here—under this widowed bosom, 

where bis bead will never lie again ! There are footsteps 
in the passage t Quick, Pelagia ! NoW'- 

And she threw up her arms wildly, in act to Ml. . . . 
is his step! And he will find me, and never know 
that it is for him I die I ” 

The Ama^tried the door. It was fast. With a single 
blow he burst it open, and demanded— 

'' What was that shriek ? What is the meaning of this f 
Pelagia 1** , 

Pelagia, like child caught playing with a forbidden toy, 
hid her face in her bands and ^o^ered down. 

^ ** Wbat is it ? ” cried he, lifting her. 



wouAN^s Lars, 


441 


Bat ahe borst from his anna. 

no l|—novesT more I I am not worthy of yon I Let 
me die, wreteh that I am! 1 can only drag you down. 
Yon moat be a king. You mngt mairy her—^the wise 
woman I" 

** Hypatia I She is dead I" 

De^ f " ^shrieked Pelagia, 

" Murdered, an hour ago, by those Ohiistian deviK'* 

Pelagiaputjier hands over her eyes, and bnrst into teajrs. 
Were they of pity or oljoy ?. . . Sho did not ask herself; 
and we will not ask her* 

Where is my sword P Soul* of Odin I Wliy la it faat* 
eued here P " 

** I was going to—Do not be angry I . . . They told me 
that I had better die, and—" 

The Amal stood thunderstruok for a moment. 

Oh, do not etriko me again ! Send me to the mill. 
Kill me now with your own hand [ AnythLng hut another 
blow t" 

f^A blow?—Noble woman f" cried the Ainal, clasping 
her in histarms* 

The storm was past; and Pelagia had been nestling to 
that beloved heart, cooing like a happy dove, for many a 
minute before the Amal aroused himself and her. • . * 
Now !—quick ! We have not a moment to lose. Tip 
to the toTjer, where you will bo safe; and then to show 
these curs what eomea of Bnarling round the wild wolvea' 
danl*' 
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Akd was the AmM's news true, then T 

Phll&mmon saw Raphael rush acroas the street into the 
Jhfuaeum gardens. His last words ]iad been a command to 
stay where he waa ; aud the hoy obeytd him. The black 
porter who lot Eaplmel out told him somewhat imoJeutly, 
that his mist roes would see no one, and rcceiTe no mea- 
sages: but he hod made up bis mind : complained of the 
Bun, quietly ensconced himself behind a buttress, and aat 
coiled up on the pavement, ready for a deaperato spring. 
The slave stared at him : but he was accustomed to the 
vagaries of philosopliers; and thanking the gods that he 
was not born in that statior^ of life, retired to his porter^a 
cell, and forgot the whole matter. 

There Philammon awaited a full half-hour, dt seemed 
to him hours, days, years. And yet Raphael did not re^ 
turn! and yet no guards appeared. Was the strange Jew 
a traitor p Impoasible I —Ida face had shown a desperate 
earnestness of terror as intense m Philominon^s own. , . . 
Yct^why did he not return ? i 

Perliaps he hod found out that the streets were clear; 
their mutual fears groundlcfls. . . . What meant that biaCk 
knot of men some two hundred yards off, hanging about 
the mouth of the si&c street, just opposite the door which 
led to her locture-room ? He moved to watch them: 
the^ had vanished. He lay down ogoiii and waited. . ^ * 
There'"they were again. It was a suspicious post. That 
street ran along the back of the Gaaiaareium, a favorite 
haunt of monks, communicating by innumerable entriea 
and back buildings with the great Church itself. . . , 
And yet, why should thefe nota knot of monks there P 
What more oommon in every sUeet of Alexandria P Ha 
. 442 
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tried to lAUgh away own fear& And yot they ripened, 
by the yery iDtenflitj oi thinking on them, into certaintj* 
He knew that something terrible was at hand. More than 
once he looked out from hie hiding-plac^—the knot of men 
were still there ; . , * it seemed to have increased, to draw 
nearer. If they found him, what would they not suspect ? 
What did ho care ? He would die for her, if it came to 
that—not that it could come to that»: bAt still he must 
speak to her—he must warn her. Passenger after passen¬ 
ger, carriage after carriage passed along the street: ^udent 
after student entered the ieoture^room ; but he nerer saw 
them, not though they passed him cloiBe. The sun rose 
higher and higher, and turned his whole blaze upon the 
comer where PJiilammon crouched, till the payement 
scorched like hot iron, and his eyes were dazzled by the 
blinding glare : but ho ncycr heeded it. Ills whole heart, 
and sense, and sight, wore riyeted upon that well-known 
door, expecting it to open. . . , 

At last a curricle, glittering witli silver, rattled round 
the comer and stopped opposite him^ She must be com¬ 
ing now. ^ The crowd had yanUhed. Perhaps it was, after 
all, a fancy of hia own, K'o ; ’ there they were, peeping 
round the comer, close to the lecture-room—the hell¬ 
hounds I A slave brought out an embroidered cushion— 
and then Hypatia herself came forth, looking more glorious 
tlian ever; her lips set in a sad firm smile ; lier eyes up¬ 
lifted, inqftiring, eager, and yet gentle, dimmed by flomc 
great inward awe, as if her soul was far away aloft, and face 
to face with Ood. 

In a moment he sprang up to her, oaught her robe con- 
Tulaively, threw himself on his knees before her— 

Stop 1 Stay 1 You arc going to destruction ! ” • 

Calmly she looked down upon him. • 

''Accomplice of witches I Would you mate of Tbeon^s 
daughter a traitor like yourself ? ” 

He sprang up, stepped back, and stood stupeJied with 
shame and despair. ... « * 

She believed him guilty^ then I ... It waa the will of 

GodI 
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Thd plumes of the horses wore waving fer down the street 
before he recoyered himself^ and rushed after heTj shout¬ 
ing he knew not what 

It was too late J A dark wave of men rushed from the 
ambuBoadOf surged up round the car , , > swept forward 
. . . she had disappeared ! and as Pliilammon followed 
breathless^ the horses galloped post him madly homeward 
with the empty'carriage. 

Whither were they dragging her ? To thp Ofosaraiumj 
the Church of God Himself ! Impossible ? Why thither 
of all pkces of the earth ? Why did ^he mob, increasing 
momentarily by hundreds/pour down ujiou the beach, and 
return brandishing dints, shells, fragments of potteiy P 

She was upon the church steps before ho caught them 
up, invisible among the crowd | but he could track her by 
the fragmonts of lier dress. 

Where wt^re her gay pnpila now ? Alas ! they had bar¬ 
ricaded themselYCs shamefully in the Museum, at the first 
rush which swept her from the door of the lecture-room. 
Cowards I he would euvo hc/l 

And he struggled in vain to pierce the dens^ moss of 
Farabolani and monks, who, mingled with the fishwivea 
and dookworkers, leaped and yelled around their victim. 
Bnt what he could not do another and a weaker did—even 
tlie little porter. Furiously—no one knew how or whence 
—he burst up as tf from the ground in the thickest of the 
crowd, with knife, teeth, and nails, like a venolnoufl wild¬ 
cat, tearing his way towards his idol. Alas ! he was tom 
down himself, rolled over the steps, and lay there half dead 
in an agony of wee|ri.ng, aa Philommon sprang up past him 
into the oburoh. 

Yes. On into the church itself I Into the cool dim 
shadow, witl} its fretted pillmrs, and lowering domes, and 
candles, and incense, and blazing altar, and great pictures 
looking from the walls athwart the gorgeous gloom. And 
right in front, above th^ altar, the colossal Christ watching 
unmoved from off the wo^l. His right hand raised to give a 
blessing—or a curse ? ** „ 

On^ up the nave, fresh shreds of her dr^ strewing the 
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holy pavement—up the chancel Btepa themaelves—up to 
the altar—riglit underneath the great ^till Chnat: and 
there even thoee hclUhotinds paused* . * * 

She flhook herself free from her tormentors, and spring¬ 
ing back, rose for one moment to her full lieight naked, 
stiow-white against the dusky mass around—shame and in¬ 
dignation in those wide clear eyes, but no^ a strain of fear. 
With one hand she clasped her golden locks around her; 
the other loifg white arm was stretched upward toward the 
great still Christ appending—and who dare say, in rain P— 
from man to God. * Her lips ij'ero opened to Bp«ak: but 
the words that should have come from them reached God^s 
ear alone; for in an instant Peter struck her down, the 
dark mass closed over her again , - , and then wail on 
wail, long, wild, ear-piercing, rang along the vaulted roofs, 
and thrilled like the tnimpot of avenging angels through 
Pliilammon^H ears. 

Crushed against a pillar, nnablo to move in the dense 
mass, he pressed hie hands his ears. IIo odiild not 
shut out those shrieks ! When would they end ? What 
in the inftne of the God of mercy were they doing ? Tear¬ 
ing her piecemeal ? Yes, and worse than that. And still 
the shrieks rang on, and still the great Christ looked down 
on Philammou with that calm, intolerable eye, and would 
not turn away. And over His head was written in tho 
rainbow, V I am the same, yesterday, to-day, and for eycr I" 
The same as IIo was in Judea of old, Philomdioii ? Then 
what are these, and in whose temple ? And ho covered 
his face with his hands, and longed to die. 

It was over. The shrieks had died away into moans; 
tho moons to silenco. How long had ho been there ? An 
hour, or an eternity ? Thank God it waa over I Fof her 
B^ke-^but for theirs t But th^ thought net of that as a 
new cry rose through the dome. 

" To the Cinaron I Bum the bones to ashes f Scatter 
them into the sea I ^ . And the mob poured past him 

again. ... * 

He tnmed to flee; b<lt, once oatsido the church, he eank 
exhausted, and lay upon the step^ watching with stupid 
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horror the glaring of tho fm, and the mob who leaped and 
yelled like demons round their Moloch aacrifice. 

A hand gasped hia am ; he looked up ; it was the porter. 

And tliie, yoiTag butcher^ U the Catholic and apostolio 
Church ?" 

** "No ! Eudsemoiij it is the church of the derlls of hell t ” 
And gathering Ijimaelf up, ho sat upon the steps and buried 
his head witlJn his He would have given life itself 

for the power of weeping : but his eyes and bhdn were hot 
and di 7 as the desort. 

Eudasmon looked at him ^while, Tlte ehock had soboied 
the poor fop for once. 

** I did what I could to die with her !" said ho. 

** 1 did what I could to save her ! answered Philanuaon. 
know it. Forgive the words which I juet spoke. 
Did wo not both love her 

And the little wretch sat down bj Philammon's sidcj and 
as the blood dripped from his wounds upon the pavement, 
broke out into a bitter agony, of human tears. 

There are times when the very intensity of our misery is 
a boon, and kindly stuns ns till we are unable tb torture 
ourselves by thought. And so it was with Philammon then. 
He sat there, he knew not how long. 

** She is with the gods/^ said Sudmmon at last. 

She is with the Ood of gods," answered Philammon : 
and they both were silent again. < 

Suddenly'a commanding voice aroused them. They 
looked up, and saw before them Kaphaol Aben-Ezra. 

He was pale as death* but calm as death. One look into 
his face told them that he knew all. 

Young monk," ha said, between his closed teeth, *'you 
seent to have loved her P " 

FhilflSnmoDi looked np, but could not speak. 

''Then arise, and dee for your life into the farthest 
comer of the desert, ere the doom of Sodom and Gomorrha 
fall upon this accursed* city. Have yon father, mother, 
brother, sister,—ay, cat, dbg, or, bird for which you care, 
within its walla ? " * 

p hilamm on started; foT he recollected Pelagia. • • « 
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That evening, so Cyril had promised, twenty trusty monks 
were to have gone with him to seize her« 

** Yon have Then take them with yon and eecape, 
and remember LoVs wife. Eudaemon^ come with me^ Yon 
must lead me to your hoiiaoj to the lodging of Miriam 
theJewess.^ Do not deny t I know that she is there. For 
the sake of her who is gone I will hold you harmless^ ay^ 
reward you riclily, if yon prove faithful Also 1" 

EudiBmon, vho know Ilaphacrs face well, rose and led 
the way trembling; ancj Philammon was left alone, ' 

They never met oglLin, But Philammon knew that he had 
been in the presence of a stronger man than himself, and 
of one who hated even more bitterly than ho himself that 
deed at which the very sun, it seemed, ought to have veiled 
his face. And hia words, Arise, and flee for thy life," 
uttered as they were with the stern self-eommand and 
writhing lip of compressed agony, rang through his ears 
like the trump of doom. Yea, ho would flee. Ho had 
gone forth to see the world, and ho had seen it, Arsenius 
was in the right after all* Homo to the desert I But flrat 
ho would* go himself, alone, to Pelagia, and implore her 
once more to flee with him* Beast, fool, that he had been 
to try to win her by force—by the help of Bnc]i as these ] 
God's kingdom was not a kingdom of fanatics yelling for 
a doctrine, but of willing, loving obedient hearts. If he 
could not.win licr heart, her will, he would go olbno, and 
die praying for her. 

^He sprang from the steps of the C^Bsarcium, and turned 
up the street of the Museum* Alas 1 it was one roaring sea 
of heads 1 They wero sacking Thcon^s house—the house 
of BO many memories ! Perhaps the poor old man too had 
perished I Still—his sister E He must save her and flee. 
And he turned up a side street and tried to ryake His way 
onward. 

Alas again I the whole of the dock-quarter was np and 
out. Every street poured its tide of furious fanatics into 
the main river; and ere he^oould^reach Pelagia's house the 
pm was set, and oIobo b^ind him, echoed by ten thousand 
voices, was the cry of “ Down with all heathens t Soot 
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mt all Arian Ootids! Down with idolatrona wantooa I 
Down with Pelagia Aphrodite I" * 

He hurried down the alley^ to the tower doer, where 
Wnlf had promieod to meet him. Jt waa half open, and 
in the dugh he could aee a figare standing in the doorway. 
He sprang up the steps,^ and found, not Wulf, but Uiriam* 

Let me pa^ ! 

'^Wherefore?” 

He made no answer, and tried to push past her. 

" Pool, foolwhispered tjie h^, holding the door 
against- him with all her strength* t Where are your 
fellow-hidnappera ? Where are your hand of monks P ” 
PhilammoB started back* How had she discorered hie 
plan ? 

Ay—where are they ? Besotted boy ? Have you not 
seen enough of monkery tills afternoon, that you must 
try still to make that poor girl even such a one as yottr^ 
selves ? Ay, you may root out your own human natures if 
you will, and make younaelvoa devils in trying to become 
angels: hut woman she is, and woman she shall live or 
die!" i 

“ Let me pass 1 ” cried PhOammon faxionsly. 

Raise your voice—and 1 raise mine: and then your 
life is not worth a moment^a purchaae. Fool, do you think 
1 speak as a Jewess P I speak as a woman^—sa a nnn I I 
waa^a nun once, madman^tho iron ontered int^ my soul I 
Ood do BO to me, and more also, if it ever enter into another 
soul while I can prevent it I You sliall not have her I I 
will strangle her with my own hand first!" And turning 
from him, she dartM up the winding stair* 

lie followed: but the intense passion of the old hag 
hulled her onward with the strength and speed of a young 
MeenoCfl* Oaoe Philommon was near passing her* But he 
recollected that he did not know his way, and contented 
himself with keeping close behind, and making the fugitive 
his guide. 

' Stair after stair, he upward, till she turned suddenly 
inin a chamber door* Fhiiamucon pansed, A few feet 
above him the open sky showed at the stair^head. They 
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ve(ro olose then to the roof. One moment more^ and the 
ha>g darted out of the room again, and turned to flee up¬ 
ward stilL f^iilamziion caught her by the armj hurled her 
baoh into the empty cbamher, shut the,door upon her, 
^ and with a few bounds gained the roof, and met Pelagia 
face to face. 

f^Come!" gasped he breathlessly. ^'!Now is the mo- 
^ mentl Come, while they are all below l^'^'and he seised 
her hand. 

But Pelagia only recoiled. 

no,*' whiaperf^d ahe in answer, “ I cannot, cannot 
—he has forgiven me all, all I and* 1 am his for ever I And 
now, just as he is in danger, when he may be wounded— 
ah, heaven 1 would you have mo do aiiytliing so base as to 
desert him ?'' 

Pelagia, Pelagia, darling Bistor I ” cried Philammon, 
in an agonized voice, think of the doom of sin I Think 
of the pains of hell I '' 

"I have thought of them this day : and I do not believe 
you I — I do not! God ib' not m cruel as you eay ! 
And if Ho wore :—to lose my love, that is bell I Let me 
burn hereaiter, if I do but keep him now ! ” 

Philammon stood stupe fled and shuddering. All his 
own early doubts flashed across him like a thunderbolt, 
when in the temple-cave ho had seen tliose painted ladies 
at their revels, and sliudderod, and asked himself, were 
they burning for ever and ever ? 

Como !” gasped ho once again j and throwing himself 
on his knees before hor, covered her hands with kisses, 
wildly entreating: but in vain. 

** What'is this ? ” thundered a voice; not Miriam^s, but 
the Amal's. Ho was unarmed: hat he rushed straight 
upon PhOammoin. j 

**l}o not harm him I"" shrieked Pelagia; *'ho is my 
brother—my brother of whom I told you I ” 

What does ho here fcried the AmsI, who instantly 
divined the truth. n ^ 

Pelagia was silent. ' 

** I wieh to deliver my sister, a Christian, from the sinful 

29 
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emltracea of an Arian heretic; and deliver her I willj or 
die !" 

An Arian i laughed the Amah Say a heathen at 
once, and tall thu truth, young fool I Will you go with 
him, Pelagia, and turn nun in the sand heape ? 

Pelagia sprang towards her lover: Philammon caught 
her by the arm for one Inst despairing appeal: and in a 
mooLent, neitliet knew how, the Goth and the Greek were 
locked in deadly itruggle, while Folagia sfjpod in silent 
horror, knowing that a call for help would bring instant 
death to her brother, ' , 

It was over in a few seo^nds. The Goth lifted Philam* 
mon like a habyin his arms, and hearing him to the para¬ 
pet, attempted to hurl him into the canal below-. But the 
active Greek had wound himself like a snake around him, 
and held him by the throat with the strength of despair* 
Twice they rolled and tottered on the parapet; and twice 
recoiled, A third fearful Inpgo—^the earthen wall gave 
way; and down to the dark depths, locked in each othePs 
arms, fell Goth and Greek. ' 

Pelagia rushed to the brink, and gazed downward into 
the gloom, dumb and dry-eyed with horror. Twice they 
turned over together in mid-air, . , , Tho foot of the 
tower, as vrm usual in Egypt, sloped outwards towards the 
water. They must strike upon that—and then ! , * * It 
seemed an eternity ere they touched the masonry. ^ • 
The'Amal<was undermost. . . , 8he saw his* fair doat- 
iug locks dash against tfie cruel stone. His grasp sud¬ 
denly loosened, his limbs collapsed j two distinct plunges 
broke the dark sullen water; and then all was still 
but tho awakened ^ ripplo, lapping angrily against the 
wak. 

Pcla^a glased down one moment moft, and then, with a 
shriek which rang along roof and river, she turned, and 
fled down the stairs and out into the night* 

Five minutes afterwards, Philammon, dripping, bruised, 
and bleeding, was crawl ivg up the water-steps at the lower 
end of the lane. A woman mdh^ froin the postern door, 
and stood on the quay edge, gazing with olasped hands into 



KBKEais. 451 

the cenal. The moon fell fnil on her face. It was Pelagia. 
She HaV him^ knew himj and recoiled. 

'' Sister !—my sister ! Forgive me ! ^ 

Murderer ! she shrieked, and dashhig aside his out¬ 
spread hands, fled wildly up the passage. 

a%d way waa blocked with l4les of merchandise ; but 
the d^cer bounded over them like a deer : whUo Fhilam- 
mon, half stunned by his fall, and blindbd by his dripping 
locks, stumbled, fell, and lay, unable to rise. She held on 
for a few yards towards the torch-lit mob, which w^ surg- 
mg and roaring in i:he*main street above, then turned 
suddenly into a side alley, and vadiahed i while Philammon 
lay groaning upon the pavement, without a purpose or a 
hope upon earth. 

Rve minutes more, and Wulf was gazing over the broken 
parapet, at the head of twenty terrified spectators, male 
and female, whom Pelagians shriek had summoned. 

He alone suspected that Plnlammon had been there; and 
Bhuddering at the thought of what might have happened, 
he kept his secret. * 

But all i^icw that Pelagia had been on the tower ; all 
had seen the Amal go up thither. Where were they jjow ? 
And why was tlie little postern gate found open, uTid shut 
only just in time to prevent the entmiiec of the mob ? 

Wulf stood, revolving in a brain but too well practised 
in such cases, all possible contingencies of death and horror. 
At last— * , • * 

*i A rope and a light, Smid I ” he almost whispered. 

They were brought, and Wnlf, resisting all the cntTeaties 
of the younger men to allow them to ^ on tJio perilous 
search, lowered himself through the breach. 

He was about two-thirds down, when he shook the 
rope, and called In a stifled voice, to tlioae abovp— « 

" Haul np, I have seen enough." 

Breathless with curiosity and fear, theybauled him np. 
He stood among them for a few m^n^ents, silent, as if 
stunned by the weighj of acme enermAs wbe. 

** la he dead ? " * , 

Odin has taken his son home, wolves of the Goths I" 
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And he held out hie right band to the awMtrack ring, 
and buret into an agony of weeping. .... A (jotted treae 
of Long fair hair lay in hie palm* 

It was snatch ed*; handed from man toman. . . .. One 
after another recognised the beloYed golden locks. And 
then^ to the utter astonishment of the girls who stood 
roundj the grea^ simple hearts^ too braTo to be ashamed of 
tears^ broke out ahd wailed tike children. . . . Their 
Amal! Tlieir heaYonly man ! Otlin^s own son, their joy 
and pride, and glory 1 Their “ Kingdom of heaven,” as 
his name declared hfrh, who was all that each wished to 
be, and !inore, and yet belonged, to them, bone of their bone, 
flesh of their flesh! Ah, it is bitter to all true human 
hearts to be robbed of their ideal, even though that ideal 
be that of a mere wild bull, and eoullei^ gladiator. < . * 
At last Smid spoke— 

"Hero^, this is Odiums doom ; and the Allfather is just. 
Had we listened to Prince Wulf four montJis ago, this 
had never been. We liave been (hj wards and sluggards, 
and Odin is angry witJi his chikh'eit. let us swear to be 
Prince Wulf^s men and follow him to-morrow ?vhero he 
will 

Wulf grasped his outstretched hand lovingly— 

'' Koj fSmidj son of Troll! These words are not yours to 
speak. Agilmund hod of Oniva, Godoric son of Ermonric, 
you ^re Balts, and to you the succession appertains. Draw 
lots here, vfhich of you shall be our chieftain,” 

“Kol no! Wulf!” cried both the youths at onoa. 
You are the hero! you are the Sagaman I We are not 
worthy ; we hare been cowarrls and sluggards, like the 
rest. Wolves of the Goths, follow the Wolf, even though 
he lead you to the land of the giants I ” 

Anhr of applause followed. 

Lift him on tho shield,” cried Goderie, tearing off his 
buckler. *'Lift him on the shield I Hail, Wulf king I 
Wulf, king of Egypt 1” 

And the rest oT the Gdtha, attractei^ by the noise, rushed 
up the tower-stairs in time to^Joki in tho mighty shout of 
" Wulf, king of Egypt I ”—as careless of the vast malti- 
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tnde wbich yelled and surged without^ ea boys are of tbe 
enow agaiist the window-pane. 

£t £ 4^0 y* gaid Wulf solemnly, as he stood on the uplifted 
shield* If I be indeed your king, and yo my men, wolves 
of the Goths, to-morrow we will go forth of this plaoe, 
hated of Odin, rank with the Innocent blood of the Alruna 
maid. 'Back to Adolf; bock to our own people I Will you 
go?" 

‘'^Baok to*Adolf! " shonted the men. 

“You will not leave, us to be murdered ?" cried one of 
the girls, “ The fhab ore breaking the gttiea already t" 

“ Silence, silly one I Men—we have one thing to do. 
The Amal must not go to the Valhulla without fair attend¬ 
ance." 

^^Not the poor girls ?"aQid Agilmund, who took for 
granted that Wulf would wish to celebrate the Amal'e 
funeral in true Gothic fashion by a slaughter of slaves. 

“No, . , . One of them I saw behave this very after¬ 
noon worthy of a Vala. Apd they, too—they may make 
heroes^ wives after all, yet, , . . Women aro better than 
I fancied, even the worat of them. Xo. (So down, heroes, 
and throw the gates open ; and call in the C reck hounds 
to tlie funeral supper of a eon of Odin,” 

Tlirow the gates open ? ” * 

Yes. Qoderic, take a do^eii men, and be ready in 
the east hall. Agilmund, go with a dozen to the weqt side 
of the court—there in the kitchen ; and wait *ti]l you hear 
fiiy war-cry* Smid and the rest of you, come with me 
through the stables close to the gate—as silent as HeJa.” 

And they went down—to meet, ful/ on the stairs below, 
old Miriam* 

Breathless and exhausted by her exertion, she had fhllen 
heavily before Philammon's strong am ; md lyftig half 
etunn^ for a while, recovered just in time to moot her 
doom* 

She knew that it was como, * and faced it like her¬ 
self. • , * 

** Take the witch J” said Wulf slowly—“ Take the cor^ 
rupter of heroes—the cause of all ojir sorrows ! ” 
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Miriam looked at him with a quiet imile,. 

** The witch is accustomed long ago to hear fools lay on 
her the oonBequencea of their own Inst atid lazmess.'^ 

" Hew her doWiii Smid^ boh of Trolly that ahe may pass 
the Amalia soul and glGtdden it on her way to Niflheim/' 

Smid did it r hut ao tomble were the eyes which glared 
upon him froqi those sunken sockets^ that his sight waa 
dialed. The syo 'turned aside^ and struck her shoulder. 
She reeled, hut did not fall. 

It is enough,” she said quietly. 

** The accursed Grend^Fs daughter numbed my arm ! ” 
said Smid. Let her go I No man shall say that I struck 
a woman twice.” 

“ Kidhogg waits for her, soon or late,” answered Wulf. 

And Miriam, coolly folding her shawl around her, 
turned and walked steadily down the stair; while all men 
breathed more freely, as if deliYered from some acoursed 
and supernatural spell. 

'^And now,” said Wulf^ ^'to your posts, and venge¬ 
ance ! ” 

The mob had weltered and howled ineffectually around 
the house for some half-hour. Hut the lofty walls, opon^ 
ing on the Btreet only by a few narrow windows in the 
higher fitories, rendered it an impregnable fortress. Sud¬ 
denly, the iron gates were drawn back, disclosing to the 
front rank the court, glaring empty and silent,and ghastly 
in the moonlight. For an mBtaut they recoiled, with a 
Togne horror, and dread of treachery: but the moss be¬ 
hind preesod them onward, and in swept the murderers of 
Hypatia, till the court was full of choking wretches, surg¬ 
ing against the walls and pillars in aimless fury. And 
then, from under the archway on each side, rushed a body 
of tafi armed men, driving back all incomers more; the 
gates slid together again upon their grooves ; and the wild 
beaatfl of Alesandria were trapped at lost. 

And then began a murder grim and great. From three 
different doors issued a^line gf G^ths, whose helmets and 
mail-shirta made them inrulnerable to the clumsy weapons 
of the and began hewing th^r wayright though the 
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living maaHj helpleea from tlieir closo-pa^^ked Array. True, 
they were hut as one to ten ; but what are ten eure before 
one lipiLp .. , , And the moon rose higher and higher, 
Btaring down ghastly and unmoved upoif that doomed court 
of the fuzies, and still the bills and swards hewed on and 
on, and the Goths drew the corpses, as they found room, 
towards a dark pile in the midst, where old Wulf sat upon 
a heap of slain, singing tho praises of the Amal and the 
glories of V^alln, wliile the shrieks of his lute rose shrill 
above the shrieks of the flying and the woundedj and its 
wild waltz-time daft cod and rollicked on swifter and swifter 
as the old singer maddened, in awful mockery of the terror 
and agony around. 

And BO, by men and purposes which recked not of her, 
as is the wont of Frovidonoo, was the blood of Hypatia 
avenged in part that night. 

In part only. For Peter the Itoadcr, and his esjiecial 
aaaociates, were safe in sanctuai-y at tho Osesareium, cling¬ 
ing to the altar. Terrified the storm which they had 
raised, and fearing the conBequenccs of on attack upon the 
palace, they had left tho mob to run riot at its will \ and 
escaped the swords of the Goths, to be reserved for the 
more awful punishment of impunity. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

BTEBT HAN TO HIS pWN PLACE, 

t 

lx was near midnight, ^ Raphael had been sitting aome 
three hours in Miriam^H inner chamberj waiting in Tain for 
her return. To recover, if poaeiblej his ancestral wealth ^ 
to cooTej it, without a day’s delay, to Gyrene ; and, if pos* 
sib!e, to persuade the poor old Jewess to accompany him, 
and there to eootlie, to guide, perhaps to convert her, was 
his next purpose all events, with or without hia 

wealth, to dee from that aceuraod city^ And he counted 
impatiently the alow hour a and minutes winch detained 
him in an atmosphere which seemed reeking witji innocent 
blood, black with the lowering curse of an avenging God. 
More than once, unable to bear the thought, he rose to de¬ 
part ^ and leave his wealth behind : but ho was checked 
again by the thought of hia own past life. How hod he 
add^ his own sin to the great heap of Ale:xandTlan wicked^ 
ness I H<rw had he tempted others, pampered others in 
evil I Good God I how hud he not only done evil with ^11 
his might, but had pleasure in those who did the same I 
And now, new ho fras reaping the fruit of hia own devtoos. 
For years jiast, merely to please Ids lust of power, his mia- 
apthropic scorn, ho had been making that wicked Orestes 
wickdder than he was even by hia own base will and na¬ 
ture ; and his puppet had avenged itself upon him 1 He, 
he h^ promptedhim to ask Hypatia's hand. . . . He had 
laid, half in sport, half in envy of hef excellence, that fbnl 
plot against thd only h if man being ifhom he loved. , , , 
and be had destroyed her I and not Peter, was the 
murderer of Hypatia 1 True, he had never meant her 

^ ji V Ji 
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deatH. 4 . * Ko ; but bad he not meant for her worse than 
death ? had never foreseen. . , . No; but only be¬ 
cause he did not choose to foresee. He bad chosen to be a 
god ; to kill and to make alive by his awn will and law; 
and beholdj he had become a devil by that very act. Who 
can—and who dare^ even if he could^withdraw the sacred 
veil from those bitter agonies of inward shame and self-re¬ 
proach, made all the more intense by his clear and un- 
doubting ki#owlcdge that he was forgiven ? ' What dread 
of punishment, what hjank despair, could have pierced that 
great heart bo de^Iy as did the thought that £he Qod 
whom he hod hated and defied tiad returned him good for 
evil, and rewarded him not according to his iniquities? 
That discovery, as Ezekiol of old had warned his fore¬ 
fathers, filled up the enp of his self-loathing. ... To 
have found at last the hated and dreaded name of God: 
and found that it was Lovo 1 ... To possess Victoria, a 
living, human likeness, however imperfect, of tliat God; 
and to possess iu her a home, a duty, a purpose, a fresh 
clear life of righteous labor, perhaps of final victoiy. . , . 
That wav his punishment ; that was the brand of Cain upon 
his forehead ; and he felt It greater than he could bear. 

But at least there was one thing to be done, • Where he 
had sinned, there ho must make amends ; not as a propi¬ 
tiation, not even as a restitution ; but simply as aeoufesaion 
of the trpth which he had found. And as his purpose 
shaped itself, ho* longed and pTuyod tliat Miriam might 
fotum, and make it possible. 

And Miriam did return. He heard her pass slowly 
through the outer room, learn froii the girls who waa 
within, order them out of the apartments, closo the outer 
door upon them; at last she entered, and said quietly*-;- 
Welcome ! I have expected you. Yoaj50uld<iot sur¬ 
prise old Miriam. The teraph told me last night that you 
would he here, ..." * 

Did she see the smile of incredulity upon Raphaera face, 
or was it some sudden pang of dbnscience which made her 
ciy out^ e * 

^ * No I I did not t I never^ezpected you I 1 am a 
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liar, a miserable old liar, who caniioi epeak the truth, even 
if I try ! Only Look kind 1 Smile at me, l^phael 1—Ra¬ 
phael come back at loat to his poor, miseTable, villanotiB old 
mother Smile ^on me but once, my beautiful, my boh I 
my Bon I'' 

And springing to him, she clasped him in her arms. 

** Your Bon ? ” 

''Yea, my aon I* Safe at last! hfine at lost! I con 
prove It now I Tlie son of my womb, though not the son 
of my vows I And she laughed hysterically* ** My ehild, 
my heir, for whom I have toiled and hi^ntded for three-and- 
thirty years I Quick I hcte are my keya. In that cabinet 
are all my papers—all I have is yours. Your jewela are 
safe—•-buried with mine. The negro-woman, Eudiemon's 
wife, knows where. I mode her swear secrecy upon her 
little wooden idol, and, Christian as Bbe is, she hae been 
honest Make her rich for life. Slie hid your poor old 
mother, and kept her safe to see her boy come home. But 
give nothing to her little husband ; he is a bad follow, and 
beats her*—Go, quick ! tako your riches, and away ! * . * 
No; stay one moment—just one little momenUi-that the 
poor old wretch may feast her eyes with the sight of her 
darling once more beforo sho dies I " 

Before you die P Your sou ? God of my fathers, 
what is the moaning of all this, Miriam ? This morning 
I was the son of Ezra the merctiaut of Antiocli t ** 

'^Ilis flou and heir, his son and hciril Ho know all at 
last* We told him on his tleath-bed I I swear that we told 
him, and ho adopted you !” 

" We I ^ho ? 

" His wifrand I. He craved for a child, the old miser, 
and we gave him one—a better one than ever came of his 
famil}^ ho loved you, oocopted you, though he did 
know all. He was afraid of being laughed at after he was 
dead—afraid of having it known that he woe ohildlesa, the 
old dotard I No—he ,wafl right—true Jew in that, after 
aU!" • * * 

"Who was my father, theif^ « interrupted Raphael, in 
otter bewilderment* 
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The old woman laughed a laugh so long and wild^ that 
Raphael sivldered. 

Sit down at your mother's feet. Sit down . . . Just 
to please the poor old thing I Even if you do not believe 
her, just play at being her ohildj her darling, for a minute 
before abe diea j and ahe will tell you all . . . perhaps 
there fa. time yet!" 

And be sat down, . . , What if flaia incarnation of all 
wickedness •were really my mother ? * • , And yet—why 
should I shrink thug proudly from the notion ? Am I ao' 
pure myself os to dteaervo a purer source * /.And the 
old woman laid her hand fondly on hia head, and her skinny 
fingers played with hU soft locks as she apoke hurriedly 
and thick* 

Of the house of Jesse, of the seed of Solomon ; not a 
rabbi from Rabylon to Bomo dare deny that I A king's 
daughter I am, and a king's heart I hud, and have, like 
Solomon's own, my son. I . , , A kingly heart. ... It 
made mo dread and acorn to bo a slave, a play tiling, a soul- 
less doll, such as Jewish women arc condemned to be by 
their tyrants, the men. 1 craved for wisdom, renown, 
power—power—^power! and my nation refused them to 
me [ bocauee, forsooth, I was a woman ! So h left themp 
I went to the Christian pricats. * , . They gavo me what 
I asked. * . . They gave me more. . . . They pampered 
my womivn'a vanity, my pride, my aelf-will, my scorn of 
w^ded bondage/ and b^e me be a aaint, Ifho ju^lge of 
hiigels and archangels, the bride of God! liars I liars I 
And BO—if yon laugh, yon kill me, Raphael—and ao Miriam, 
the daughter of Jonathan—^Miriam, ot the liouae of David 

-Miriam, the deacendantof Ruth and Hacbab, of Rachel 

and Sara, became a Christian nun, and shut herself to 
aee viaions, and dream dreams, and fattened her wwn mad 
aelf-conceit upon the impious fancy that she was tlie apouse 
of the Nazarene, Joshua Bar-Joseph* whom she called 
Jehovah lehi—-Silence I If you atop me a moment, it 
may be too late. J hear ^them filing tne already; and I 
made them promise not take me before I had told all 
to my Bon—the son of my shame !" 
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**'Vfho Galls you P" asked Haphaol; but after oue strong 
shudder she ran on^ unheeding— « 

But they lied, lied, lied I I found them out that day* 
, * * Do not loolsr up at me, and I will toll you all* There 
was a riot—a fight between the Christian devils and the 
Heathen devils—and the convent was sookod, Raphael, my 
son !—Sacked J - Then I found out their blasphemy. 

* . * Oh, God I I'shriokedto Him, Raphael 1 I c^ledon 
Him to rend His heavens and comedown—to pour out Hia 
thunderbolts upon them—to cleave the earth and devour 
them—to save the wretched helpless girl who adored Him, 
who liad given up fatlier, mother, kinsfolk, wealth, the 
light of heaven, womanhood itself for Ilim—who wor¬ 
shipped, meditated over Him, dreamed of Him night and 
day. . . . And, Raphael, He did not hear me, , , , He 
did not hear me. , . * did not hear me ! * . , And then I 
knew it all for a lio I a lie 1 

“ And you knew it for what it is !” cried Rapliael through 
hia aohfl, as he thought of Victoria, and felt every vein 
humiug with righteous wrath, 

—“There was no mistivking that teat, was tlrere ? . * . 
For nine months I was mad. And then your voice, my 
baby, my*joy, my pride—that brought me to myself once 
more 1 * And I Bhot>k off tlie dust of my feet against those 
QalUean priests, and wont back to my own nation, where 
Go4 had set me from the beginning* I made, them—the 
Rabbis, my father, my kin—I made them all receive me* 
They could not stand before my eye. 1 con make peofile 
do wliat [ will, Raptiael I I could—I could make you 
emperor now, if T had but time left I 1 went back* I 
palmed you oR on Ezra as his son, Z and his wife, and made 
hjfii believe that you had bocn bom to him while be was in 
Byzaiftium.r. * , And then—to live for you 1 And I did 
live for you, Eor you I travelled from India to Britain, 
seeking wealth. *For you I toiled, hoarded, lied, intrigued, 
won money by aveiy means, no matter how base—for was 
It not for you f And 1 hav^ conqivsred I You are the 
richest Jew south of the M^diterraDeaii, ynn, my son t 
Ajid you deserve your wealth. You have your moiheria 
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Boul in you, my boy ! I watched you, gloried in you—in 
your cuanin^, your daring, your learDing, your contempt 
for theee Qentilo bounde. You felt the royal blood of 
Solomon within you i You felt that you,were a young lion 
of Judah, and they the jackals who followed to feed upon 
your leavings 1 Aud now, u ow 1 Your only danger is past 1 
The ouaning woman is gone—the eorceress who tried to 
take my young lion in her pitfall, and*has*fallen into the 
midst of it herself ; and be ia safe, ai^d returned to take 
the nations for a prey, and grind their bones to powder, be it 
IS written, He cr^uclted like a lion, he lay down like a 
lioness's whelp, and who dare rcAise him up 
‘^'StopI^' said Haphaol must speak! Mother I 1 
must! As you love me, a& you expect me to love you, an¬ 
swer ! Had you a hand in her death ? Speak ! ” 

‘^Did I not tell you that I was no more a Christian? 
Had I remained one-—who can tell what I might not have 
done? All I, the Jewess, dure do was—I j'ooI that I am! 
I Imve forgotten ell this time tlio proof—the proof— 

I need no proof, motlier/ Your wortls are enough," 
said Rapljael, m he cleapecl her liand between his own, and 
pressed it to his burning forehead. But the old woman 
hurried on—“ See ! See the black agate which you gave 
her in your madness ! , 

“ How did you obtain that ? ” 

'' 1 stole it-^tolo it, my son , as thieves steal, and are 
crucified lor steal gig* What was the clnwiee the tross 
t« a mother yearning for her child ?—to a mother who put 
round her baby's neck, thretsaiid'tJiirty black years ago, 
that broken agate, and kept the other half next her own 
heart by day and night ? See t See how they fit I Look, 
and believe your poor old sinful mother ! Look, I say 1" 
and she thrust the talisman into his hands* « 

**U^ow, lot me die! I vowed never to tell this secret 
but to you : never to tell it to you, uutii the night 1 died* 
Farewell, my son ! Kiss me but. once—once, my child, 
my joy ! Oh, this makes up foi^all I Makes up even for 
that day, the last*on which I ever dreamed myself the 
bride of the Nazarene 
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EftphAel felt that he must speak, now or never. Though 
it ooflt him the lose of all his wealth, and a mother’s onrse, 
he moat speak. And not daring to look up, he said 
gently— 

“ have lied to you about Him, mother ; but hae He 
over lied to you about Ilimself ? He did not lie to me 
when Ho, sent me out into the world to find a man, and 
sent me back to you with the good news that The 
Man is bom into the world/’ 

Bat to bis astonishment, instoad of the burst of bigoted 
indignation which he had expected/Mifiam answered in a 
low, con/uaed, ahstracted veice^ 

And did Ho send you hither ? Well-—that was more 
like what I used to fancy Him. ... A grand thought it 
is after all—a Jew the king of heaven and earth ! . . . 
Well—I shall know soon. ... I loved Him once, . . . 
and perhaps . , , perhaps . , 

Why did her head drop heavily upon his shoulder ? He 
turned—a dark stream of blood was lowing from her lips I 
He sprang to his feet* The ‘girls rushed in. They tore 
open her shawl, and saw the ghastly wound, which she 
had hidden with such iron resolution to the lost. But it 
was too late^ Miriam the daughter of Solomon was gone to 
her own place. 

p ■ a 4 ■ >1 

Early the next momiTig, Raphael was standing in Cyril’s 
anteroom, awaiting an audience. There„wcre loM voioes 
within; and after a while a tribuue whom he knew well 
hurried out, mattering curses— 

"What brings yonJiere, friend ?” said Raphael. 

** The Bcoundrel will not give them up/’ answered he, in 
an uzidertonei. 

"*Giv^ up whom ? ” 

"The murderers. They are in sanctuary now at the 
Gflesareium. Orestes sent me to demand them : and this 
fellow defies him openly ! ” And the tribune hurried out. 

Raphael, sickened witlif disgust, half-turned to fallow 
him : hut his better angel conquered, and he obeyed the 
lammans of the deacon who ustw^ him in. 
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Oyril wiaa walk lag up and down^ aocordmg to hia cuaiom, 
with great strides. Whoti he saw who waa hia Tisitor^ he 
stopped fiho^ with a look of deree inquiry. Haphael en¬ 
tered on busincsa at once, with a cold voice. 

Yon know me, douhtleaa ; and you know what I was. 
I am bow a Christian catechu men. I come to make such 
refltitntion as I can for certain past ill-deede donojn this 
city. You will find among these papers the truat-deeds 
for Buch a ye^ly sum of money aa will enable you to hire 
a houae of refuge for a hundred fallen women, and give 
Buch dowries to thirjiy of them yearly os wiU enable them 
to find suitable husbands, I ha/c set down every detail of 
my plan. On its exact fulfilment depends the continuance 
of my gift/' 

Cyril took the document eagerly, and was breaking out 
with some commonplace about pious benevolencQj when 
the Jew stopped him. 

** Your Holiness’s compliments arc unnecessary. It is 
your oifice, not to yourself, that this business relabs." 

Cyril, whose conscience was ill enough at ease that morn¬ 
ing, felt |bai 3 hed before Haphae/a dry and quiet manner, 
which bespoke, as he well knew, reproof more severe than 
all open npbraidings, So looking down, not witljout some- 
thing like a blush, ho ran hia eye hastily over paper ; 
and then said, in his blandest tone^— 

" My brother will forgive me for remarking, that while 
I acknowledge his perfect right to disiiose of Ijis charities 
aa he will, it ia somewhat startling to me, as Metropolitan 
of pjgypt, to find not only the Abbot Isidore of Pclusium, 
but the secular Defender of the Plebs, % civil officer, impli¬ 
cated, too, in the late conspiracy, associated with me as 
co-trnatees." , 

I have taken the advice of more than one C^ristiftn 
bishop on the matter. I acknowledge your authority by 
my presence here. If the Scriptures say, rightly, the civil 
magistrates are as much God's ministers os you ; and I am 
therefore hound to acknowledge £heir authority also. I 
should have preferred associating the Prefect with you in 
the irust: but as your IliBsebsioBS with the present oe- 
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cupant of that poet might haye crippled my scheme, I have 
named the Defender of the Pleba, and have already put 
into his hands a copy of this document. Another copy 
has been sent to Isidore, who is empowered to Tsceive all 
moneys from my Jewish bankers in Pelusiuin.^ 

"You doubt, then, either my ability or my honesty 
said Cyril, who was becoming somewhat nettl^. 

" If your Holiness' dislikes Ay oifer. It is easy to omit 
your name in the deed. Oue word more. If you ddivor 
up to justice the murderers of tny friend Hypatia, I double 
my bequest on the spot." ' 

Cyril burst out instantly-t^ 

** Thy money perish with thee I Do you presume to 
bribe me into delivering up my childron to the tyraSiit ? ” 

" I offer to give you the means of showing more mercy, 
provided that you will first do simple justice.” 

" Justice ?” cried Cyril. “ Justice ? If it be just that 
Peter should die, sir, see first whether it was not just that 
Hypatia should die. Not tliat I compassed it. As I live, 
I would have given my own right hand that this had not 
happened 1 Bui now that it is done—let those who talk 
of justice look first la which scale of the balance it lies I 
Do you fancy, sir, that the people do not know their enemies 
from their friends ? Do you fancy that they are to sit 
with folded hands, while a pedant makes common cause 
with a profiigate, to drag them hack again Into the very 
black'gulf of outer darkness, ignorance, brutal lust, grind¬ 
ing slavery, from which the Son of God died to free them^ 
from which they are painfully and slowly struggling up¬ 
ward to the light of day ? You, sir, if you be a Christian 
cateohuincn, should know for yourself what would have 
been .the fate of Alexandria had the deviPs plot of two days 
sinCo aupceeded. What if the people struck too fiercely t 
They struck in the right place. What if they have given 
the reins to pasaious fit only for heathens P EecoUect the 
centuries of heathendom which bred those passions in them, 
and blame not my teaching, but the teaching of their fore- 
fatbers. That very Peter. . . .■“What If he have for once 
given place to tho devil, and avenged where he should have 
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forgiven ? Hhb he no memories which may excuee him for 
fancyingj in a juat paroxysni of dread, that idolatry and 
falsehood must be crushed at any risk ?—lie who counts 
back for now three hundred years, in perflecution after 
persecution, martyrs, sir ! martyrs—yon know what that 
word impUos—of hia own blood and kin; wlio, when he 
waa bnt a aevon yoars* boy, saw Ilia own, father made a 
Biglitlosa cripple to this day, and hia elder sister, a oons^ 
crated nun, devoured alive by awine in the open streets, 
at the liimds of tliose who supported the very philosophy, 
the very gods, which llyimtia attempted yesterday to re¬ 
store* God shall judge such a man ; not I, nor you !" 

Qtifld judge him, thou, by delivering him to God's 
minister.*' 

** God's minister ? That heathen and apostate prefect ? 
When he has expiated his a|>ostafij hy penance, and returned 
publicly to the bosom of the riiiircU, it will be time enough 
to obey him: till then he is the minister of none but the 
devil. And no cccleaiastio shall anifer at the tribunal of 
an inlideh Holy Writ forbids na to go to law before the 
unjust. *Cjet the world say of me what it will* I defy it 
and its rulers, I have to esfaiblish the kingdom of God in 
this oity, and do it I will, knowing that other foundation 
can no man lay than that which is laid, which m 'Christ/* 

“Wlierefore you proceed to lay it afresh, A curioiia 
method of proving that it is laid already." 

“ What do yon Uiean ? " a^ked Cyril angrily,' 

“ Simply that God*B kingdom, if it exist at all, must be 
a sort of kingdom, considering Who 10 The King of it; 
which would have eetabliehod itself without your help some 
time since ; probably, indeed, if the Scriptures of my Jewish 
forefathcra are to be believed, before the foundation of We 
world ; and that your businesa waa to believe that Obd was 
Sing of Alexandria, and had put the Roman law there to 
crucify all murderers, ecclcsiasticH included, and that cru¬ 
cified they must he accordingly, aei high ba Hanian him- 

''I will hear no more this, sir! Iain responaihle to 
God alone, and not to yon i let it be enough that by virtue 
30 



4^6 


HYPATIA, 


of the authority committed to me^ I ehall cut these men 
from the Church of God^ by solemn excommunication^ for 
three years to ooiiie/^ 

They are not iiut off, then, it Beoms, as yet ? ** 

** I tell you, sir, that I shall cut them I Do yon come 
here to doubt my word ?" 

Not in the Jeast^ moat on^pst sir/ But I should have 
fancied tliat, according to my carnal notions of Ood^s King¬ 
dom and The Cliurch, they had cut oiT thdmselves most 
effeetually already, from the mom^t when they cast away 
the Spirit of God, and toolj to thomselVcs the spirit of mur¬ 
der and cruelty; and tliat all whicli your most just and 
landablo excommunication could effect, would be to inform 
tho public of that fact. Howefrer, farewell ? My money 
shall he forthcoQiing in due time ; and that is tho moat im« 
portant matter between us at tliis momenta As for your 
client Peter and hie fellowa, perhapa the most fearful pun¬ 
ishment which can befall them, is to go on as they Heto 
begun. I only hope that y^u will not follow in the same 
direction," 

''I ?" cried Cyril, trembling with rage. 

** Roolly I wish your Holineaa well when I say so* If my 
notions B^em to you Bomowhat secular, yours—forgive mo— 
seem to fno aomewhut athomtic ; and I advise you honestly to 
take care lost while you are busy trying to establlah Ood*s 
kingdom, you forget whut it is like, by shutting,your eyes 
to those of its laws which are established already. I have 
no doubt that with yf^ur Uoliness’s great powers you will 
succeed In establishing something. My only dread is, that 
when it is established, you Bhould discover to your horror 
that it is tho dovirs kingdom and not Qod^s.” 

«And without waiting for an answer, Raphael bowed him- 
aelf oift of the august presence, end sailing for Berenice 
that very day, with Eudffimon end his negro wife, went to 
his own place; {here to labor and to succor, e aad end 
etem, end yet eRoving*and a much-loved man, for many 
a year to come. ^ ^ ^ 

And now we will leave Alexandy^da also, and taking a for* 
ward leap of some twenty years, see how all other perscni 
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mentioned In this history wentj likewiae, each to hia own 
place. , 


* * * # 4 ft « 

• 

A little more than twenty years after> the wieeat and 
holiest man in the Eaat was writing of Cyrils just deceased— 
** His death made (^ose who surrived him joyfal ; but it 
grieved moat probably the dead; an^ the^% Is cause to 
fear, leat, finding his presence too tronbleaome, they 
Bhonld send him back to us. , . . Kay it oome to by 
your prayersj that he niky obtain mercy and forgiycnessj 
that the immeaBurable grace of t3od may prevail over his 
wickodncas! * . , 

So wroth Theodore in days when men hud not yet inter¬ 
calated into Holy Writ that line of an obecuro modom hymn, 
which proclaims to man the good news that “ There is no 
repentanoo in the grave/' Let that bo as it may, Cyril has 
gone to his own place. What that place is in history is but 
too well known. What it is in the sight of Him unto whom 
all live for ever, is no oonoerrf of ours* May He whose 
mercy is oyer ail His works, have mercy upon all, whether 
orth<^ox or unorthodox, Papist or Protestant, who, like 
Cyril, begin by lying for the cause of truth; and setting 
off upon that evil road, arrive surely, with the Beribes and 
Phariseefl of old, sooner or later at their own place 1 
Tnie, ho^and his monks hod conquered; but Hypatia 
did not die unavcngiod. In the hour of that unrighteous 
victory, tlie Church of Alexandria received a deadly wound. 
It had admitted and sanctioned tho^e habits of doing evil 
that good may come, of pigus intrigue, land at last of open 
persecution, which ore certain to creep in wheresoever men 
attempt to set up a merely religious empire, independent 
of human relationships and civil laws ;—to ** q^tahliah," in 
short, a '' theooracy," and by that very act confess their 
secret disbelief that God is ruling ali^ady. And tlie 
Egyptian Church grew, year by year, more lawless and in¬ 
human. Freed fron^enemies witlfout, ancTfrom the nuion 
which fear compels, it turpe^its ferocity inward, to prey on 
Its own vitals, and to tear itaell in ]gieces by a voluntary 
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suicide, with mutual anathemas and exclnsions, till it 
ended sa a mere chaoa of idolatrous sects, persecuting each 
other for metaphysical proposition wldch, true or false, 
were equally htjreticid in their mouths, because they used 
them only as watchwords of division* Orthodox or nnor-^ 
thodox, they know not God, for they knew neither righteous^ 
ness, nor love, nor peace* * , , Theyhated thoirbrethrenj 
and walked on still in darkness, not knowing whither they 
were going." * p , till Amron and his Mohammedans ap* 
peared; and whether they discovered tho fact or not, th^ 
went to their own place. ... » 

Though tho of Ckd grind filowlj, yoC they grind (nrooodlng s&iaII ; 

Though He atonde and waits with patience; with exaotaABa grind* He 
all— 

And SO found, in due time, the philosophers as woH as 
the ecclesiasticB of Alexandria. 

Twenty years after Hypatia's death, philosophy was 
flickering down to the very socket, Hypatia's murder was 
its death-blow. In language tremendous and unmistak- 
ahlo, phnoeophers hud been informed that mankind had 
done with them; that they had been weighed in the bal¬ 
ances, found wanting } that if they had no better 
Gospel than that to preach, they must make way for those 
who had* And tliey did make way. Wo hear little or 
nothing of them or their wisdom henceforth, except at 
Athens, whore Proclug, Marinus, Tsidoro, and others, kept 
up the golden chain of the Flatonic Buccossion," and de¬ 
scended deeper and deeper, one after the other, into the 
realms of confusiOTi—confusion of the material with tho 
spiritnaJ, of the subject with tho object, the moral with 
tho intellectual; self-conaistcntin one thing only,—namely, 
in tlioir exchiaive PhariBaiBm; utterly unable to proclaim 
any good nowe for man as man, or even to conceive of the 
poasibility of such, and gradu^y looking with more and 
more complacency on all superstitions which did not in¬ 
volve that one Idea, whir*h alone they hated,—namely, the 
Incarnation; craving after sigijp and wonders, dabbling 
in magio^ astrology, and harharian fetichiamB ; bemoaning 
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the fallen age, and barking queruloualjr at ereryform of 
human thought eoccept their own i writing pompous 
biographies, full of bad Greek, worse taato, and still wun» 
miracles. ... 

-That loat di^r mood 

Of envlouB fllothi and proud dwropltud« ; 

No faith, no art, no Icings no prleet, no Clod ; 

While round tUv f noezlii^ founts of If fa ln*anarUng ilog. 

Crouched on tho ranowom nod, 

Jlabbtlof^boat tho unrotumin^ aprla^, 

And whining for duail who imniiot eave, 

Tho tonthleM ByateniEiahWer to their gravo* 

• . ' 

Tlie last ftocnc of their tragedy was not without a toueli 
of pathos. . . , In tho your 520, Jnstiniun fimdly closet!, 
by imperiil edict, the sohools of Athena. Hiey had noth¬ 
ing more to tell the world, but what the world IilkI yawiiwl 
over a thousand times before : wliy should they break the 
blo&aed silence by any luore such noises ? Tho phiioso- 
pbers felt so themselves. They had no mind to be martyrs, 
for they had nothing for wfdeh to testify. They had no 
ineHoage for munkind, and no interest for them. 

All that w^ left for tliem was to hike euro of their own. 
sonls ; and fancying that they saw something like Plato^w 
ideal republic in the pure uionotlieisni of tbe lluebrcg, 
their philosophic emperor tho Khozroo, and his holy caste 
of magi, seven of them set off to Persia, to forgot tlie 
-liateful exist^mce of Christianity in that realiisoil idt^aL 
Alas for tho facds V ^J’ho purest monotheism*they dis¬ 
covered, was perfectly compatible with bigotry and feroc* 
ifcj* luxury and tyranny, seraiU and bowstrings, incestu- 
oua marriages and corpses exposed to tho beasts of the 
ffeld and tho fowls of tho air ; and in reasonable fear for 
their own necks, tlio last seven Sages of Greece retnmM 
home weary-hearted, into the Christian Empire from ’#hich 
they had fled, fully contented with tho pormiasion, which 
tho Khozroo had ohttiiiiod for them frofii Justinian, to 
hold their peace, and die among docent ]>eo^le. So among 
decent people they di^d, Icavitig betiiud them, os their last 
legacy to mankind, SimpUciUs'a Commentaries on Epics 
tetuflfs Enchiridioii, an essay on tbo^art of egotism, by 
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obeying wbicli, whoBOover list may become as perfect a 
Pharisee as ever darkened the earth of Ood* r Peace be to 
their asheg I • . . They are gone to their own pUee. 

• V -r « ■ « • 

too^ had gone to his own place, wheresoever that 
may he. He died in ^pain, full of years and honora, at 
the court of^Addlf and Placidia^ having resigned his 
Boveroignty into the hands of his lawful •chief Um, and 
baring lived long enough to see Goderic and his younger 
companions in arms settled with their Alexandrian brides 
up on the sunny slopes fi^m wliicli they had expelled the 
Vandals and the Siicvi, to be tlie ancestors of bluest' 
blooded” Castilian nobles. T^lf died, as he hM lived,a 
lieathen. PI acid ia, who loved him welli as alie loved ul) 
righteous and noble sou Is, had succeeded oiu^e in per&uad** 
ijig liim to iioccpt baptism, Adolf himself acted as one of 
his sponsors j and the old warrior was in the act of step¬ 
ping into the font, when he turned suddenly to the bUhop, 
and asked where were the ^louls of his heathen ancestors ? 

In hell,” replied tho worthy prelate* Wulf^drew back 
from the font, and threw Ina bourilsiTi eloak around hini, 

* , . He would prefer, if Adolf liod no objection, to go 
to ]iis*own people.”' And ee he died unbaptiaed, and 
went to his own phice* 

Victoria wiiS still alive and busy : hut AugListine’s warn¬ 
ing had tv>mo tnic—she liad found iroable in the flesh. 
The day of the Lord had come, and Vandal tyranta were 
DOW the mnaters of the fair corn-lands of Africa. Her 
father and brothef were lying by the aide of Raphael Abon- 
Dsra, beneath the ruined w^la Hippo, slain, long ycara 
before, in the vain attempt to deliver their country from 
the mvadipg swarma. But they had died the death of 
heroes t and Victoria was content* And it was whispered, 
among the do^^-trodden Catholics, who clung to her as 
an angel of mercy, ,that she, too, had endured strange 
misety and disgrace ; ti^at her delic^e limbs bore the scars 
of fearful tortures; that a rebi]D in her house, into which 
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none ever entered but herself, oontoiued a young boy’s grave ; 
and that she paseed long nights of prayer npon the spotj 
where lay &Gir only child, martyred by tlie hands of Arian 
persecutors. Xay, some of the few who, liavmg dared to 
face that fearful storm, had survived its fury, asserted that 
she herself, amid her own shame and agony, had cheered 
the shrinking boy on to his glorious death. Bnt though 
she had found trouble iu the flesh, lior s|^irlt knew none* 
Clear-eyed und joyful as when she waited by her father’s 
aide on the held of Ostia, she went to and fro among the 
viotinia of Vandal jrnplne and persccutiim, sponditig upon 
the maimed, the Riok, the ruihod, Iho small remnants of 
her former wealth, and winning, by her purity and her 
piety, the reverence and favor oven of the barbarian con¬ 
querors, She had her work tt^do, andslie did it, and was 
content; and, in good time, she also went to her own 
place. 

Abbot Pambo, as well as Arspuius, had been dead several 
years ; the abbot^s place was fiUoil, by hia own dying com¬ 
mand, by a hermit fr()m the neighboring deserts, who had 
made hipi^lf famous for many miles round, by his extraor¬ 
dinary austeritit»si, his ceaseless pray cits, hie loving wisdom, 
and, it waa rumored, by various cures which eojild only be 
attributed to miraculous powers. ^V^lilo still in tlm prime 
of Ills manlmml, Jjo was dragged, against Ins own entreaties, 
from a lofty crajuiy of the ohITs to preside over the Laura 
of Scetis,*aTid ordained a demroii at thu advice of Pdmbo, 
by the bishop of the diocese, who, three years afterwards, 
took on hfmsell to command Inm to enter tlie priesthood. 
Tho elder monks considered it an indignity to he mled 
by so young a man ; but the monaatery throve and grew 
rapidly under his governniciit. His sweetness, pationoo, 
and humility, oitd above all, his marvellons underbuying 
ol tho doubts and temptations of his own generation, soon 
drew around liirn all whoRo sensitiveuoes or waywordneea 
had made them unmanageable iti ^the neighboring monaa- 
■tories^ As to David in the maniitains, »ao to him, every 
one who wae disconcod^K, and every one who was op- 
preesed, gathered thoiaaelves. The neighboring abbots 
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wore at firat inclmed to ahriuk from hinij as one who ate 
and drank witli publicans and sinners : but thc;^ held their 
peacOj when they saw those whom t!iey had driven out aa 
reprobates laboring*peacefully and cheerfully under Philam- 
mon. The elder generation of Scetis, too, saw, with some 
horror^ the now influx of sinners : but their abbot had but 
one answer to their romoTistrancos—Thoso who are whole 
need not a physician/but those who are sick." 

Ifl'ever was the young abbot heard to speak harshly of any 
human being, When thou liast tried in vain for seven 
years/' Uo used to say, " to convert h siiriier, then only wilt 
thou have a riglit to him of liciug a worse man 

than thyself,” Tliat there is a seed of gmii in all men, a 
Divine AVonl and Hpirit striving witli all men, # gospel 
and gooil news which would turn the liearU of ail inen^, 
if abbots and priests could but prcacli it aright, wna hia 
favorite doctrine, and one wliich be used to defend, when, 
at rare intervals, lie allowed himself to discuss any subject, 
from the writings of his favorite tlieologian, Clement of 
Alexandria, Above all, ho Aopped, by stern reljuke, any 
attempt to rovilo either hereti*^ or hcatlmns, 7 On the 
Catholic Church alone,” he used to say, ''lies tlic blame of 
all beresy and unbelief: for if slie were but for one day 
tliat will oh she ought to be, the world would be converted 
before nLghtfall,” To one class of ains, indeed, be was in¬ 
exorable—all but ferocioiiB ; to tlic sins, namely, of rdig- 
ions personsf In proportion any man's reputation for 
orthodoxy and sanctity, Philammon's judgment of liiiR 
was stern and pitiless. More tbaiionoe events proved him 
to have been unjust f when ho saw himself to bo so, none 
could confess his mistake more frankly, or humiliate him- 
eelf ^or it more bitterly: ^ut from his rule he never 
swerved*; and^the Pharisees of tlio -Nile dreaded and avoided 
him, as mtioh as the publicans and siunera loved and fob 
lowed him. * 

One thing only in hjis conduct gave Borne handle foi 
scandal, among the just persons who needed no repentance* * 
It was well known that in his -nnj^t Bolemn devotions, on 
thoae long nights of unceasing prayer and self-diflcipliiiej 
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vhiob fronhiffl a reputation: for euporhuman sanctity, there 
mingled always with his prayers tJic names of two women. 
Andj when some worthy elder, baking courage from hii 
years, dared to hint kindly to him that siioh conduct caused 
some scandal to the weaker brethren, ''It is true,'^ an¬ 
swered he ; " tell my brethren that I pray nightly for two 
women: both of them young; both of them bcantifal; 
both of them beloved by me more than 1 lovb my own soul; 
and tell them, moreover, that one of the two was a harlot, 
and the other a heathen,” The old monk laid his Imnd on 
his mouth, and Tctirwl. ' 

The remainder of his history ft seems better to extract 
from an unpublished fragmoiit of tlio JViloiim 

of Gruidiflcoloayrtus Tabeimiticus, the greater part of which 
valuable work wtua destroyed at the taking of Alexandria 
under Ainron, a.jl (540. 

" Now when the said abbot had ruled the monastery of 
Seetis Boven years with uiieomnion prudence, naapleiideut 
in virtue and in miracles, it befell that one morning he 
was late for tlie Uivine oflicc* * Whereon a certain aneienf 
brother, i^o was also a deacon, being sent to ascertain the 
cause of so unwonted a defection, found the holy man ex¬ 
tended upon the floor of his cell, like lialaam InAhe flesh, 
though far differing from him in the spirit, haviiig fallen 
into a trance, but having bis eye^j oj^en. Who, not daring 
to arouse him, sat by him until tlm hour of noon, judging 
rightly tbi& soiuefjdng from heaven bfid befallen Bim. 
Amd at that hour, the saint arising without astonish in ent, 
said, ' Brotlicr, make ready for me the diviuo elemeutg, 
that I may consecrate them/ And ht^ asking the reason 
wherefore, the saint replied, ' That I may partake thereof 
with all my bretliren, ere I depart hence. Per kiiow«BS- 
suTcdly that, within the seventh day, I shall migrate, to the 
celestial mansions. For this night stood by mo in a dream, 
tliose two women, whom I love, and for whom I pray ; the 
one clothed in a white, tJie other, in a ruby-colored gar¬ 
ment, and holding jach other bgr the hand ; who said to 
me, "That life after dearie not such a one as you fancy ; 
come, therefore, and behold with us what it is like.”' 
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Tronbled at vbicb words, the deacon went fortk; jet on 
account not only of holy obedience, but eJeo of the aa&etity 
of the blessed abbot, did noi hesitate to prepare according 
to his command the divine elements: which the abbot har¬ 
ing consecrated, dietributed among his brethren, reserving 
only a portion of the most holy bread and wine; and then, 
having bestowed on them all the kisa of peace, he took the 
paten and chalvce in his hands, and went forUi from the 
monastery towards the desert; whom the whole fraternity 
followed weeping, as knowing that they should see his face 
no more. But he, having furrived at dho foot of a certain 
mountain, stopped, and bicesmg them, commanded them 
that they should follow him no farther, and dismissed them 
with these words : * As yo have been loved, so ibve. As 
ye have been judged, so judge. As yo have been forgiven, 
so forgive/ And so asccnilmg, was taken away from their 
eyes. Now they, returning ustonislied, watched Uiroodays 
with prayer and fasting; but at last the oldest brother, 
being aaiiamed, like Ktiaha before the entreaties of Elijal/s 
disciples, sent two of the young men to seek their master. 

" To whom befell a thing noteworthy and full of miracles. 
For ascending the same nmuntain where tJiey had left the 
abbot, thny met with a certain Moorish people, not averse 
to the (Christian verity, wlio declare that certain days be¬ 
fore a priest had passed by them, bearing a patcu and chalice, 
and blessing them in silence, prooeeded across the desert , 
in the direcjtion of the cave of the holy A^nima. ‘ 

“And they inquiring who this Aurima might be, the 
Moors answered that some twenty years ago there had or- 
rived iu those mour.tains a woman mure beautiful than had 
ever before been seen in that region, diresBed in rich gar¬ 
ments ; who, altera short sojourn among their tribe, having 
distributed among them tlie jewels which she wore, had 
embraced the eremitic life, and sojourned upon the highest 
peak of a neighboring mountain; till, her garments fail¬ 
ing lier, she became invisible to mankind, saving to a few 
women of the tribe, who went up from time to time to 
carry her offerings of fruit and meal, and to ask the bless¬ 
ing of bar prayers. To whom she moly appeared, veiled 
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down to her feet in black hair of exceeding length and 
splendor. ^ 

** Hearing these ihingfij the two brethren doubted for a 
while; bat at laatj deter mining to procpcd^ arriTed at Bun*' 
aet upon the aummit of the eaid mountain. 

Where, behold a great miracle. For above an open 
grave, freshly dug in the saud^ a cloud of vultures and ob" 
scene birds hovered, whom two lions; £eitely oonteiidmg, 
drove away jtrith thoir talons, as if from some sacred deposit 
therein onahriued. Towards whom the two brethren, forti¬ 
fying themaolves ttiththe sign of the holy cross, ascended.; 
Whereupon the lions, as having fulfilled the tCrm of their 
guardianship, retired j and left to the brethren a sight 
which 1they beheld with astonislimont, and not without 
tears. 

For in tho open grave lay the body of Pliilammon the 
abbot t and by hift side, wrapped in his cloak, the corpse 
of a woman of exceeding beauty, such as the Moors h*wl 
described. Whom embracing straitly, as a brotlier a sister, 
and joining his lips to hcra, he had ronderod np his soul to 
(tckI ; Tpt without bestowhig on her, as it seemed, the most 
holy sacrament; for by the gi^vc-sidc stood the paten and 
the chalice emptied of thoir divine contents, ^ 

“ Having beheld which things awhile in eilenc^ theycon- 
Bidcrcd that the right uuderHUmding of such matters per¬ 
tained to tlio judgment-seat above, and was nnnocesgary to 
ho comprelieiidcji by meu consecrated to OoJ. Whereon, 
•filling in the grave witli all haste, they returned Tveeping to 
the Laura, and declared to them the strange things which 
they had beheld, and wlierwjf I the writer, having (jolloctcd 
these facta from sacrosanct and most trustworthy mouths, 
can only say that wisdom is justified of all her childrpn, 
Wow before they returned, ono of thobrethren^eardhing 
tho cave wherein tho holy woman dwelt, found there neither 
food, fumitiire, not other matters; saving one bracelet of 
gold, of large size and strange workmanship, engraven with 
foreign character^ which no one could decipher. The which 
bracelet, being t^cn hofine to the Laura of Scetis, and there 
dedicated in the chapm to the memory of the holy 
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proved beyond all doubt the Banctity of its former pOBBsa* 
Bor, by the miracleB which its virtue worked ; the fame 
whereof spreading abroad throughout the whole Thcbaid, 
drew innumerable crowds of aupplianta to that holy relic. 
But it came to pass, after the Vandalic perBecution where¬ 
with Huneric and Genseric the king devastated Africa, 
and enriched tiie Gatholic Churcii with uinumerable mar¬ 
tyrs, that certaih witndering barbarians of the Vandalie 
race, imbued with the Arian pravity, and madtriiiHoJent by 
succoes, boiled over from the parts of Mauritania into the 
Thebaid region. Who plundering and burning all monae- 
teriee, and insulting tho con^crated virginB, at last arrived 
even at tho monostory of Scetis, where they not only, ac¬ 
cording to thoir impious custom, defiled the alhir, and enr- 
rictl off the saeri^d vcbsoIs* but also Imwo away that most holy 
relic, the cblef glory of the Laura,—namely, the bracelet of 
the holy Amma, impiously pretending that it had belonged 
to a warrior of their tribe, and thus expounded the writing 
thereon engraven— 

*r 

" For AituUtia Amar* Bon amid TruU'a Son BCodo Mu, 

i 

Wherein whether they specieo truth tjr not, yet their sacri¬ 
lege did notf remain unpunished ; for attcinpfping to return 
ho me warik toward the sea by way of tho Nile, they were set 
upon while weighed down witli wiiio and sloop, by the coun¬ 
try people, and to a man miserably destroyed. .►But the 
pious folk^ reS^torieg the holy gold to ifca pt isiine sanctuary, 
were not unrcwurdotl: for siiK-e that day it grows ghirioua' 
with ever fresli miraekB™as of bliud restored to sight, par¬ 
alytics to strength, demonjucs to sanity—to the honor of the 
orthodox Catholic Church, and of ita ever-blcsHed ffiiuts," 


So bo it. Pelagia and Philammon, like the rest, went to 
their own place; tohthe only place where such in such days 
could dnd rest; to the de^rt and the hermit^s cell, and then 
forward into that fairy land of legend and miracle, where¬ 
in all saintly Kvea were destined do be enveloped for many 
a century thenceforth. 
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And now, readers, fare well* I have shown you Now Foea 
under an old face—^your own likeneeses in toga and tnuic, 
instead of coat siitl bonnet. One word before we part. 
The same devil wlio tempted those old Flgy|>tiana tempta 
you.* The same God who would Itave saved these old Egyp¬ 
tians if they had willed, will save yon, if you will. Their 
sins are yours, their errors yours, their doom yours, their 
delivoranoe yours. There ia nothing' neW under tlic eim, 
Tho thing which has been, it is tliat which shall be* Let 
him that ia without sin among you cast the fiyst stone, 
whether at HjT)ati% oi* rdagia, Miriam or liuph^el, Cyril 
or Philammon. ’ 


THE END, 















